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Summary: 


Really, he hadn't meant to save the man. But he did. 
Now what? 


or 


Techno and Philza. 


1. Starting The Stream 


Author's Note: 
Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 


the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Summary for the Chapter: 


The priest starts his waking routine. 


The voices do not lie. 


Most crucially, they do not want him to die. 


Insane as the chorus will sing inside his head, they would not 
knowingly waste his time or lead him into something they did not 
think he could handle. (They were not as good at this second part 
when he was a child, but they learned.) 


(Eventually. ) 


He would not delude himself to say that the chorus cares for him. But 
they have learned that they are best listened to when they are 


helpful, or at the very least benign. If there is anything they hate 
most of all, it’s being ignored, especially by their favorite. 


In turn, as long as they don't get him killed, he'll play along with their 
suggestions. 


There were more favorites, once. Ones like him who heard the sea 
and song, who could tend to the countless voices- in those days the 
chorus was not so loud in his skull. But their numbers fell, and so the 
stray spirits clamored into the few that were left, slowly breaking their 
remaining priests. 


He is the only one left. Perhaps he will be the last. 


Maybe that is why they run so wild within him. If he dies, they will 
have nowhere else to go. No one left to feed them. 


He takes a breath, stretches, and falls into the stream. 


Hehehe 
Tech tech tech techNo 
LATE? TECHNOLATE 


Technolaaaaaaaate 


(st-st-stream techno) 


“Don’t make fun of me,” he mutters lowly. “I’m early, ya ingrates.” 


TechnoLate 
Late late techno late 


technoLATE 


“Now you're just screwin’ with me.” 


Do the soulfire 


“People don't like the soulfire,” he explains as he grabs a fistful of 
soul soil anyway. “You know that.” 


Yes 
yes Good 
Terror pog 
FEAR pog 


Homgry 


He snorts harshly, grinding another stem into the gathered soil and 
lighting it. The flame flickers with vague whispers, and he feels the 
chorus flare in response, as if dancing around this newest offering. 
Easy crowd today, he dares to think to himself. 


Drop it into the market 


And he spoke too soon. 


“You do realize if | did that they'd all probably finally snap and jump 
me, right?” He scuffs his hooves on the ground, kicking out the last 
shred of soil between them as he heads back inside. “I’m game to 
20v1 any day but that’s a pretty lame way to go out.” 


Lame 
LAME 
Technolame 
TECHNOLAME 
DOITDOITDOITDOITDOITDOIT DO IT 


He grimaces as the sea of whispers crashes into screaming, riding 
out the migraine of their latest temper tantrum as he checks his 
stores. He’s low on food- nothing but gold pickled root, wither bone 
meal, and the old urn of ghast blubber chips. 


It’s not exactly fit for kings, but it's good enough for breakfast, at 
least. 


As slowly and deliberately as possible, he peels the gold leaf off the 
roots, putting it into the waiting pot. (He doesn’t have much gold to 
spare these days. It would be a shame to waste it.) 


technoLAME 
Techno slow 


TECHNOSTALL 


“| have no idea what you're talking about,” he lies as he breads 
blubbered roots into bone meal, insistently cooking them one at a 
time. “I have never stalled in my life, that is my least favorite thing to 
do.” 


Techno RUDE 
Technolame 
Cromch cromchy 


Eeee 


“Maybe if you didn’t give me a wake-up migraine I'd be less rude. 
That's a thought.” 


Eeeee 


Eeeeeeee 


It’s not an apology (it never is) but it’s as close as he'll get from them. 
He might actually manage to eat in peace this time. Maybe. 


Enderman goes cronch 
YeSSSSSS 
Tall and Lanky 
Bouncy cronch 


EAT IT 


“Really?” He asks. “They’re such a pain to kill. There’s not even that 
much meat on them!” 


Jerky 
Free obsidian cronch 


Goes AEAEAEAEAEAEAEEAEAEAEA 


At least they gave him enough time to scarf the last of his current 
meal, meager as it is. “And I’d have a new dent on my neck to show 
for it,” He complains. 


Scars POG 
BLOOD 
BLOODBLOODBLOODBLOODBLOODBLOODBLOOD 


“Yeah, yeah, yeah.” 


He could have slapped his old hunting braces on his arms with his 
eyes closed, but where would the show in that be? If anything, the 
little freeloaders get half their kick off the prep for a kill, seeing the 
process through his eyes, down to getting out their favorite netherite 
knife. 


Blood for the blood god 
heheheHEHEHE 
blood for the blood god 
Bloodforthebloodgod 


Heheheheheeeeeeeeeeeee 


“You guys are gonna have to help me /ook for an enderman, y’know.” 


A briefly blessed silence reigns. 


LAAAAAAME 


Lame 


Technoloser 


“This area’s a dead zone for creatures,” he points out, gesturing to 
the wide fields of soul soil. “And | don’t have eyes in the back of my 
head.” 


Better eyes than an overworlder at least 


Better than an enderman 


“It's gonna go faster if you help,” he needles. “C’mon. Speedrun?” 


At the prospect of a challenge, the chorus quickly changes their 
tune. 


GO FAst 


MARATHON POG 
MANHUNT MANHUNT MANHUNT 


3 at 500 blocks east KILL KILL KILL 


“Now we're talking,” he sighs. 


Stowing his kinfe and hook, he trots off his porch and into the valley, 
soul speed trailing on his hooves. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


This is probably different than my usual fare for you guys, but | 
thought | might have a little fun! Got into Dream SMP by 
accident mostly but | admire the dedication that goes into 
building the story. 


2. Tall Tales, Tall Walls 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Philza simply falls. 


To be fair... 


... to be fair. 


Philza thought the Nether hype was a bit bullshit, to be honest. 


He’s not an idiot, alright? Netherhopping is a risky profession, 
however profitable it is, chock full of tall tales left and right- but the 
hoppers themselves were cagey sons oO’ bitches. 


He kind of gets it. Tall tales or not, the Nether’s a dangerous place 
for an Overworlder. But there was bound to be a little selfish 
motivation in their fearful exaggerations, an attempt to scare people 
away from competing with their lucrative work. The only person who 
can get a straight word out of a hopper is another hopper, and 
everyone else has to sift through all their code words and traded 
half-truths for anything. Philza can’t wait around for a million years 
trying to learn lingo he'll never use! 


(Well, he can, but he doesn’t want to.) 


So past the stuff about the biomes, he’d tuned out with a skeptical 
ear. (And maybe an accidental ear, too, but no one can prove 
anything, least of all himself.) The mobs wouldn’t be a problem when 
he could literally soar above them after all. Besides, if the place 
really was as lava covered as everyone was making it sound, there’d 
be good thermal anyway- keeping air under his wings would be 
easier in the Nether than even his own native plane. 


Whatever unfriendly nonsense was lingering on the ground wasn’t 
gonna bother him. (He heard something about angry pigs, but that 
sounds like a problem for people who have to walk.) 


Besides, he wasn't there to loot, he was there to travel. He heard 
that block distance in the Nether translated to a bigger distance in 
the Overworld and wanted to test it for himself. Just go from one 
portal to another, see how far it took him. 


...Philza had failed to account for the possibility of flying mobs. 


The blazes (blazers, blazoids? Annoying metal fuckers is what they 
are) were annoying, but least they were poor with altitude, content to 
fire at him from a comfortable distance. All he had to do was soar 
higher than them and that was that. 


Beyond that, the Nether wasn’t anything special. Just a desert with 
extra steps. He can get how the place might be a bit risky for an 
Overworlder , at least the usual kind, but it really feels like the crazier 
stories were going to stay that way. Stories and nothing more. 


Of course, shortly after making that judgement, Philza had the 
fantastic fucking luck to fly nearly face first into what he can only 
describe as a very angry white balloon floating right up at the nether 
ceiling, directly in his path. Wearing a frighteningly human-looking 
face. 


Hmm. 


Alright then. 


That's... a thing. That exists. That's... horrifying. At least it has its 
eyes closed on its... face? Maybe it’s blind! 


Hopefully. 


Maybe. 


He’ll just ignore that. Looking at that thing makes his fucking skin 
crawl, and he can practically feel the world ceiling on the edge of his 


wings no matter how much his mind screams at him to escape that 
thing, but it’s fine! /t’s fine. 


... It was not, in fact, fine. 


It was the gurgling, shrieking, death rattle of a child, reverberating 
directly into his ears- just shocking enough to make him turn in his 
flight even for the slightest tick of time. 


Just long enough to see the fireball flying straight for him. 


(Just long enough for him to not be able to stop it.) 


He thought crashing into the ceiling would hurt more. It sounds like it 
did. 


It’s the only sound, really. 


The explosion wasn't loud at all, everything’s just so slow 


Like he’s gone and hit his head (but he didn't, right? It would 
hurt more if he did) 


(it would hurt more) 


(it would hurt) 


(it hurts) 


Why does it hurt, anyway? (He only hit the ground one 

two 

three 
five 
Six 

two 

nine 

nine 


nine) 


his wings blanketing desperately around him right before he crashes 
to earth, rattling painfully as his momentum scrapes a jagged tunnel 
against the ground. 


He tries to get up. (He cant.) There’s this ache between his 
shoulders right in his wingroot, he- can’t- fuck, his head feels all 
sideways. He falls back down, his dead weight landing on a wrist he 
hazily notes is definitely going to be sprained if he ever makes it out 
alive. 


Alive. As if anyone knows where he is right now. As if there’s anyone 
that would even care to look. 


Oh, Philza realizes, the thought crackling like broken glass. I’m 
gonna die. 


He might have laughed after that. Someone did. Ground’s all... 
weird. And red. 


And moving. 


Why was it so hot... 


Something scuffs on the rocks next to him. In front of him? Behind 
him? Something... why can he see in front of him, wasn’t he on 
the... 


“Ged-” Fuck, shouldn't have talked, that hurt. It hurts like the wet 
sharpness in his ribs that’s punishing him for having tried. “...get 
off...” 


Not that it helped, anyways. His face is all backed up on the ground 
(that’s weird, could’ve sworn he fell different than that) and the 
needling panic burning up his spine like fire because 


SOMETHING GOT HIS WINGS, GET OFF GET OFF 
Get away 


Or I'll... 


...L'll what? 


| can’t do anything. 


| can't 


His vision starts to fade, fuzzy red darkness tunneling around the 
edges. 


“Just-” His head lolls onto coarse scratchy cloth, throat burning like 
the rest of his pathetic whispers. “.../’st make ‘t quick.” 


3. Free Sky Pets 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The priest gets a free pet. 


He was starting to haul the enderman back when the chorus thought 
it would be a hilarious idea to make him fight a ghast. 


Y’know. For funsies. 


Because of course he can take down a ghast with just a hook and a 
knife while trying to haul another kill . 


He can’t even remember how many times they've pulled that stunt 
on him. They never get bored of it. As far as he can tell, they just 
think it’s funny to watch ghasts get caught on his hook. 


(Okay. He kind of agrees with them on that. It /s pretty funny.) 


But he’s not gonna do it while hauling a 3 block tall enderman corpse 
everywhere. Absolutely not. He has standards. 


Hey 
Heeeey. Left 
ON YOUR LEFT 


Why yes, there is a ghast on his left. Very far away. Very far up . The 
thing’s practically scraping the world ceiling. Screaming its lungs out. 
Typical ghast behavior. Must’ve locked eyes on a stray blaze or 
something. 


“Fatso over there’s gonna body whatever he’s screaming at before | 
can nab him. The distraction’s not gonna last long enough-” 


Free meat? 


He pauses halfway through stowing the enderman on his toboggan. 
(Take that, Sandspin. Dumbass hunter. Always calling him stupid for 
having a big crimson wood tobaggan. He could KILL Sandspin 
sometime-) 


He slaps himself in the face. Focus, idiot. “What kind of free meat 
are you talking about? Tryin’ to get me to eat blaze rods again?” 


Blaze rod spicy. 


Different meat 


DEAD MEAT 
Falling! Falling! 
Forbidden sky meat! HEHEHEHE 


Four armed thing 


“The hell?” He squints up at the ghast- still screeching like a dying 
orphan- and it’s starting to get weirdly low to the ground. 


Almost like it’s following the green and black shape _ that’s 
plummeting down the jagged basalt cliffs. 


What in the gods? 


“Lemme guess,” he sighs. “ That free meat?” 


Sky meat! 


Sky pog sky pog 


SKY BLOOD 
BLOOD FOR THE BLOOD GOD 


Sky. Fun. The chorus is back at it with the made up words again. 
“Seriously? We don’t even know what that is. You tryin’ to poison me 
now?” 


A small price to pay for Forbidden Sky Meat 
Pink Fleshy Sky Meat 
do it do it do it do it 


Blood for the blood god, blood for the blood god, 
blood for the blood god- 


“Alright, alright!” he finally caves as he grabs his hook. “You don’t 
have to shout at me. Better be some damn decent food at least.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


The forbidden sky meat, as the many voices so fondly called it, 
turned out to be an Overworlder. At least he’s pretty sure that’s what 
it is. He’s only seen one or two before- alive at least- and never this 
close. 


There's still a big maybe on what in the world it actually is. It kind of 
looks like one of the usuals- hominids or whatever? It’s got five 
fingers (weirdo) and those big long feet-leg... things that bend all 
funny. He wasn’t expecting it to be pink on the skin- a little coppery, 
granted, but still pinkish. Like a piglin. Then again, this one’s still 


alive, so maybe that’s what they’re supposed to look like when all 
their blood and guts are still in them. 


Wait. /s it alive? 


Tacking his knife into the ground (always a good habit to keep blood 
off the blades) he crouches closer. The guy looks pretty banged up, 
though banged up probably doesn’t quite cover it. It's not- it’s not 
bleeding out everywhere, but the whole body’s pretty scraped, and 
he’s pretty sure those shallower bumps he’s seeing are gonna look 
like nasty bruises later if he pulls up the clothes covering it. 


And it’s got these... extra arms. Long and furry protrusions sprouting 
out if its back from this weird, armored shell. He’s not really sure 
what those are for, but they’re in the way of getting a good look. 


Maybe he can just- 


“Woah!” The piglin hops back with a shout as the creature violently 
springs back to life. He barely started to nudge the thing when those 
big arms snapped open with a painful air-cracking noise, flailing 
uselessly with panic. He gives it a wide berth, watching as it 
scrabbles against the ground for a moment before falling back, any 
lingering fight drained by the futile effort to escape him. It doesn’t 
seem to have much energy for anything more than the unconscious 
whistling purrs(?) rattling in its throat, glassy eyes clouded with fear 
as it looks up at him. 


(He never knew eyes could be blue.) 


Alive sky meat! Kill it! 
Funny sky meat! Keep it! 
Kill it! 


It’s Cuuuuuuuuute 


He scoffs. “What are you, shotes? It’s not a baby hoglin.” 


Fluffy! Big eyed thing! 
Sky pet POG 


Tasty pet pog 


Besides, a colder thought whispers, if you leave it here, it will die 
anyway. Better not leave it to waste. 


He drags a hand over his face. “ Fffffine ,” he hisses. “Children, all of 


you. 


EEEEEEEEEE 


Eeeee 


At least the guy’s long clothes are gonna keep it from getting too 
cozy with the enderman haul. He flips the thing onto its stomach so 
the weird furry arms cover the toboggan. (The locals are gonna talk 
no matter how he spins it, but the least he can do Is pretend it’s a 
normal kill.) 


Hopefully it doesn’t make any more noises before he gets them all 
home, at least. 


Or maybe it'll just die on the way back and this won’t be a problem 
anymore. That would be nice. It did have a decent amount of meat 
on it. 


“Die quick, sky meat,” he mutters as he pats its head. “It'll be easier 
for all of us.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Bad news. The sky meat is not dying. 


Hmm. Hmm. 


This is... a predicament. 


In his defense, he was sure it would die faster! But now it’s been a 
good while since he’s gotten home, this thing’s still alive by the 
barest technicality, and watching this drag out is starting to get a little 
sad. 


Option one- he drags this thing out back and puts it out of its misery. 


Pros. There is no longer a living overworlder in his house. 


Cons. There will be blood around his house. His house is 
surrounded by soul soil. Blood and soul soil do not mix. He would 
like to still have a house. 


Option two- just chuck it into lava. 


Not ideal, now that he thinks about it. The nearest lava river is right 
next to the nearest village, and it wouldn't do to have them accusing 
him of dark magic (again). Chucking a suspicious and still living body 
into lava isn’t exactly a good look. Especially since it’s a perfectly 
viable piece of meat. If he doesn’t get accused of dark magic, he’s 
going to be accused of destroying food, which might be the worst of 
the possibilities. 


Option three... 


...well. 


He lives out of the way of everyone else. No one ever expects him to 
go into town, and most importantly, no one dares to go near his 
house since the incident. 


And even if he’s a reliable ghast tear supplier, it's so tricky to harvest 
ghasts. No one would notice if he had a little less to trade this haul. 


Maybe the chorus can have their ‘pet sky meat’ after all. 


Just for a little while. Long enough for it to walk around well enough 
to run back wherever it came from. 


Pet Sky Meat! 
YeSSSSSS 


Technothank! 


“Whatever,” he brushes off as he starts to clean the dusty brewing 
stand, “just don’t start naming it.” 


Meat! Name it Meat! 


Sky Meat! 
Name ts Sky Meat now! 


Sky Meat, Sky Meat, Sky Meat, Sky Meat, Sky Meat, Sky Meat. 


“Children, all of you.” 


4. Not Throwing Away My Shot 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Philza wakes up. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 
deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


The first surprise is the fact that Philza wakes up at all, honestly. 


Awareness is a marathon, grappling with a wet fish barehanded. It 
slips and slides, steadily anchoring in hazy bursts until it snaps down 
on like a trap behind his eyeballs. 


Breathing is absolutely fucked. The first compulsive gasp he’d taken 
had been a mistake if the grit in his chest meant anything. Fuck, that 
might be a broken rib- he’s done too many hard landings in his life 
not to know what that feels like. 


But he’s... alive. He... he /s alive, right? He’s got all his hands and 
feet, wings are still aching like a motherfucker and his bracelets are 
gone. 


He shoots up from out of the cot, all the protest in his back be 
damned, shaking hand clamping down like a vice on his arm. 


One warped heart pulses with the beat of his blood, nested fragile on 
the inside of each wrist. 


One heart. 


One life. 


The only life he has. 


(The only life he ever had, and ever will.) 


Philza feels a shaking sound in the back of his throat, wings limply 
blanketing around him for some feeble sense of comfort. He doesn’t 
know if he’s relieved or not. 


He doesn't really remember all that much of what happened, but he’s 
got the impression that he should probably be a little less alive than 
he’s feeling at the moment. Not that he’ll look a gift horse in the 
mouth, but it is a little confusing. 


For starters, he’s in a bed. Kind of. 


It’s not a travel bed, that’s for sure, and thank gods for that. He 
remembers that was one of the things nether hoppers always 
hammered into each other’s heads- don’t bring your beds to the 
Nether. Something about the place fucked with the protection and 
pathfinding spells put into traveling beds- he’d heard horror stories of 
greenhorn hoppers who died in their sleep when their beds exploded 
on them. 


It’s more of a cot that he’s been laid out on. Or a really sturdy rug. 


Now that he’s not panicking anymore, a lot of this looks kind of 
weird, even past the empty fog still stubbornly chasing around in his 
brain. He’s definitely in a house of some kind, made of what looks 
like native materials. Even the windows don’t have a hint of glass, 
when he goes to check- instead the spaces are filled in with carefully 
woven lattices of turquoise vines. 


The firepit smoulders low and blue with unseen kindling. Dry bundles 
of nether wart hang by a blackstone brewing stand, a crimson chest 
lies neatly in the corner, and a book lies on the table next to a 
disassembled skeleton arm. 


All in all, the place looks suspiciously lived in. Were some outposts 
occupied full-time? Maybe some areas acted like rest stops for 
people who used the nether highways. 


(He can’t remember. The ache in his wings and shell seeps down 
into his fucking bones and he can’t fucking think.) 


Maybe he could look around, just a little. No one would mind, right? 


Well, maybe he would. His ribs would, at least. And his ankles. And 
his wing sockets, fuck. But injuries and impending migraine be 
damned, anything’s better than staying stiff on the floor where his 
joints could lock even worse than they already have, from how long 
he must have been out. 


Philza picks up the book on the table. He’s not the prying sort of 
person, but hopefully he can get a better idea of where he is. 


...He does not get a better idea of where he is. 


What he does get is that whoever owns this place has a knack for 
writing in Endewrit of all things, and not even well. Seriously, the 
characters are so compressed and s/lim that he can barely even 
stand to look at it. (No, his dumb fucking head fog that makes him 
feel like Swiss cheese isn’t making it harder to read. Fuck off.) 


But there’s drawings of his wings. Crude and mechanical, but the 
markings on the feathers are definitely his, and there’s sketched-in 
guesses of sticks where his bones would be. He can make out some 


talk about fur and arms, even a small rendering of his life mark. Even 
complaining he has too many fingers- are they talking about his 
wings? And then there’s this other thing. 


GH] Let 


What a strange word. It keeps showing up again and again- it looks 
so nonsensical. But it must be important, so he squints at the words, 
finally making out the scratch, and it says... 


Sky meat. 


Sky meat. 


What the honest-to-gods fuck? 


There’s a clunking sound on the outside porch, a wooden parody of 
footsteps with too much weight behind them, and Philza realizes all 
too late that this is not an outpost and whoever just stole his fucking 
body for science is right outside the door and he doesn’t have time. 


He could play dead. That’s what he’s already been doing, right? 


And it'd probably get you dead for real, dumbass. 


The down of his face flares uneasily as his eyes dart around the 
room. Think, think, think- 


There is no time to think. The door is gently kicked open by cloven 
black hooves and Philza’s wings, against all good reason, snap open 
at the incoming danger. Try to, at least. If the sharp pain wasn't 
enough to stop it, the bind tying his right wing was. 


There’s this niggling panic worming in the back of his head as his 
wing reflexively tries to break its binds, and Philza can’t help but 
laugh nervously. 


It’s just funny. It’s just of all the things or people that could have 
gotten him, he wasn't expecting a piglin. 


Hooved legs all bent like an animal, but still towering a good few 
pixels over him- gods, the guy probably barely fits in a full two 
blocks. Heavy brows just barely start to frown, and Philza realizes he 
doesn’t remember backing himself into the wall. 


Or when he started staring at the gore-covered blade of the axe the 
piglin is carrying. 


The piglin follows his gaze, head shuffling between him and the axe 
before its blank stare shifts with understanding, leaving the weapon 
by the door. Leaning back against the wall, it gingerly removes the 
half-soles from between its hooves, placing them by the axe. 


Alright. He’s probably not going to be murdered. Probably. Hopefully. 


“Woah , woah, woah,” he belts out as the piglin walks closer, “what- 
what are you doing there, mate?” 


The piglin doesn’t answer (and Philza realizes a bit too late that the 
guy probably doesn’t even understand Script), bouldering past his 
protests to experimentally twist at his arms and legs, even moving 
his head around. 


“Alright,” he mutters under his breath. “This is- this is gettin’ a little 
weird.” 


The bind on his wing comes off, but before he can even savor that, 
he’s getting poked there too, so that’s fun. He’s either getting 
doctored or getting butchered, and at this point he’s not really sure 
which. 


The piglin steps back slightly, nods to itself, and then checks on the 
brewing stand, swirling a bottle in its cloven hands before nudging it 
toward him. In the corner of his eye, he sees other empty bottles, 


cleaned like they’ve been freshly used. Had he been fed potions in 
his sleep? 


This still doesn’t rule out him getting butchered, but he’d rather not 
take the axe option if it’s still on the table. At least the stuff isn't 
getting forced down his mouth. 


Not wanting to drag it out, he downs the suspicious brew in one fell 
SWOOP. 


Which was a terrible fucking idea because his bones feel like they’re 
burning alive. 


Philza coughs harshly as the regeneration potion eats through his 
bruises, breath coming out in jagged gasps as all the breaks he 
didn’t notice in his bones before started to reassert themselves with 
violent prejudice. 


He probably would have keeled over on the floor if the piglin hadn’t 
caught him in its (his? Her? Their?) arms, letting out gruff hushing 
sounds while patting his back only a /ittle chidingly. 


“Doctor it is, then,” Philza breathlessly concedes. 


The piglin scoffs. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


techno: they’re suspicious of me so clearly they will drink 
anything i give them slowly and suspiciously 

philza: (chugs it) 

chorus: (chug chug chug chug) 

techno: wh y 

philza wheezing on the ground: (pros- i have not been poisoned. 
cons- ouch oof my bones) 


5. You May As Well Have Spoken In Morse 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Communication is achieved. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 
deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


|! am no longer certain the before mentioned extra arms on the sky 
meat are arms. They serve no dexterity and he (presumed male) 
appears to have mobility problems as the injuries in these limbs 
continue to persist. 


| said presumed. | do not know sky meat genders. Don’t make fun of 
me 


| SAID | WILL NOT SPEAK TO YOU THE SKY MEAT IS TRYING 
TO SLEEP 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza doesn’t exactly have a point of reference, but this guy seems 
weirdly scholarly for a piglin. At the very least he doesn’t look the 


type. 


Doc- he saved Philza’s life and he hasn’t exactly given a name yet, 
so Doc it is- he’s certainly not dressed like a scholar as far as Philza 
can tell. His tunic is more of a red than the browns and blacks 
Philza’s seen on other piglins in passing, but aside from that there’s 
something borderline monkish in his general demeanor. 


He’s even got reading glasses. Gold rimmed and glinting in the low 
firelight as blank grey eyes flit between Philza and the pages Doc 
scratches into with thin charcoal. 


Philza can’t exactly make fun of Doc’s handwriting anymore now that 
he’s met the guy. Doc’s got literal hooves for hands, it’s not exactly 
peak delicate object handling. The fact that his writing is legible at all 
is probably an evolutionary miracle. 


...Doc doesn’t talk much. Not to Philza. 


He talks to himself a Jot, though. Seems to carry on entire 
conversations, constantly interrupting himself with a whole spectrum 
of vaguely resigned expressions. (Which is when Philza really 
noticed that piglins have big tusks attached to their faces, so that 
was fun.) 


-<>Y<>- 


Until further notice, the limbs shall be referred to as sky legs. 


The sky legs are very compact and fold against the back underneath 
a shield-like structure that is also attached to the body, but this is a 
deception- unfurled, the combined length of the sky legs are far 
larger than this house can reasonably contain. Thankfully, the sky 
meat is not an idiot and has noticed the spatial constraints on his 
own and has thus refrained from doing so often, although he has 
stretched the limbs one at a time to inspect them. As | assume there 
is a reason to do so, |! will not stop him, and it also gives an 
opportunity to observe the appendages in further detail. 


Although the sky legs can fold and rotate like normal limbs, it seems 
the joints lock in place when unfurled, turning the limb into a flat 
large clothlike structure. Going by his behavior this must be normal. 
The sky legs are additionally covered in a long and varying fur that 
generates the majority of its size, though the structure of these furs 
is unlike any previously observed animal of the Nether. Perhaps the 
term is that they are arrowlike- they are long, wide, and pointed like 
arrowheads, bristled like arrow fletching. 


He seems to only have so much control over the things. There must 
be a large degree of unconscious movement involved. 


Although almost all wounds appear to have healed, some of these 
furs have become crooked, frayed, or broken. Sky meat treats this 
as an injury. | will attempt to find some way to alleviate this problem. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Doc’s gotten into a habit of handing him things now. 


All sorts of random whatever- raw meat, skins, bones, rotten flesh. 
He even started handing off roots and mushrooms and nether wart. 
Philza’s just not really sure what the piglin wants him to do with the 
stuff. He thought maybe Doc was asking him to help sort potion 
things but when he put them back on the shelves Doc just kind of 
hissed out a disappointed sigh. 


-<>Y<>- 


Sky meat appears to have gone on a hunger strike. Unfortunate. 
May need to resort to drastic measures. No we aren't tying him up 
he’s not a hoglin what are you savages 


-<>9Y<>- 


Doc, out of nowhere, starts furiously writing in his book before 
handing it off to Philza , complete with charcoal stick. 


AJ ||J= :LS%. Do you read, says the skinny slant of the piglin’s 
endewrit. 


||L'S, - 7 ||, Philza writes back. Yes, why? 


LST TST. EAT WHAT 


Oh. Oh. 


-<>9Y<>- 


The sky meat takes some hoglin meat in a bowl and goes to sulk off 
by the fire before throwing the meat over it. 


-<>Y<>- 


The matter is resolved. Sky meat has the stomach of a child and 
requires cooked food. 


-<>Y<>- 


Your name, Philza writes. 


Maybe it’s a bad question, he realizes when the piglin pauses. 
Maybe they don't have names, or it’s something rude to ask, maybe- 


TLATUSISSAL- 


Technoblade. 


“Techno,” he repeats. He taps at his own writing. “Philza,” he 
hesitantly points at himself. 


Wy ftns 


“Philza,” Techno sounds as he takes in the new word. The piglin’s 
voice is dry and low and drawiling, but it is not unkind. “Hm.” 


It's certainly a start. 


6. Wing Problems Am | Right 


“Hey there, Techno.” 


Techno. What a funny little word. He’d almost forgotten it was his, it 
had been so /ong since anyone but the voices in his own head ever 
spoke it. And an even longer time since someone had spoken it and 
been kind. 


(Philza was kind.) 


Your sky legs, Techno writes. You are still hurt. 


Philza squints his blue eyes, blinking a little too widely (his eyes 
were always oddly open ), before laughing to himself. 


Almost, Philza writes back. Not legs. Wings. 


Ah. He was wrong. (Guess he'll just spontaneously combust and die 
in shame then.) 


A bunch of my feathers are broken, that’s all, Philza goes on. They'll 
grow back but... 


Worn, callused hands stutter, just a moment. 


It takes time, he finishes. No potion can fix that. 


I’m sorry, is all Techno can offer. 


A thin smile twists the mole by Philza’s mouth as he pats Techno’s 
arm. 


These ‘wings’ are a pretty alien concept for Techno, but there’s 
something elegant about their structure, he guesses. It is different 
from the gold in Philza’s hair, the silvery grey of stray feathers on his 
face and arms. His wings are dark, smooth and shining like gilded 
blackstone, the edges mottled a rippling white like ghast tears. 


There’s just something sad seeing them in such poor shape. 


Philza goes and starts his odd routine again. He goes to the farthest 
corner of the house and snaps one wing out from under the 
impossibly small shell tucked on his back. (Techno has no idea how 
those things fit in that shell. Philza has no idea either. It’s like a 
scam, but against reality.) While it’s nice that Philza’s trying not to 


take up too much space, it still ends up being as long as the entire 
room, nearly dragging along the floor when he sits down. 


After that he tends to fold it forward in front of himself so he can... 
comb it? He cards through it with his hands, smoothing and fussing 
at individual feathers with a sleepy concentration on his face. 


Techno points to the considerably more tousled feathers at Philza’s 
back. 


Philza smiles sheepishly as he pauses. Joo busted to reach it, he 
explains. | had a preening comb for it but | must have lost it when | 
got downed. 


Ah. Yes. Preening. That is certainly a word, apparently, that Techno 
has now read. 


That’s a made up word 
All words are made up 
Faaaaake. Fake words pog 
Feeeeeeeeeeeeeece 


Eeee 


Techno holds out his hands, inclining his head toward the mussed 
feathers. 


Philza stills, surprised by the offer, but hesitantly nods, bringing his 
Opened wing more forward, showing how he straightens the quills 
and neatens the interlocking strands. 


Shouldn't be too hard. 


The feathers on the root of Philza’s wings raise like hoglin’s hackles 
when he touches them- mildly alarming, but probably 
understandable. He has to be careful - what is simply loose hair 
elsewhere seems to be outright ruin when it comes to the feathers of 
wings. 


He’s a bit slow to start- the hooves of his fingers prove unwieldy for 
the task at first, but he gets the hang of it. It’s like weaving, kind of. 
Meticulous, repetitive, thumbs gliding over delicate strands so not a 
single fray remains. It is not boring, but it is... cathartic. Meditative, 
even. 


And apparently sleep-inducing, because when Techno looks up from 
his work Philza’s gone and passed out in the crook of his own hand. 


Techno does not laugh. He does not. 


(A grunting chuckle does not count as a laugh.) 


7. First Off, | Don't Fucking Levitate 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Talking about how flying works. 


How do you use your wings to run? Techno asks in their journal. 


Philza laughs. “Run?” he half-wheezes. 


Sky run. The- Techno frowns, huffing sharply as he gestures at 
Philza’s wings. Whatever those are for. Don’t make fun of me. 


“Sorry, sorry.” Philza takes the offered book. “It’s flying,” he says as 
he writes the word down. 


Techno lets out a confused noise. 


Philza points up. “In the air.” 


How? 


Flapping my wings, Philza answers in the book. “Y’know,” he starts 
up when Techno looks blankly at him, “like a-” 


He mimes the motion with his hands. 


Techno squints. Sounds fake, but okay. He hums as his writing 
pauses. It’s like a ghast, he guesses. 


“Ghast,” Philza sounds. He draws the crude jellyfish-like shape he 
vaguely remembers. This balloon looking thing? 


| understood some of those words, but yes. 


“That’s not flying, that’s uhhhh -” Philza lets out a long, drawn out 
noise as he tries to remember how to write the word in endewrit. 
“Floating,” he finally recalls as he writes it next to the picture. 
“Ghasts float.” 


Techno slumps with mock shame over his mistake, clutching his 
glasses and laying himself dramatically against his chair. 


Philza’s chuckles trail off as a new thought crosses his mind. “You 
actually understand me, don’t you? You don’t always need the book.” 


Techno blinks one eye open, ear cocked for a moment, before 
waving a hand in an uncertain motion. I’ve heard overworlders talk 
from far away before and you read out loud a lot. His mouth flattens. 
| get some of the words you say when you read but not all of it. 


“Huh.” Philza leans back. “You've never really said anything back to 
me before.” 


At that, Techno’s expression turns sheepish. Not gonna lie, I’m pretty 
sure I’d be bad at it. You’ve heard me talk, it’s not like your words. 


“Can't be too bad,” Philza offers. Maybe one of these days we'll get 
you talking like an Overworlder, huh? 


Techno snorts, smile pulling at his tusks. And one of these days 
you'll start floating again, he writes back. 


“First of all, | don’t fucking float -” 


8. Flyaway 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Sometimes you just need to cut and run. 


Techno wouldn't say he was the town hero, per se. He wouldn't even 
say he had friends there. 


But he thought they had an understanding of sorts. He doesn’t 
bother them, they don’t bother him. He doesn’t even live in the town, 
and he doesn’t want to- he built his house on the edge of a soul 
valley for a reason, after all. 


He can be alone and that’s fine. 


But he thought they had an understanding. 


At the very least he thought they tolerated him. 


He was good , or at least he tried to be. He stayed where he 
wouldn't frighten them, he brought back cuts of the extra hunts the 
voices in his head drove him to. If they would never love him, he 
would make himself too lucrative to get rid of. 


Not lucrative enough, it seems. There’s a hunting party gathering in 
the town. More than there should be. 


And that’s an awful lot of crossbows for a hoglin hunt. 


Fight. 
Lame. Lame piglins. Small brain. 
fight? Fight pog? 
HEHHEEHEHEHEHEHEHEHEHE 
FIGHT FIGHT FIGHT FIGHT FIGHT FIGHT FIGHT 


“Later,” Techno grunts under his breath. “At least gimme a few 
minutes.” 


Lame 
Technolame 
Blood for the blood god 


Blood blood blood blood blood 


He huffs sharply, stamping down the eager pound of his heart timing 
with the chorus’ excitement. “We need to check on Philza.” 


Phil! 
Philzaaaa 
Mr sky meat, sky me a meat 


Mr philza my beloved 


Philbo 


“| swear,” he insists as he quietly trots back home. “You guys are 
probably more invested in the guy than | am, and I’m the one who 
actually has to /ive with him.” 


Hehehe 


Hehe 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza’s gone and taken up busywork when Techno goes out. 
Sometimes he takes inventory or writes in their book. Lately he’s 
even been moving things around to one of Techno’s raised 
storehouses. Useful things, raised storehouses. They’re built above 


the soul soil, so hoglin and piglin alike wouldn't be a problem. 
(Except for Techno, who’s just built different, apparently. ) 


Besides, it’s probably good to get out of the house and stretch his 
wings, even if he can’t quite fly yet. 


Right now though, he’s just hunched over the fire cooking some 
meat. It’s not the peak of effort, so he still waves at Techno when the 
guy gets inside. 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno has less time to care than he'd like. There’s probably time 
before the ‘hunting party’ shows up, but he can’t count on that, he 
still needs to prep for the fight that’s coming up- 


-<>Y<>- 


“Are you going out again already?” Philza innocently asks. 


Techno’s hand twitches on the handle of his axe. 


-<>9Y<>- 


...Damn it. 


This... this can’t turn into a fight. Not here. 


Techno is not afraid to fight. He could care less either way how it 
goes down, and the chorus has been getting blood hungry lately 
anyway. It does not matter for him if this turns into a fight. 


But he’s not the only person in this house. 


-<>Y<>- 


Someone’s knocking on the door. That’s never happened before. 


Techno doesn’t move to answer it. 


“Philza,” he hesitantly calls instead. 


Well, shit. That’s probably the second time Techno’s said his name at 
all. 


“Yeah?” 


Techno gestures at his wings. “You fly?” 


Philza feels his wings shuffle slightly under their shell. “Not yet, no.” 


“Hmm. 


Techno looks through the lattice of the window for a moment before 
herding Phil through the back door of the house. He points at the 
storehouse in the distance. “Run.” 


“Do I-” Philza stutters. “Do | come back?” 


Techno pauses. “I don’t Know.” 


“What's going on?” 


-<>Y<>- 


What's going on is that Techno’s finally overstayed his welcome on 
life and that the other piglins are about to collect on that. 


What's going on is that the chorus in his head is getting louder with 
every knock on that front door, and if he ever opens it someone’s 
probably going to die. 


What’s going on is that this is going to turn into a fight. It’s going to 
turn into a fight and it can’t, because if it does there’s going to be 
blood, and if there’s blood- 


If there’s blood. 


If there’s blood, and Philza isn’t 500 blocks out of here, he’s going to 
die and he’s not even going to know why. 


What’s going on? 


“| don’t know,” is all he can repeat. 


-<>Y<>- 


When Philza is out the door with (hopefully) enough food, Techno 
sighs. 


He leans against the table and looks around the house he’s lived in 
for longer than some of the piglins outside can remember. 


He looks at everything he has ever built and made, reduced to this 
one roof over his head, and finds there is nothing of this place that is 
worth protecting with his life. 


There’s probably something sad about that. 


He stows his book and glasses in the pocket of his tunic, shoulders 
his axe, and opens the front door. 


-<>Y<>- 


In Philza’s defense, he really was planning on doing what he was 
told- after all, if Techno had spent his first words to Philza on those 
kinds of instructions, it was definitely important. 


But also he really wants to know what the fuck is going on. 


He’d only looked back a little bit as he was climbing up the 
storehouse. There’s... there’s a lot of piglins outside of the house. 
Armed piglins. 


The nearer ones have already broken into the house and come back 
out with fistfuls of his fallen feathers, shaking them accusingly at 
Techno, who seems to be trying to defuse the conversation. 


It’s- it’s fine, right? Techno’s gonna be fine. He’s a pretty big guy, he 
can handle himself. He told Philza to wait, and that was that. 


It'll be fine. 


-<>Y<>- 


“We allowed you to place your home in the bounds of our territory,” 
Goldtusk spits. “We tolerated your witchcraft with souls.” 


“| don't see why that needs to change-” 


“You bring the body of an Overworlder into our midst!” Goldtusk 
barks sharply, kicking into the ground with her hooves. “And you 
went and raised it from the dead!” 


“He was only mostly dead,” Techno tries to deflect. 


“AS IT SHOULD HAVE STAYED!” A gurgling growl rises in the other 
piglin’s throat. “As you should have stayed,” she hatefully hisses, 
“with all the rest of your cursed kind.” 


A cold blankness crosses into Techno’s face. 


“Don't play coy, Technoblade. We all know the stories. You were 
spared,” Goldtusk sneers. “Spared what fell the rest of your soul- 
peddling sounder, for the sole reason that you were but a child when 
they met their rightful fate. We will not repeat the weakness of our 
elders.” 


Kill 
disrespect 
KILL 
No different from the hunters that came before them 
KILL KILL KILL 
To speak ill of our lost priests 


Techno lowers his head, huffing with unspoken challenge. “You don't 
want to do this.” 


“No,” Goldtusk quietly concedes. “But we will.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza doesn’t know what they’re saying, but they sure are saying a 
lot of it. 


Techno and the group have moved away from the house. That's... 
good, right? That means they’re talking it out, right? 


They’ve... really moved far away from the house. He has to climb up 
all the way to the top of the storehouse to see where they’ve gone. 


It’s only when he’s sitting on the roof that he notices the way they’re 
slowly herding Techno really close to that cliff. Techno’s been 
keeping his eyes forward on that leader guy who’s been doing the 
talking, he doesn’t seem to have noticed. But they’re practically at 
the edge and that- that just seems kind of dangerous, doesn't it? 
They could get someone killed like that. 


... Fhere’s a guy loading a crossbow in the back of the group, milling 
around and pretending to fiddle with it. And he’s about to aim. 


Oh gods, Philza dimly realizes. They really are gonna kill him. 


Philza’s wings are already moving on their own before he stands and 
dives. 


-<>Y<>- 


It takes a moment for Techno to realize he’s not falling. 


He looks back at the cliff. A few piglins are trying to load their 
crossbows, some are heading for their striders down by the lava river 
below. 


One of them’s on the ground, crossbow knocked out of their hands. 
They aren't getting up. There’s a bloody dent on their head pooling 
into the ground, curled like the talons on Philza’s hands and feet. 


The same hands and feet hooked into his clothes as they float over 
the lava river. 


(If Techno had been standing just a little bit to the right, that would 
have been him.) 


Philza cranes his neck down at Techno and smiles. It’s a different 
sort of wild in his eyes than the usual sleepiness he'd allowed 


Techno to get used to, harsh and just a little too focused, but the 
small spike of fear Techno dared to feel subsides. “Hi, mate.” 


“You said not yet,” Techno points out. 


“This isn’t flying, ” Philza insists. “I’ve still got no lift. The best I’m 
doing is a glide- oh FUCK -” 


As Philza swerves, Techno locks eyes with the angry ghast they just 
avoided. 


Techno steadies his axe. “Hold still.” 


19 B ut-” 


“Hold still,” Techno repeats. 


Before Philza can ask what he’s planning, Techno raises his axe and 
swings it at the incoming fireball like a bat. The craziest part of it is 
that the hit actually connects, sending the blast back towards the 
ghast. 


The force of the swing nearly throws them into a stalactite before 
Techno veers around to kick the column of rock, forcing them in the 
opposite direction. 


(For a guy who can't fly, he’s got a pretty good eye for it.) 


But as much fun it is to be in airborne, it looks like Philza still has too 
many broken feathers to stay in the air much longer. The landing is 
rough, especially with the living cargo he’d been hauling, but it’s a 
landing. 


Philza wheezes harshly. “Gods , my arms. Thank fuck | used my 
legs, too.” He looks back at the distance they’ve covered with a 
baffled, almost lost expression. “Did | just fucking do that?” He 
laughs nervously. “Okay! Uh-” He looks back at Techno. “-we good?” 


Techno squints back in the direction they came from. “Nope.” He 
points out the incoming mob of piglins crossing over on striders. “No 
good.” 


“Now what?” 


Here 


here 


Over here 


This way this way 


Into the warped forest 


“Here,” Techno calls as he grabs Philza’s hand, leading them both 
into the woods. 


“Where are we going?” Philza asks as he tiredly trails behind him. 


Wherever the voices in my head tell me to, apparently. “Not here,” 
Techno says instead. 


After twisting through the warped wart thickets for a short eternity, 
the overly vocal map in his head leads them to... a weird obsidian 
thing that looks vaguely like a door. 


Philza apparently recognizes it, though, furiously patting his clothes 
until he produces a small metal contraption, striking the two ends of 
it until a spark forms. It lit for only a moment before the odd door 
suddenly flared to life with swirling purple film. 


He spares one last look at Techno before disappearing through. 


Techno looks behind himself just long enough to dodge the arrow 
that almost hit his chest and fall into the door himself. 


-<>9Y<>- 


The Nether portal flickers shut. 


He’s alive. Holy fuck. 


Philza lets out an uneven laugh that echoes into the birch forest. He 
feels his wings mantle behind him, drinking in the light of the midday 
sun, a foreign but not unwelcome sense of joy soaking into him as 
he does. 


Techno chuckles on the ground beside him. “You float like a ghast.” 


Phil turns around with mock fury. “I do not float, you bastard!” 


“Hold still like ghast,” Techno smiles cheekily. 


“That was different, | was riding a thermal-” 


9. Minute Reprieve 


Summary for the Chapter: 


You lived. Now what? 


The portal didn’t have an outpost on the other side- it didn’t even 
have a frame beyond the bare minimum needed to let it run, which 
would explain why it died out the second they hopped through. If it 
really is this abandoned and out of the way, it’s probably an illegal 
portal. 


Philza supposes that’s a good thing- it means no one’s around to 
question why he’s stepping out of a nether portal with a live piglin. 


It also means, unfortunately, that he has no idea where he is, or 
where civilization could be. 


Wherever Techno lived in the Nether, it had to have been less than a 
day away from wherever Philza had crashed, and Philza had 
crashed maybe a few clicks away from the hopper portal he came 
out of, at most. But the reason Philza went to the Nether in the first 
place was to test for himself the travel difference between 
dimensions. He has no idea how his and Techno’s last stretch 
through the nether even translates in the Overworld. 


Somewhere during Philza’s train of thought, Techno stood up, blank 
eyes peering at the slowly mounting twilight. “The ceiling is 
changing. That bad?” 


“The sky just does that sometimes,” Philza reassures. 


“Sky.” Techno huffs, a thoughtful pause in his voice. “So that’s what it 
looks like.” 


“The sun’s about to go down soon, though,” Philza notes. “We better 
be off the ground before then.” He looks around. “No outpost, but 
there should be a shelter nearby. Or a storehouse at least.” 


“Yes. | understand some of those words.” Techno blinks. “What’s a 
sun?” 


Philza chuckles. “Let’s save that for tomorrow. We’re gonna need 
blankets first.” He slides his wings around himself like a cloak. “You 
will, at least. The overworld’s a lot colder than the Nether.” 


As stupid as setting up an illegal portal is, whoever did it was still 
smart enough to hide their storehouse in an old sturdy birch tree with 
enough supplies that no one would notice if two uninvited people 
helped themselves. (Is it still stealing if they're stealing from technical 
criminals? Who knows? Certainly not Philza.) 


He doesn't really need a blanket when he’s got wings as big as his, 
so he passes his on to Techno as an extra layer. 


Techno, for his part, squints skeptically as Philza lies down on his 
stomach. “No run?” 


“It's not good to go out when it’s dark,” Philza explains. “We have to 
wait until it’s bright again. Might as well sleep.” 


“Hmm.” Techno fishes through his tunic, pulling out his glasses and 
book to lay them by the bed he barely fits in. 


Philza pushes back up slightly. “Is that-” His words grow halting with 
the realization. “Is that all you have?” 


“It’s all | want,” Techno simply says. 


A book full of words with a virtual stranger, and the glasses to read 
them with. 


(Philza’s hardly any better. He took Techno.) 


He could have said everything and nothing to that simple fact. 
Instead, he takes off his hat and tucks his face into the shadow of his 
wings. “Good night, then.” 


“Good night,” Techno experimentally parrots back. “Good night.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


| do have some official art with this and am considering making 
an in-universe encyclopedia of Minecraft Bullshit for laughs. 
Would you be interested in seeing either? We've done official art 
extras and companion guides for our series in the past. 


10. You Only Live Once 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Don't we all? 


Techno is managing to learn quite a lot of things in the short time 
he’s been in the Overworld. 


Like how apparently there can be such a thing as so much water it 
makes rivers. 


He knows water. It is something that drips from stalactites, fogs 
caves, squeezes from cut plants and the lifeblood of animals. He did 
not know there could be so much of it that it blanketed the ground 
like lava. 


It could even be treaded as striders treaded lava. 


Techno did not know this when Philza folded up his sleeves and 
pants and simply walked into the stuff. He knew that Philza knew 
more about the overworld, and trusted the odd man not to kill 
himself, but still- the memories of piglins who fell off their striders in 
rivers (or worse, the seas) was always too fresh. 


It’s fine. Philza would not burn. (Water does not burn. Water does not 
burn.) He simply... waded, if that was the word. 


“Why?” Techno bluntly asks. 


“’m fishing,” Philza responds as he kneels above the water, hands 
poised. 


“What's a fishing?” 


Instead of answering, Philza’s head cocked with a sudden intensity 
as his hands punched into the water, and when his arms re-emerge 
there’s a strange wiggling thing worming around in his talons. 


“Fishing for fish,” Philza reiterates. “These are salmon, so they’re 
really meaty.” 


Meat. So fish is a kind of food animal. Huh. 


He can do that. Totally. 


-<>9Y<>- 


He cannot do the fishing. 


He can catch the fish in his hands, he’s fast enough for it. But his 
hooves are not good for keeping them, and they slip out of his 
fingers. 


Which, naturally, the chorus thought was absolutely hilarious. 


Fishy fishing 
Lame 
Technofish 
Technolame 


Hehe fish goes dance 


“Don’t make fun of me,” he mutters under his breath. 


Do it 
Do it do it do it 
Technosupport 


Eeeee 


Yeeeee 


Somewhere around what Philza called ‘noon’- where the ‘sun’ is in 
the middle of the sky- Techno had the bright idea of trying to use his 
mouth to catch the fish. 


This idea was brilliant until the exact moment he tried it. Then it was 
terrible. Because that’s when he learns water is not something a 
person should be breathing. Oh boy. 


He'd just barely breathed in when the water shot up his nose and 
stabbed down his throat like thorns, prompting him to shoot up out of 
the water with wet, raking coughs. 


Eventually Philza took pity on him and pointed out that he could use 
his hook to catch fish. 


-<>Y<>- 


In retrospect, that may have been an excessive amount of fish. But 
hey, it means they won't have to catch any tomorrow. 


Or the day after that. 


Or possibly a week. 


(He does not know how long a week is. That’s just what Philza said 
when he saw how many fish Techno got. Techno’s learning all sorts 
of fancy time words now.) 


Listen. They’ve got a fire going. They can just smoke-dry the stuff. 
It’s fine. 


Besides, ever since the water breathing incident, his throat’s started 
to feel a little odd and crunchy, so he’d like to avoid any repeats of 
that. 


“Probably should have taken these off beforehand,” Philza wearily 
laughs as he takes off his waterlogged bracelets. “Damn force of 
habit.” 


As the man rubs at his now bare wrists, Techno catches sight of the 
odd markings there again. A warped red heart on each wrist, indents 
carved into it like angry eyes. 


Philza catches his gaze. “They're pretty spooky, huh?” 


Techno looks off to the side. “I don’t make fun.” 


“It’s fine. I’m used to it.” 


Philza leans back against the log he sits on. 


“It's hardcore,” he starts up again. “Il was born with it, apparently- bad 
luck, | guess. Most people get their three lives no problem, 
meanwhile...” he looks down at his markings. “...well, I’ve just got the 


” 


one. 


Techno blinks with a mild confusion. “You sick?” 


“Not really, but, uh- hardcore made me a little more fragile than 
normal, kind of,” Philza concedes, scratching at the back of his head. 


“Why is that weird?” 


Philza pauses. “What?” 


“Isn't-” Techno wrinkles his nose as he tries to find the right words in 
their limited shared language. “-people all have their one life, right?” 


” 


“..Do you...” Philza’s face looks almost horrified, and isn’t that 
funny? “...do you not have life marks in the Nether?” 


“| understand some of those words,” Techno deadpans. 


“Gods,” Philza whispers. “Il thought you had to have life marks down 
there, seeing how dangerous everything was.” He looks at Techno 
with what might just be a newfound respect. “You’ve been hunting 
ghasts on one life like it’s nothing.” 


“Technoblade never dies.” 


Philza sputters with laughter. “Apparently not. Man, you’re insane.” 


“So are you,” Techno fires back. 


“Ya got me there.” Philza slaps his knee with amusement. “Crazy 
bastards, the both of us.” 


“Sorry?” Techno hesitantly apologizes. 


“Nah, mate.” Philza’s wild blue eyes soften, just a bit. “It’s kinda nice, 
| think. Maybe we're crazy bastards together.” 


“Oh.” Techno looks down and watches firelight play on the shine of 
his hooves. “Yeah. That /s kinda nice.” 


11. A Menace Of Phantoms 


Summary for the Chapter: 


The other sky meat. 


“Philza,” Techno starts up one evening. 


“Yeah?” 


“Something’s following me.” 


Philza looks back at Techno, who points up at the dark winged shape 
circling him from above the treeline. 


It's a bony, spindled thing, white spines armoring a night blue body, 
its wide flat face peering with green eyes. Its wings are not like 
Phiza’s- they are veined and dappled with shimmering scales. 


Philza tilts up his hat as he squints at the shape. “That's a phantom,” 
he says. “Shouldn’t bother us.” 


“Don't like it,” Techno insists. “Keeps jumping on me.” 


Philza frowns. “Have you not been sleeping?” 


“| don’t sleep like you,” Techno deadpans. “Crazy person who sleeps 
all night.” 


“Uh-huh. Sure,” Philza nods. “That’s why you’ve got bags under your 
eyes.” 


Techno rubs at his eyes, stamping down the mounting ache behind 
them. “It’s fine. Just... not used to the day-night thing.” He tilts his 
head sideways to escape the phantom’s latest dive. “Don’t see what 
that has to do with anything.” 


“Phantoms hunt tired animals,” Philza explains. “People too, if they 


Can. 


“Guess I'll die.” 


“Not today.” Philza takes Techno’s arms and drags him to the 
clearing the road cuts into. “Stay here.” 


Techno sits down in his spot, looking up at the flying animal waiting 
to swoop down on him again. 


Philza climbs the tree behind him and leaps off just in time for the 
phantom’s dive, punching the creature’s frail skull into the ground 
with the flaring talons of his hands. 


He looks back confused at Techno’s shocked expression. “What? It 
was bullying you.” 


“And you killed it. With your bare hands.” 


“Yeah. And?” Philza stands and drags his kill by its wide bony neck. 
“It's no big deal, we'd eat these guys at home all the time.” 


“Please don’t ever land on me and break my face,” Techno flatly 
states. 


“As long aS you never bash my wings in, deal.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


techno seeing his weird friend crush an animal's neck with his 
bare hands: is this fear or intrigue 


12. Stand Up And Look At The Stars 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And let yourself dream, for a while, of things you'd like to do. 


Tonight, there was no place to shelter. Not fast enough. 


Tonight, there was too many zombies, more spiders than anyone 
ever asked for, and a tree lucky enough for them to roost on. 


Techno shoves a spider down with a long stick. “These guys are 
kinda big, huh?” 


“A bit, yeah,” Philza sarcastically concedes. “Nasty little fucks, but it 
ain't worth fighting them off. If we keep ‘em down they’ll be tame by 
sunrise.” 


“And the green guys?” 


“They'll burn. We just gotta wait ‘em out.” 


Techno chuffs under his breath, snout pushing with the motion. 
“Lame.” 


Even so, he doesn’t go charging down the tree like Philza thought he 
might, simply pushing down the spiders and studying the groans of 
zombies. 


Philza turns his eyes back to the horizon, keeping watch for 
skeletons. 


“It's a scary world.” 


Philza turns back to his friend. “What do you mean?” 


“Crawling with mobs all the time. Always scared of the dark.” The 
angry glow of spiders flicker in the milky blank reflection of Techno’s 
eyes. “A scary life.” 


“It's not so bad,” Philza defends. “Certainly not the walking 
wasteland you crawled out of-” 


Techno snorts. 


“-and besides,” Philza shrugs, “I don’t even live here.” 


Techno pushes down the latest spider with a light kick. “I figured.” 


“No, no, | mean- | don't live, uh-” Philza taps the scruff on his face. “- 
I’m not from the Overworld.” 


Techno blinks. “There’s more places?” 


“Dimensions, yeah,” Philza corrects. “Il came out of Sky, myself. We 
don’t have all these kinds of mobs, not like here.” 


“I’m guessing it’s in the sky,” Techno snarks. 


“Oh, yeah. Pretty much all just floatin’ islands.” 


Techno pauses. “Like a ghast,” he skeptically surmises. 


“Kind of,” Philza snickers. 


“Sounds fake, but okay.” 


“You know what?” Philza’s voice pitches with mock fury. “I'll fake you 
there sometime. Then you can stand on a floating island and tell me 
how fake it is.” 


Techno’s eyes soften. “That would be nice.” 


And then he falls. 


-<>9Y<>- 


He hadn't meant to. He thought he was fine. 


He’d been getting the hang of the whole tree climbing thing, even 
with the weird headache he’d been getting recently, and then his foot 
decided to ruin everything by going all numb and fuzzy and slip him 
off the branch. 


Techno- 


Techno? 


Hey, hey- “Techno, c'mon,” Philza whispers as he slaps at Techno’s 
face. 


Techno lethargically blinks the haze out of his eyes, briefly marveling 
at the fact that he’s still on the branch. (Philza’s other hand has one 
hell of a grip on his shoulder. That might explain it.) “I think | stood 
wrong or something,” he finally says. 


“Ya think?” Philza nervously laughs. “Gods. Don’t freak me out like 
that, man.” 


“| try,” Techno wheezes. “Did you check for spiders?” 


Philza looks down at the dark blue spider crawling up his branch. 
“OH SHIT-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno stares at the newly murdered spider. “I could eat this.” 


“Oh, please don’t. That’s a cave spider.” 


“A cave spider | could eat.” 


“It’s poisonous-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Techno leans against the trunk of the tree. “Why is the sky shiny at 
night?” 


“Those are stars.” Philza tilts up his hat as he looks up. “They're 
always up there, but the sun is so bright you can only see them 
when it's gone.” 


“That’s a lot of colors.” 


“If you think that’s a lot, you should see it from the winter biomes,” 
Philza smiles. “I don’t think there’s a prettier sky anywhere else.” 


“Do you have stars?” Techno asks. “In Sky. Or- wherever that place 
was you’re from.” 


“Not really,” Philza admits. “It's...” He rocks his head as he tries to 
find the words. “...like a sunset,” he decides. “A sunset that never 
ends. It’s not stars, but | think you'll like it.” 


Techno hums. “I think | would.” 


The mobs leave them be, at least for now. The two of them raise 
their heads in silence, looking at the stars. 


Philza hears a crunching noise. 


“Techno.” 


“Philza.” 


“Are you eating the bark off the tree we’re standing in?” 


“It's basically a mushroom, right?” 


“It’s... really not.” 


13. Catch And Release 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Thinking in the long term. 


“Your voice sounds different.” 


“Heh?” 


Philza cocks his head. “Yeah, it’s all... low, or something.” 


Techno hums. “Must be the words. Piglin words are... higher? 
think.” 


“Weird.” Philza’s long feathered ears flick with thought. “Guess it’s 
been a while since you've been around your own speakers, huh?” 


“Maybe.” Techno waves his hand flippantly. “Anyways. You wanted to 
go to one of those town things?” 


“Yeah.” Philza stretches and sighs. “We're gonna have to stock up 
on a lot of shit. Probably get a map, too, because | have...” He 


shades his eyes with his hands as he looks out on the worn path. 
“..no fucking clue where we are.” 


Techno barks a short laugh. 


“Don’t laugh at me, this is a you problem, too. We’re gonna need to 
figure out where the next portals are.” 


Techno pauses. “What do you want that for?” 


“You're not my hostage, y'know,” Philza points out. “You're gonna 
want to go back to the Nether one day, right?” 


“Oh. Right.” Techno runs a hand through the short mane of fur on the 
back of his head. “About that. | don’t... actually want to go back.” 


“But-” Philza stumbles over his words. “-it’s your home, right? | don’t 
mean going back tomorrow, but- wouldn't you want to get back to 
your life? Settle down, get yourself a lass?” He stutters as Techno 
dryly frowns at the last comment. “Or a /ad! | hear that’s-” He coughs 
awkwardly. “I hear that’s a thing. | don’t judge.” 


Techno squints. “I’m not- I’m not really- I’ve never really... wanted to 
settle down, | guess. Nothing was home, and- well.” He idly clacks 
his jaw. “Too late anyway. I’m already here, might as well stay.” 


Philza stops walking. 


“What does that mean?” he asks. 


Techno chuckles grimly. “You saw how we left. They weren't happy 
with me.” 


Philza remembers stomped ground and angry barks and fistfuls of 
feathers brandished like knives. “That- that was my fault, wasn’t it.” 


“Nah. They already hate me. You were just...” Techno trails off. 
“...Just a reason to go for it.” 


“So you- you really can’t go back?” 


Techno shrugs. “No point.” 


A heaviness settles on Philza’s shoulders. “I’m sorry, mate.” 


Techno huffs, firmly patting Philza’s hat with a stilted motion. “Wasn't 
your fault. Would have happened one day anyway.” 


“A-alright.” Philza squints as Techno draws back. “What’s up with 
your fingers?” 


“Heh?” 


He gestures at Techno’s hoof...hand... things. He’s still not sure what 
those are called, to be honest. “They’re all dark-looking, like under 
the furs.” 


“Weird.” Techno digs into the ground around a flower before eating 
the plant, dirt and all, the soil blackening the fur of his hands. 
“Wonder how that happened.” 


Philza sighs resignedly. “You can’t just stick everything in your 
mouth, you know.” 


“| do not have the stomach of a child,” Techno responds with a 
pointed glance back at Philza. 


“Seriously, | mean it. You eat the wrong flower and you’re gonna go 
blind.” 


“Ah. Yes.” Techno hums. “Blind. That is a word that | am hearing.” 


Philza snorts. “It means your eyes get broken, smartass.” 


“Sounds festive.” 


“| give up.” Philza snaps his wings as he raises his arms up in 
despair. “You're a lost cause. I'll leave for five ticks and you'll die 
while I’m not looking.” 


“That's what you said when | ate zombie meat,” Techno points out. 


“And then you went and poured dirt and creeper sand all over it like 
some kind of monster,” Philza cringes. “Why did you even do that?” 


“It was crunchy and made it taste different.” 


“Oh boy,” Philza laughs, “you’re gonna love salt.” 


“Salt. Yes. Another word,” Techno flatly comments. “Sure hope they 
have it in one of those towns you like to talk about.” 


“If they don’t even have salt, then we’ve got a whole other host of 
problems, mate.” 


14. Stars. 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Stars 


stars and the 
sky. 


Techno gave Philza his book. 


Or maybe it’s their book- this book they both wrote in together, just 
so they could talk where words once failed them. Techno gave Philza 
their book, and his glasses to go with it, because he said they went 
together, and he’d lose track of that little thing if he separated them. 


For your shopping list, he had said. 


Technoblade is a strange man. 


He’s a piglin, first of all. Probably the first piglin Philza’s really met, if 
he thinks about it. But Techno’s still a person. A really, really weird 
person. A person who eats spiders and uses creeper sand as a 
spice, but a person nonetheless. 


He’s also smart. Philza doesn’t know why that surprises him when 
the guy was brewing potions when they first met. He watched what 
Philza did and followed suit to a scarily competent degree, and he 
took to travelling pretty well. 


(Even if the guy’s got insomnia for days. Philza doesn’t know if 
piglins are just like that or if Techno is like that.) 


But besides all that. Technoblade is a strange man, but an alright 
one, and now Philza’s walking around with their weird shared diary 
as a shopping list. 


It took nearly a week’s worth of walking after they found a road to 
stumble near a village. It’s a rural village of course, so it’s not exactly 
the peak of modernity- but it’s got people and those people take 
trade, and that’s all that really matters. 


He asked Techno to stay back and wait by the rest of their meager 
belongings. Testificates have always been respectfully tolerant of 
anyone who's got something to offer, but Philza’s not about to test 
that tolerance on a Netherworlder, especially considering that their 
last brush with civilization was Techno getting chased out of his own 
village. 


Especially considering that Techno’s apparently thinking of sticking 
around, and maybe, just maybe, he’s thinking of sticking around 
Philza. 


To be honest, it’s- it really has been a while since Philza’s... been 
with anyone. In any way. He calls himself a friendly guy, but these 
last few years (decades, more like) he hasn’t been sticking around in 
one place long enough to have friends. 


Maybe it would be nice to have a traveling buddy. At least for a 
while, until Techno inevitably settles down. (They all do, eventually.) 


It’s been nice having someone to teach, to travel with, to talk to. 


He’d forgotten how nice it was to just be with people. And if he thinks 
about that sad little fact any longer than he already is, he might just 
start yearning for one stiff drink too many or preening at his own 
wings all yearning like some kind of weirdo, so he’s going to... not do 
that. 


He’s just going to not think about it. 


Maybe he'll just buy something nice instead! That’s what people do, 
right? He'll buy something nice for Techno- something nice for them, 
something they could share. Maybe another book? Or proper 
chinagraphs, they could stand to be writing with something better 
than charcoal. 


“Oh, right!” He loudly says to himself. “Spices!” 


He can't exactly buy an entire spice cabinet, but he could buy some 
salt at least, just like he promised. Maybe some sweets, too- Philza 
doubts they have much of that back in the Nether. 


He imagines the wide-eyed shock of Techno trying chocolate drinks 
for the first time and chuckles. Maybe they should swing by a jungle 
biome sometime. 


They definitely don’t need meat. If anything, Philza’s trying to trade 
out all the nonsense Techno’s gone and hunted in the night, 
conventionally edible or otherwise. (Seriously, the guy turned to 
Philza and offered enderman marrow of all things.) They could really 
go for some vegetables, or some... 


...well, now Philza’s realizing he’s been staring at a bundle’s worth of 
bread way more longingly than he has the right. Whoops. 


Does he need bread? Not really. Honestly, it'd be weird if he ate 
grain stuff as much as he hears humans do. (Can you imagine? 
Eating bread every day? That sounds fake.) 


But on gods, that’s a really good price for bread. 


So an excessive amount of fish lighter, a smattering of emeralds 
heavier, and one bread-laden hand less free, he heads back to the 
outskirts of the village, where Techno sits by a tree. 


“| didn’t think you’d steal so much food,” Techno drily comments. 


“Excuse you, | paid for this,” Philza insists as he shakes his hard 
earned loaf in Techno’s direction. “Besides, might as well indulge 
while we can.” 


“Can your child stomach even eat all that stuff?” Techno snarks. 


“| have a perfectly adult stomach. It’s not my fault you’re a walking 
smelter.” 


“What are you even saying?” Techno tiredly laughs. 


Philza smiles daringly. “I’m saying | can eat as much of this stuff as 
you can, SO come over here and prove me right.” 


So Techno stands and walks towards him. 


And then he doesn't. 


-<>Y<>- 


He stands and then he doesn ’'t- 


(He doesn’t?) 


He’s bent on the ground, knee haphazardly knocked into his 
stomach with wet coughs and low warped gasps and the taste of iron 
sliding out his throat and 


Red on the grass, like (what was) _ roses, and 
thorns, 


and ringing andred_ and 


he distantly realizes, past someone else’s panicked pleas as clawed 
hands gently shake his face, 


That his friend’s eyes were 
The exact color of 

Of 

Of 


A cloudless sky. 


(And unshed tears look like stars.) 


15. My Friend, My Pal, My Buddy 
Summary for the Chapter: 


He's my friend. 


“Techno?” All his things be damned, Philza tosses it all aside to 
kneel down by his friend. “Hey. Hey, what’s wrong?” 


Techno just... wheezes a short laugh on the ground, blood bubbling 
out of his mouth in thick, uneven bursts. “Took... it long enough.” 


“W-what took long enough?” Philza roughly grabs his friend by the 
shoulders, trying to get him sitting properly. “What’s happening, are- 
are you sick? Did you get hurt?” 


Techno softly shakes his head. 


“We should-” Philza looks back to the village. “-we need to get a 
doctor-” 


“No.” Techno’s hooves weakly grab at Philza’s shirt. “It’s- it’s okay...” 


“You need help!” 


“ | told you...” Another barking cough. “I told you...” Techno weakly 
repeats. “It’s too late.” 


“l-” A weight settles around Philza’s heart like chains. “/ don’t 
understand.” 


“| followed you.” A wet sniffle, a swallow of iron and blood. “Il was 
dead when | stepped through that door. Only needed time.” 


Oh gods. 


“| killed you,” Philza realizes. “By taking you into the Overworld. I’m 
killing you.” 


“Wasn't your fault,” Techno distantly assures. “Would have happened 
one day anyway...” 


“| did this to you-” 


“| did this,” Techno roughly interrupts. “I fell through, | already-” His 
words devolve into barking coughs. 


“...You already knew.” Philza takes a shuddering breath. “You knew it 
was going to kill you and you did it anyway, fuck.” He drags his 
hands over his hair. “Fuck, fuck, FUCK!” 


“It's okay,” Techno whispers. “It’s okay.” 


“No,” Philza’s voice cracks, “no, it’s not. Gods, just- why? Why would 
you do that?” 


“There was too many of them, and I... | fell.” 


“But-” Philza fruitlessly attempts to drag him up. “It’s just here, right? 
We can- we can just take you back! We can find another portal and 
you'll be fine! You'll be fine!” 


“No.” 


“Fucking hell!” Philza shouts. “Do you want to die?” 


“|... told... you.” Techno takes in a shaking breath. “I’m dead. | die 
here... or | die there. | still die.” 


“No,” Philza whispers. “No, you can’t. You can't just give up like this.” 


“| don’t wanna die, Philza.” 


Philza pauses. 


“But | will." Techno smiles, small and shy, and his toneless voice 
pitches with something that just might be sadness. "So | just...” The 
piglin hangs his head low. “...1 wanted to die with the sky you gave 
me.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Most people get three lives. 


Philza just has the one. 


It is a fragile life. It is more prone to injury, more prone to breakage, it 
is a wavering candle forever waiting to be felled by the slightest gust 
of wind. A hard, brittle heart. 


Stories say that the hardcore curse first came into being when a 
foolish mage tried to achieve eternal life. He created a life mark as 


beautiful and eternal as crystal, and as fragile as glass . An eternal 
life that no bearer would ever live long enough to enjoy. 


When the cleric first saw the single warped heart on his wrists as a 
child, she told his parents he could expect ten more years- twenty if 
he was careful, thirty if he was lucky. 


He outlived his parents at 45. 


He outlived his siblings at 60. 


He buried his last childhood friend at 85. 


He left Sky when he was 92. 


It was easier to drift. It was easier to travel. Fly and roam and never 
roost. 


It was easier that way, to forever imagine his countless _ brief 
companions for what they were when he met them. To never have to 
imagine them old or dead ersten. 


Maybe in a hundred years, maybe in a thousand years, he will be old 
and strong and hardened to death. 


Maybe when he is so old that people invent gods in his name, he will 
see death and he will know better than to grieve. 


But he is not there yet. 


Now he is young- young enough to bury friends and still remember it, 
young enough to mourn it, young and heartbroken and foolish. The 
first friend he’s dared to know since he last buried everyone he loved 
his dying, and it hurts. 


(It hurts. ) 


Philza is 119 years old. 


He is old enough to look death in the eyes and young enough to 
think he can still say no. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Sir?” 


Nathan barely even lifts up his head. “Aye?” 


“Could you take us to the nearest shrine, sir?” 


“At this hour?” he gripes. “What the blazes would you be wantin’ to-" 
He flinches back with a loud snort. “Good GODS!” 


It’s the fucking elytron man that wandered in this morning. Sturdy, 
odd looking fellow- wild lapis eyes, long feathered ears, that uncanny 
shell shining on his back over his big black coat. 


Said shell is now flared open to make way for the man’s fucking five 
block wingspan. One of those wings is hanging out with no care in 
the world, shivering something mad, and the other... 


...well, the other is bracing a whole live piglin where the man’s arms 
alone aren't strong enough. 


“Please sir,” the elytron smiles thinly under the shadow of his hat. “If 
it's not too much trouble.” 


Nathan leans back on his carriage bench. “I ain't aidin’ and ‘bettin 
whatever Sky witchcraft you’ve got goin’ on for yer exotic pets. Notch 


above, is nearin’ sundown! Come back tomorrow.” 


“Please,” the man repeats, smile wavering. “Please, |-” 


The man’s voice cuts with a bubbling gasp. 


“My-my-my friend’s a big guy,” he insists, adjusting his grip on the 
piglin. “I can’t-” An odd laugh escapes his mouth. “I can’t carry him, 
sir, | just- haHA - if it's not t-too much trouble, h- please, please, he-” 


Whatever sense was left in the man clear and fucking fled with the 
strain of his smile and the hysterical bubble of his laughter. Just... 
laughing. Laughing and giggling like a child. 


“Please,” the man begs past his giggles, “please, he’s my friend, he’s 
my friend ...” 


The words get drowned in another bout of shaking giggles, the 
compulsive gasps just starting to read like a sob past the wet shine 
in his eyes. 


“Pl... Pll give you a ride t’ the nex’ town over,” Nathan slowly offers. 
“They’s got a shrine there. But | ain’t given’ yous a ride back. The 
hour’s too late. You'll have to find yer stay where I’m droppin yous.” 


The giggling, tearing elytron nods his head past the strain of his grin. 
“Thank you, sir.” 


16. You Are Alive 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The priest is crowned. 


-you’re not gonna die. It’s gonna be fine, it'll be fine, you- ha- you'll 
be fine! 


“Philz...?” 


You're gonna be fine, and you can eat whatever you want an'! won't 
even be mad, | swear, you don'- 


-you don’t get to die. You can’t. Don’t leave me. Not now, not like 
this. 


“It’s okay...” 


Technoblade never dies, right? Not here, not like this, we’ve been at 
this far too long, you- you would have gone out big and loud, right? 
Not like this, not like this, please, | hh- 


-haHAH- 


... Please. 


Anyone. 


“What are you...” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Please,” Philza whispers. “Anyone.” 


It’s not working. (Why isn’t it working?) It was- it was supposed to 
work. 


Techno’s still alive, it should work. The prayer has been called, and a 
patron god will hear it, Techno will get three strong life marks on his 
wrists and he'll be fine . There’s- there’s nothing wrong with the 
shrine, and Philza, he- he did everything right! 


Right? 


So why isn’t it working? 


You know why, a more rational voice whispers in his head. He 
already told you. Piglins don’t get lives. 


“Fuck you,” Philza whispers under his breath. “Who the fuck is sitting 
around being too damn holy to save my friend? He'll die.” 


Philza is not a god. He has no aspect, no domain, no followers. 


Philza is not a god. He is not... 


...he is not a god. 


A god would be stronger than this. A god would have power. 


(Philza is not a god.) 


He does not have power. He does not have strength. He doesn't 
have a damn thing to his name but his very life and the wings on his 
back. His immortal soul is spun of nothing but eternal patience and 
fragile defiance. 


Is that not power in and of itself? The defiance. The spiteful 
desperation flying out of mortal tongues, in screams and whispers 
from the very beginning of their existence, speaking nothing more or 
less than... 


“...1 don’t care who’s on the other side. Gods, spirits, demons, 
anyone. Just- somebody, help.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Technoblade hadn’t put much thought into the afterlife, to be honest. 


It’s not like he thought he was going to live forever. He just... didn’t 
really care what waited on the other side. 


Lives, lived, will live. Dies, died, will die. 


To worry for the dead is the concern of the living. The dead do not 
grieve. He just thought he’d have more 


Time. 


Time? He knows time. It is the growing lines on people’s faces, it is 
the creep of mushrooms, it is the slow dusting of bones and the drift 
of sand. He is- 


He does not know his time. Age. That’s the word that Philza taught 
him. Age is the funny word to measure the time that things have 
spent in the world. He does not know his age. 


That’s... sad. Isn’t it? A life unmeasured. 


Philza would have thought it was sad. He seemed to care about 
things like that. Techno tried not to make him sad. He thinks he might 
have failed. There was... 


...pleading. And tears. Shouting, happening to other people. And... 
griet. 


Why was there grief? Who was there to grieve? What was there to 
mourn? 


Grief is for the living. 


(Grief is for other people. It is not something spared for a discarded 
orphan priest, whittling down the rest of his days in the dying pursuit 
of tending to forgotten spirits. ) 


Something is... wailing. In the back of his head. A voice. Voices? 


(A chorus in mourning.) 


“I'm sorry,” he hears himself say. 


He feels the words like they came from his mouth, but the voice is 
not his own. It is lower than a piglin’s, droning and drawling. (lt 
makes sense. The sickness came for his throat first.) 


The wailing only grows. 


“| failed you, didn’t 1?” he asks. “That was selfish of me. | didn’t... | 
didn't think about what was going to happen to you when | was gone. 
| just accepted it.” 


He might have sighed. 


“We had a good run. We did the best we could. I’m... glad you came 
to say goodbye, before I-” 


NO! 
NO NO NO 
NONOnoNONO NO 
NONONONONONONONO 


The screaming and the wailing and the noise, it builds and swells like 
the roar of rain and a pressure on his skull and a burn in his blood 
like stop it stop it stop it stop it- 


-<>9Y<>- 


Techno doesn’t wake quietly. Philza isn’t sure why he expected any 
different. 


He wakes with a bolt, with an aborted shout, with mercifully clear and 
heaving gasps. 


He wakes with disbelieving eyes, a golden shine blown wide under 
his perpetually faded blank stare. 


He wakes with a hooved hand gripped on a wrist with three golden 
hearts. 


He wakes with the brand of a golden crown shining dully on his 
head. 


“Techno?” Philza hesitantly asks. 


Techno squints at the new life marks on his wrist, reaching up still 
shaking hands to gingerly touch the brand seared down to his skull. 
(Philza Knows exactly how deep it goes. He saw it sear into 
existence and he couldn’t even scream.) 


“You, uh- you alright, mate?” Stupid question, Philza chides himself. 
The man just had a god burned into his brain. 


-<>Y<>- 


Help? 
Help pog? 
Technowake 


Technolate for the technowake haha 


“What-” There’s... gold, on his wrists, and... a metallic flatness on 
his forehead, an empty brand where fur used to be, almost shaped 
like a crown for a king. 


Blood for the blood god, BLOOD FOR THE BLOOD KING 


Techno hisses at the ringing pressure of the brand, and the harmonic 
pitch the chorus had never spoken with before. What used to be a 
whisper rises now into a constant hum, drowning the sound of the 
rest of the world. 


There’s a hand on his wrist (kill him) (you know him, you know him), 
a hand speckled with gray downy strands, edged by black talons. 
Philza. 


The hand stays. The chorus’ hum tides down. There is sound in the 
world again. 


“Hey,” Philza shakily greets, eyes flickering with exhaustion. 


He sounds worried. Something... happened, something happened to 
Techno. Right. Techno should... say something. 


“Well then,” he flatly says, echoing what he’s heard Philza drily 
repeat a thousand times over. “That was dramatic.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


And Philza laughs. 


When he remembers the rest of the world exists, he can apologize to 
the carriage driver, and the cleric, and all the other poor people he 
must have frightened in order to get to where he is. 


When he remembers the rest of the world exists, he can tell Techno 
that there should have been red hearts on his wrist, not golden ones. 
They can question what that means, they can question the crown 
burned onto the piglin’s head, they can question why Techno was 
speaking to himself when he woke. 


When he remembers the rest of the world exists, Philza will question 
why Techno gets to be the exception of everyone else he has ever 
buried. 


But that is when he remembers. 


For now he will only remember to laugh until his wings shake with all 
the tears he forgot to cry, because his only friend is defiantly, 
defiantly alive- and for now? 


That will do. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Thank you for reading! 


This is not the end of the series. There's more installments 
planned (and more of the Long Long Arctic Friendship) and 
we're hoping to work up to where the Dream SMP present day 
is eventually. Also, look out for a companion fic that will feature 
official art for the series. 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, and 
unsolicited professional mourners equally welcome. 

If you're interested in this becoming a full Dream SMP series, 
please let us know and consider looking into supporting us on 
Discord or Twitter. Or just join the Discord for funsies, asking 
questions, and getting faster chapter notifications. 
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Summary: 


After travelling together in the Overworld, mercifully alive, Philza 
decides to take his new friend Technoblade to his home in the Sky. 
His wings needed a check-up, anyway. 


He rents a place on an out of the way sky island, where they can 
pretend to be at peace for a bit. Somewhere Phil doesn't have to 
think about how bloody fucking old he is, and hopefully people won't 
ask questions about the suspiciously non-undead piglin he's got 
walking around with him outside the Nether now. 


Hopefully. 


(As Techno would say, "no plan survives contact with the enemy.") 


1. Natural Skepticism 
Author's Note: 


This fic is part of a series! Please go back and read the previous 
parts. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 

Summary for the Chapter: 


It just sounds fake. 


“You know,” Techno slyly points out as he tugs his new long gloves 
on, “you still haven’t proved you can fly.” 


“What?” Philza sputters. “You’ve- you’ve flown with me!” 


“lve floated with you,” Techno insists, wry smile pulling past his 
tusks. “You're the one saying you were only riding the-” He squints. “- 
the, uh, hot air thing-” 


“Thermals?” 


“Yeah, that. I’m so good at words.” 


“The only reason | could do that was because | do, in fact, know how 
to fly,” Philza slowly points out. 


“Still sounds fake.” 


Philza laughs. “You’ve seen phantoms! You know wings aren't fake!” 


“| saw one phantom in the dark for like half a tick before you killed it.” 
Techno stuffs a carrot in his mouth. “Still fake.” 


“You know what?” Philza stands up. “Fuck you. You sit right there, 
you big bastard, I’m settling this.” Before Techno can dare ask what 
the fuck Philza is planning this time, the man jauntily walks over to 
the chicken sitting by the porch and picks it up. 


“Philza,” Techno calls out. “Philza, what are you doing.” 


“Proving a damn point,” Philza hisses as he clambers up the house. 


“Don’t jump off the roof, you have so much to live for.” Techno 
pauses for a few seconds. “Like, | don’t know, bread or something.” 


“’m not trying to die, jeez.” It takes a few frantic flaps to keep his 
balance, but he makes it onto the roof eventually. “Oop, there we 


” 


go. 


Techno looks out to the other houses. “I respect your choices, but I’m 
pretty sure if you stay there, you’re gonna have villagers telling you 
not to jump.” 


Speaking of villagers, here comes one right now. 


“Um, sir.” The villager fiddles with their hat. “If you’re gonna be eatin 
that, yer gonna have to pay for it.” 


Philza pauses. “What?” 


“Well, | mean,” the villager fumbles, “knowin’ how you elytron folks 
are, | ain’t stoppin you from yer natural instinct or anythin’, but you 
could at least pay for it before ya go wild.” 


Philza blinks. “Oh! That! No, I’m just borrowing this. It’s fine,” he says 
as he holds the very confused chicken in front of himself. “It’s fine!” 


“’m sure,” Techno insincerely concedes from next to the villager. 
“Still doesn’t explain the chicken, though.” 


“It’s for the point,” Philza explains. 


“What point-” 


And then Philza throws the chicken off the roof, making direct eye 
contact with Techno as the piglin watches the chicken slowly fly 
downward. 


“Huh.” Techno blinks. “Okay. So flying isn’t fake.” 


“| fucking told you-” 


“Still doesn’t mean you can fly, though,” Techno snarks. 


“You are fucking incorrigible is what you are!” Philza shouts. 
“Absolutely brick fucking dense!” 


“?’m naturally skeptical. There’s a difference.” Techno leans to sit on 
the stone fence behind him. “Can you even get down from there?” 


A brief silence reigns as Philza contemplates the height of the 
building he's climbed, and the battered state of his wings. 


“Please help me get down,” Philza shamefully pleads. 


“Scam,” Techno drones at Philza as the villager gets a ladder. 
“You're a scam.” 


“Oi, ol, ol!” Philza spitefully snaps open his rattling wings, a false hiss 
riding up his throat. “You don’t get toOOOOO-” 


He slips and falls on the ground. Fun. 


Techno looks down at him. “You good?” 


“Fuck you,” Philza hisses into the soil. “Gods, my bones. When all 
my feathers come back in, I’m going to kick you in the shins.” 


“| don’t even know what a shin is.” 


“You will.” 


2. Where We're Going, We Don't Need Rails 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Techno continues to marvel at the insanity of this foreign 
dimension. 


“So where are we headed?” 


“We're heading out to Beacontown. Well, a beacontown.” Philza 
waves his hand. “They call every place with a beacon that. Were you 
seriously about to just follow me without even knowing where we’re 
going?” 


“| like you and also | don’t know anything here,” Techno bluntly 
responds. 


“Fair enough, | guess.” Philza taps his talon to the map on the station 
wall. “Beacontowns are these big bloody cities.” He pauses. “Do you 
even have cities in the Nether? It’s like, uh...” 


“Bastions?” Techno fills in. 


“Yeah!” Philza snaps his fingers. “Something like that. Imagine 
bastions, but chock full of people and shops.” 


Techno hums. “That sounds... loud. And dangerous.” 


“The only dangers in beacontowns are the people,” Philza laughs 
lightly. “They keep a tight ship, there’s not gonna be a single night 
mob spawnin’ in.” 


“How many people are we talking about?” Techno warily asks. 


“Could be a couple hundred. Could be thousands.” Philza shrugs. 
“Won't know ‘til we get there.” 


“Lovely,” Techno sarcastically praises. “Because having that many 
random strangers clustered together in a small place is a very good 


idea.” 


“Well don’t shoot me,” Philza defends, “I didn’t come up with it. Some 
rich enough church just goes and builds one of those bloody things, 
people start moving in around it for the proximity, and oop, there’s a 


beacontown.” 


” 


“Hmm. 


“There’s better shops in big cities,” Philza offers. “| was thinking we 
could get you some proper stuff, y’know? Warmer clothes, more 
books.” He pats the ender eye of his hard black traveling bag. 
“Mostly I’m hopin’ we could fix you up with your own enderchest. 
You're gonna need your own if we keep up this traveling thing.” 


“| do like having things,” Techno concedes. 


Philza pats Techno’s shoulder. “There’s a good lad. Besides, we'll 
only be staying there for a few days at most until the next airship 
comes. After that we'll just fuck off to Sky and we won't have to think 
about crazy Overworld nonsense until the next time we feel like it.” 


Techno snorts. “Alright.” He’s so unreasonably tall he has to lean 
down a little to look at the map properly. “I’m guessing we're 
somewhere on this tiny picture.” 


“Yeah, yeah.” Philza points up to a northern part of the map. “We 
were in Judas right there, and the carriage took us to...” His finger 
trails down the lines of the roads. “Oreton, | think.” 


“Neat.” Techno adjusts his glasses. “Makes me wish | could read.” 


“Like you aren't halfway to figuring out Script on your own,” Philza 
laughs. And then laughs again, because the long suffering look on 
Techno’s face is fucking sending him. “It’s okay, it’s okay,” he giggles 


as he jostles Techno again. “I'll try and teach you. The jump from 
Endewrit to Script ain't bad.” 


“Whatever,” Techno scoffs. “How far away’s your beacontown, 
anyways?” 


“Eh, only about 2500 kiloblocks out or so.” 


“Philz.” Techno looks down at him with a horrified cringe. “Philz, how 
are we going to go that many blocks? That'll take-” he pauses, 
looking down at the page in their book where Philza wrote about 
time. “-that’ll take months of walking at least. That is... terrible. 
Torturous. Other Script words for bad. | hate it.” 


Philza snorts. “We're not gonna be walking, dumbass.” 


“Then how-” 


Both their ears cock up at the sudden ring of the station’s bell. 


Philza pulls Techno closer to him just in time for the hulking bladed 
sled cars of the ice train to glide on their frozen blue path. The 
friction of its movement whistles and warbles and rings, stuttering as 
the cars skate over carefully calculated interruptions of staggered 
polished stone on the road, slowing it to a stop. 


“That'd be how,” Philza finally says. 


“How fast was that thing going?” Techno shakily asks. 


“Those things clock nearly 70 blocks a tick,” Philza wryly smiles as 
he savors Techno’s awestruck shock. “Fastest damn thing in the 
world. We'll be at Beacontown by day’s end.” 


“That's such a scam,” Techno whispers. “That’s such a scam. 
Everything about the Overworld is so fake it’s not even funny.” 


“| know, right? | love it.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


(boats on ice are the fastest thing in minecraft and this is 
hilarious to me) 


The town names were provided by Corbin, a member of our 
Discord! 


3. So A Pig And A Parrot Walk Into A Bar 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Big men in the city, what crimes will they commit? 


“Hello!” Philza calls out as the shop bell announces his presence. 
“Do you happen to do big guy clothes?” 


“How- how big is the guy?” the tailor nervously asks, looking towards 
the entrance. 


“Boy, Philza jauntily smiles as Techno tries to duck into the two 
block tall door after him, “I’m so glad you asked!” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Hello!” a parrot calls. 


“Hallo?” Techno hesitantly calls back. 


The parrot shutters its eyes, tilting its head. “Hallo,” it repeats back 
with Techno’s voice. 


A silence. 


“Philza, your little brother is mocking me.” 


Philza turns around. “My who-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“This is a very large man,” Techno says as he points at a horse. 


Philza frowns. “Techno, that’s a horse.” 


“Surely not.” Techno wanders closer to the horse, meeting its 
frighteningly dark eyes. “I see a well of a thousand souls within its 
gaze.” 


“It’s... still a horse.” 


Techno points at the person passing by with a very obvious horse's 
head. “You said that guy’s a person, though.” 


“That’s-” Philza pinches his brow. “That's a moblin.” 


“Goblin?” 


“No, moblin, because they look like mobs-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“| refuse to believe this is a food,” Techno states as he looks down at 
the small frosted cake. “Why is it shiny? And snowy?” 


“It's sweet,” Philza insists. “You know, like fruit, but... more, | guess.” 


“This does not look like a fruit.” 


“There’s fruit in it,” Philza notes as he reads the sign. “This one’s got 
cherries. They bake that stuff into it.” 


Techno blinks. “Oh, it's bread.” 


“Almost, yeah.” 


Techno looks down at the paper bag Philza carries. “Bread’s a wheat 
thing.” 


” 


“Yep. 


“This thing’s got that wheat grain nonsense in it.” 


Philza takes another bite out of his cake. “Sure does.” 


Techno frowns. “Didn’t you just tell me grain stuff is bad for elytron?” 


Philza picks up his walking pace as he chews his cake faster. 


“Philza. Philza, come back here-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“What exactly is an airship?” 


“It’s a boat, but it floats.” Philza draws round shapes in the air in front 
of him. “They’ve got these big white air balloon things that keep ‘em 
up. | don’t really know how it works myself.” 


“Okay.” Techno tries to imagine one of the boats he saw in the lake, 
tied to a bunch of ghasts. “Alright then. That’s... fine.” 


“The boat is not tied to a bunch of ghasts,” Philza flatly reassures. 


“Oh, thank gods.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno’s eyes sharpen, ears raising at a new sound. 


Philza waves his hand. “Don’t worry about that, that’s just a dog, 
they bark all the time-” 


Techno leans out the window and barks back at the dog, a resonant 
growling sound, tail thumping against the chair for good measure. 


Philza jumps back, wings rattling under their shell. “What the fuck, 
mate?” 


“It challenged me,” Techno insists. 


” 


“You gave me a heart attack, is what you did. 


“It challenged me.” 


-<>Y<>- 


There’s a pig moblin loitering outside Mina’s shop. 


She can’t help but let her ears perk up. It’s been so long since she’s 
seen another proper pig in this town, it wouldn't hurt to chat just a bit. 
Hopping off her stool, she bunches up her long skirt, hooves clacking 
on the wooden floor as she opens the door. 


“Hello, there, simrrr ...” 


Oh dear. This one’s certainly- certainly taller than he looked from the 
other side of her foggy window. (Goodness, he’s even taller than a 
human!) 


The odd man blinks milky golden eyes. “Hallo,” his flat voice drawls 
with some implacable accent. “Do you want me to leave?” 


“No!” Mina squeaks. “No, not at all! Just, ah-” She awkwardly clasps 
her hands together. “What are you... doing here, exactly?” 


“Trying to read your signs.” He huffs as he turns his little book to her, 
pages crawling with thin scratches of Endewrit and Script. “I’m not 
too good at it.” 


The white sleeves of a poet shirt tuck loosely into his long brown 
gloves, and as she tries to avoid staring somewhere other than the 
heaviness of his brows or the wave of his coarse fur or his... rather 
wide chest, she ends up catching sight of some very muscular legs. 


Oh dear. 


“Well! You're certainly not bothering anyone here!” she laughs 
nervously. (And her tail’s wagging like a schoolgirl, too, how 
embarrassing.) “Do come inside if anything catches your eye.” 


“Oh?” In an oddly graceful gesture for his size, he half bows to meet 
her eyes, and as kind as the thought is it only draws attention to how 
much larger he is than her. “What do you have?” 


“Oh,” her voice nervously wavers, “a little this and that-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Techno!” Philza briskly crosses the street. “There you are.” 


Techno’s obliviously looming over some pig moblin woman, who 
looks very flustered as she tries not to ogle him. Philza would almost 
laugh if she didn’t look like she was about to combust on the spot. 


“Good gods,” he interrupts instead, “don’t harass the poor woman. 
We’re just about done for the day, anyways. We should go find an 
inn.” 


Techno hums, straightening his glasses as he stands up straight 
again. “Alright then.” He snaps his book closed. He turns back to the 
woman. “Thank you for letting me wait.” 


“Any time!” she half-squeaks. 


“She must have thought you were a pig moblin like her,” Philza 
explains as she goes back inside. “Poor thing must have gotten a 
fright.” 


“So she wasn’ a piglin,” Techno notes. “Makes sense. Too small and 
round. Eyes were wrong, too.” 


“Yeah. You’re just built different, mate.” A teasing note enters his 
voice. “Though not too different, eh? | reckon she was sweet on ya.” 


“Eh?” 


“She was eyein’ you like a blushing bride," Philza chuckles. “She 
must have thought you were pretty.” 


Techno looks absolutely baffled at the concept. “I’m pretty?” he 
repeats. 


“Why not, eh?” Philza punches lightly at his friend’s arm. “You aren’t 
bad on the eyes.” 


Techno frowns. Wait, shit, Philza realizes, that sounded kind of 
weird, didn't it- 


“Al... right?” Techno hesitantly allows. “Then you're pretty, too.” 


What. “What?” 


“| like your wings,” Techno bluntly admits. “And your eyes. So | guess 
you're pretty, too.” He squints. “Unless we're being weird.” 


Philza blinks for a bit before collapsing into nervous laughter. 


“Don't make fun of me,” Techno chuckles under his breath. “I’m 
trying to be nice. You started it.” 


“Gods,” Philza wheezes, “we’re fucking disasters, the both of us.” 


“You're only realizing this now?” Techno snarks. 


“Shut up or I'll stuff five more breads in my mouth for dinner. I'll go 
into a food coma and then you'll be sorry.” 


“Philza, nO-” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


fun fact! pigs bark 


4. Do You Love The Color Of The Sky? 


Summary for the Chapter: 
(Which one?) 


Mostly, Techno thought ‘airships’ would be more- unstable? If that 
was the word for it. 


Because just /ook at the thing. A giant hollow shell of wood, 
suspended by cloth and air and quite possibly some wishful thinking. 
He understands there’s an ongoing pattern of him trusting new 
concepts a bit less than he probably should, but sti// . His worldview 
is getting slaughtered every other click. Cut him some slack. 


It’s... fine. Probably. If the giant wooly balloon things holding them up 
get broken, they will simply glide towards their inevitable deaths, 
rather than plummeting like Philza did when he decided to believe 
ghasts weren't real. 


(Does he still think that’s funny? Yes. Is he going to ever allow Philza 
to forget it? No.) 


“You're thinking about something stupid again, aren’t you?” Philza 
sighs. 


“Oh, so you admit you’re stupid.” Techno chuffs loudly. “Glad we’re 
on the same book there.” 


“It's the same page, not the same book.” 


“Same difference.” 


It’s not so bad being stuck in the clouds- there’s some grim, vaguely 
fatalistic tranquility in the utter lack of control he has over his place in 
space-time, which in retrospect is probably not what he’s supposed 
to be getting out of this experience, but whatever. 


Philza, at least, seemed to be having a good time in the clouds. 
Grinning like a wildman, wingspan completely stretched out on the 
deck. There’s this strange perpetual breeze floating around them, 
rustling at Techno’s own coarse fur. 


Maybe it’s even peaceful. What a strange thought. 


“Are we supposed to try sleeping while we're on this thing,” Techno 
dares to ask, “or do we just let the phantoms follow us to our 
graves?” 


Philza snorts, leaning on the railings of the ship. “I’m pretty sure 
we're a bit past phantom altitude.” 


“Ah yes. Altitude. That's another word | know.” 


“We gotta get you into a library when we touch down,” Philza insists. 
“Imagine an entire castle of books full of things you don’t know.” 


“Castles are like bastions, right?” 


“A bit, yeah.” Philza runs through his hair with a nervous sort of 
remembrance. “Libraries are a lot less violent, though, that’s for 


sure.” 
“Less violent. So, there’s still some violence.” 


“| mean-” Philza snickers to himself. “-just don’t try to stea/ anything, 
or run around shouting like a village idiot, and you'll be fine.” 


“Damn,” Techno sarcastically clicks his tongue. “There goes my night 
on the town.” 


“Technically, this is going to be our last night for a while,” Philza 
points out. “Il wasn’t kidding when | said Sky was a never-ending 
sunset. Things like day and night just kind of get chucked out the 
door altogether.” 


“| thought that’s how you- isn’t that how you people tell time?” 


“Maybe in the Overworld, yeah,” Philza concedes. “But for us up 
topside, we have our own things to count. Seasons, winds, tides. We 
didn’t really count little things like days before, not until we started 
meeting people who cared about it.” 


“That... makes sense, | guess,” Techno allows. “Overworlders are 
weird.” 


“They are strange,” Philza agrees. “But it's nice, sometimes. 
Knowing there’s something out there that sees things different then 
you. Even if it’s weird.” 


“Like the time thing.” 


Philza nods. “Like the time thing.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


The flight isn’t quite as long as the ice train ride, but every mode of 
travel, in Philza’s own experience, proves to be its own brand of 
exhaustion. 


He didn’t think he’d miss it so much. Sky, even if only the idea of it. 


He didn’t think he’d come back so soon. 


Or at all. 


(Look at him. He’s getting maudlin again like the old man his body 
won't let him be. Der-tthial-abeutt. ) 


He thought he would run and fly and never, ever look back again. 
And he did, for a while. He didn’t feel like he missed a single thing. 


But seeing the mithril shine of that portal in the sky is putting a rattle 
in his feathers that isn’t coming from the cold. 


“Are you Okay?” Techno asks. 


“Just thinking about how much it would suck if the ship crashed mid- 
crossing,” Philza lies. 


“Well now you got me thinking about it,” Techno complains. 
“Thanks.” 


“You’re fucking welcome,” Philza flatly snarks back. 


Techno finally follows his gaze, settling on the imposing sunfire glow 
of the portal. “Philza,” he says with a new kind of wariness. “Are we 
going into... that thing?” 


“Yyyyyep ,’ Philza draws out. 


“Philza. Philz. Buddy. Friend. Pal. Are you trying to kill us?” 


“Not any more than | was /ast time you followed me through a freaky 
world breaking door.” 


“Oh, so only a /ittle bit trying to kill us,” Techno grimly smiles. “Good 
to know.” 


“There’s nothing that dangerous in the Sky. Well, mostly,” Philza 
Clarifies. “Just don’t fall into the infinite ocean at the bottom of the 
world. Or look into the mist for too long.” A pause. “Or follow the 
sirens into the water.” 


“You're really selling me on this, Philza. I’m so convinced.” 


“Good!” Philza brightly replies. “Because we already flew into the 
portal a good half tock ago.” 


“Wait, what-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno looks around, taking in the almost blinding red and orange 
lights around them. 


It really is a sunset. All the scattered colors of day and night with no 
commitment to either, thin stripes of mist and clouds shining like 
glowstone dust. 


And the water. He could barely even believe that there could be so 
much water. Water so deep and fathomless it turned into a 
shimmering black mirror of the sky. Shapes underneath, ebbing and 
flowing like something alive, silvery greys leaping from out of the 


surface only to disappear again. Layers of mist, rolling along like 
clouds. A small glimmer of scales peeking out of it, cracks in the 
Clarity. 


He spends such an obscenely long moment lingering on that one 
scene alone that it takes a little /Jonger to notice the islands 
themselves. 


Cavernous mountains, inverted. Rock and crystal and stalactite worn 
into curved, crawling roots dripping with fog. Waterfalls spilling off of 
errant cliff sides next to knotted trees. 


The buildings, in some ways, are like trees themselves- earthy walls 
and vibrant roofs and a sprawling height that climbs and climbs and 
climbs. Wandering paths of wood and clay gently weaved through 
them, echoes of the vine and root hanging as if the land itself grew 
these structures, too. 


Somewhere between all the grandeur of the islands and the ships 
and the sea, there are people- stout shadows chasing phantoms on 
the rocky underbellies below, vibrant flitting things with faces like 
birds, shapes with wild eyes and wide wings diving into the tall 
openings of buildings. 


He thinks it just might be beautiful. 


-<>Y<>- 


Sky is the salt of the sea and the roll of the mist and the pull of 
clouds. 


The blossoms of trees on the wind, the snaking dance of dragons in 
the distance, the roosts of wild griffins on rooftops. 


The perpetual noise of colosseums and idle song and a thousand 
thousand memories that Philza realizes, if only in that moment, he 
shouldn't ever have tried to forget. 


“So?” He casually leans his face on his hand, turning to his friend. 
“What do you think?” 


“Eh.” Techno shrugs apathetically. “It's okay.” 


(And if Philza couldn’t quite stop laughing at the thought until they 
landed, that’s between him and Techno, and not the crew member 
who concernedly asked if Philza was okay.) 


“It’s alright, it’s alright.” Philza waves away the rest of his laughter. 
“I’m sure you'll love it soon enough.” 


5. Well Then Give It To Me Straight, Doc 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Healers tend to sound like broken records after you've lived long 
enough. 


It's not that Philza hates healers, or clerics, or priests. But they’re 
just so... 


...tiring. 


“Well, that can’t be right.” 


The healer- Emrook or something, he can’t quite recall- whispers 
disbelieving chirps under her breath as she thumbs at his life mark. 
Her thumb presses against the angry heart on his wrist, just enough 
for his pulse to lethargically drum into her fingers. She hums to 
herself. 


“Marx,” she calls out to her assistant, “is there anything about 
accelerated mark callusing in the hardcore variance?” 


“No, miss,” Marx answers back. “Ages like anyone else.” 


“| see,” she mutters, before turning her face back to Philza himself. 
“How old did you say you were again?” 


“lll be at my 120th in 3 moons from now,” he wearily recites. “But I’m 
guessing you saw that on my mark already.” 


“Of course! Of course. My apologies, sir, it's simply...” Emrook’s grip 
slackens. “...it is simply surprising for someone of your condition to 
have lived so long. I'd heard of you from my late master’s own 
writings, of course, but it’s another to see you in person. You may 
even be the longest lived case ever recorded.” 


“So I’ve been told,” Philza flatly acknowledges. 


“But other than-” her eyes briefly flicker to the gouging, eye-like 
patterns on his hearts, “-the obvious, you seem to be in perfectly 
capable health. At least as healthy as you can be.” 


Philza’s restrained sigh warbles in the back of his throat. “Of course.” 


“But enough of that grim business!” She drops her hold on his hand 
like a hot coal, and he mechanically shrugs his bracelet back onto 
his wrist. “You mentioned a broken wing?” 


“| don't actually know if it was broken.” Philza turns to Techno. “How 
bad was | beat up?” 


Techno softens his suspicious glance at Emrook when he looks back 
to Philza, tapping a hoof against his muzzle. “The wrists and 
shoulders on your wings were in bad shape. Other than that you had 
a lot of scratches and bruises.” 


“Well, that’s a start.” Emrook gestures at Philza’s closed shell, and 
he opens his wings for her to take a closer look. 


His wings shy away as she tries to touch them. She raises her 
eyebrows expectantly. 


“Sorry ‘bout that, mate,” Philza apologizes with a reflexive smile, 
trying to will his untamable appendages still. “These things 
practically got a mind of their own. Been that way since | was an 
eyas.” 


Emrook, to her credit, just accepts the odd statement, opting to 
inspect his wings from a more respectable distance with a small 
staff. “How did you treat him?” she asks Techno. 


Techno fumbles for the right words. “Ehhhh...” 


“Regeneration potions,” Philza finishes for him. “Extra strength- | 
recognized it when | drank it. He gave me a whole round of them in 
my sleep before topping me off when | woke up.” 


Emrook almost looks impressed, giving Techno a respectful nod. 
“You made the right call on that.” She moves and twists the joints of 
Philza’s wing in her hands. “His kind of condition tends to come with 
resistances to potion effects- giving him the normal dosage would 
have barely worked at all.” 


“Any, uh-” Philza lets out a nervous laugh. “-any other damage?” 


“Not at all. You’re healing about as quickly as can be expected. 
Looks like you had a bit of a hairline fracture on the heartshell of 
your wings, but that’s healed now.” She clucks sympathetically at his 
array of broken and regrowing feathers. “We can’t rush the feathers, 
of course, but your wings are healthy enough for imping in the 
meantime at least. It will be difficult to make feather grafts for a 
wingspan of your size, but it is doable.” 


Philza slumps in his seat. “Alright. Thank you.” He stands up and 
pauses. “Could you check up on my friend, too? His life marks just 
came in recently and they’re a bit... odd.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


He’s still getting used to it. 


People covered up their life marks all the time, it seems, and Philza 
had gotten gloves for him to do it too. It was weird. But at least with 
the gloves, he didn't really have to look at the things too much. 


It’s still weird to see those golden hearts on his wrists, beating in 
time with his blood. 


It’s weirder still that he fee/s it when this elytron healer goes and 
pokes at what is apparently the bodily manifestation of his soul. He 
tries not to shiver at the sensation. It's not bad, but it’s... 
uncomfortable. If that’s the word for it. He gets why all the gloves 
and bracelets people wear over their lifemarks are a thing now. 


She’s surprised, clearly, by whatever she sees. A raise of the 
eyebrows that wasn’t there before. “How long have you had these?” 


“Uhh... a few weeks, | think.” 


“Hmm. This happened at a shrine?” she asks Philza. 


“A more rural one in an Overworld server, but it was pretty standard.” 
Philza’s eyes flick around Techno’s face. “The life marks came with 
that brand on his head, too.” 


“Oh, dear.” The healer squints at Techno even more than she 
already was. That’s a fun sign. “If it’s not rude to ask, do you 
remember much of the ritual itself? Did you see or hear anything 
strange?” 


“Like what?” 


“Figures in the corner of your eye. Voices, perhaps.” 


Heh 

Hhaha 
Clever clever lady does she think she’s clever 
Does she think she’s safe 


Eeee E 


“l-” Techno awkwardly clears his throat. “I don’t-” think YOU 
UNDERSTAND DO YOU UNDERSTAND DO YOU UNDERSTAND 
DO YOU UNDERSTAND 
Do you ddddddddddddddddddddddddddare 

Tell her. Tell her. It would be funny. 


To see her wonder (and the fear) 


She can’t understand (he could understand HE 
COULDN’T he wouldn't he wouldn’t he wouldn’t understand) you 


don’t need to understand, AFTER ALL, 


“It was nothing out of the ordinary,” he hears himself say. 


6. Once More, With Clarity, There Was Only One Bed 
Summary for the Chapter: 


A temporary escape. 


“So!” Philza puts his hands on his hips. “What do you think?” 


“About the house?” Techno asks. 


“No, about the weather,” Philza sarcastically answers. “Yes, the 
house. You'll live here, too. It’s got to be good for the both of us.” 


It’s not a big place, but Philza doesn’t really care much for luxury. He 
can stretch his wings properly and that’s about as much as he 
needs. 


“It's nicer than my old place,” Techno vaguely notes. “It's even got 
one of those weird soft beds you people like.” 


“Yeah, the whole place is a bit cozy, | guess.” 


In retrospect, when he said he wanted to rent out a private place for 
two, the landlord might have assumed he had a girl on his mind. 


It would explain why there’s only one bed. 


(A very large bed, but still.) 


Whatever. It’s a place for two, there’s two of them, and it’s got a good 
price for it. He’s lived too long to care about what people think about 
him and his habits. 


“This island’s got less people around than in the city one,” Techno 
observes. “Is that normal?” 


“Ehh, | kind of picked it out that way, to be honest,” Philza admits. 


“And here | thought you /iked being around people,” Techno snorts. 


Philza scoffs a quick laugh. “I don’t hate people. But honestly? | don’t 
really want to run into lots of folks right near where | sleep. Weirds 
me out. And, well...” He trails off. “I don’t want people to go around 
botherin’ you, mate.” 


“Who’s going to bother me?” Techno asks. “I’m just some guy.” 


“You’re also the one piglin in the Overworld that isn’t a walking 
zombie,” Philza points out. “You can’t get mistaken for a pig moblin 
forever, not with you being as giant as you are.” 


Techno nervously chuckles. “People aren’t- they aren't gonna stab 
me, are they?” 


“No, no!’ Philza quickly moves to reassure. “No one’s- no one’s 
stabbing anyone. It’s just- people are gonna gawk at you, y'know? 
You're something they aren't used to seein’. And | don’t want you to 
have to deal with it every time you look outside.” 


“That's a lot of work you’re doin’ for me. You don’t have to do that.” 


“I! don’t wanna deal with people outside either. | mean-” Philza 
catches himself laughing again. “-you’ve seen how people treat me 
when they realize what | am.” 


“What, you’re famous or something?” 


“It's the hardcore thing,” Philza explains. “I just- people aren’t used to 
people like me, they don’t know how to act, so they just... freak out 
and treat me like glass.” 


“Well, that’s hardly kind,” Techno simply says. “You've lived this long, 
haven't you?” 


“That’s what / say,” Philza tiredly retells, “but people are hard to 
change, | guess.” 


“That’s rough, buddy.” With that profound sentiment, Techno lays his 
new enderchest pack on the table. “Want to eat steak, run around 
like heathens in the city for the day, and crash together in bed like 
bitter old men about it?” 


A silence. 


“You know what? | actually do.” 


7. Philza And Technoblade's Excellent Adventure 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Just you wait. They're going to be unbelievably rich. 


Philza looks up at the noticeboard with an astoundingly cheerful 
sentiment along the lines of the following. 


“Well, shit. I’m fucked.” 


Techno side-eyes Philza from behind his glasses. “ That’s a 
sentence.” 


“It’s fine,” Philza deflects. “It’s fine. I’m just now realizing that | kind of 
can’t do my usual jobs on account of-” His wings shrug apathetically. 
“-injuries and the like.” 


Techno raises an eyebrow. “Didn’t you get those broken feathers 
replaced or something?” 


“| got ‘em imped, mate. There’s a difference.” Philza brings his wings 
in front of himself, watching the phantom membrane of grafted 
feathers shimmer in the light. “| mean, sure, | can fly with these, sort 
of, but | really shouldn’t be pushing it. This is just so | can flex my 


wings or don’t die if | fall off of something. I’m still not in proper flying 
shape ‘til everything grows back.” 


“Is that even really that bad?” Techno hesitantly asks. He gestures 
his snout to the gliding forms of other elytron around the city. “They 
aren't exactly flying, either.” 


“But / do,” Philza explains. “Of course, not everyone’s got the 
wingspan to soar, but it’s dead valuable if you can. And of course,” 
he drily continues, “jobs with risk factors tend to ask how many lives 
you're on, so I’m just double fucked on both fronts today.” 


“Okay,” Techno simply responds. “Take jobs with me, then.” 


“| don’t know if you’ve noticed,” Philza wavers as he looks at 
Techno’s much larger form, “but we ain’t exactly in the same weight 
class. | don’t think | can take the kinds of jobs you can.” 


“Well. Yeah. But I’m probably gonna be bad at getting a job on my 
own.” Techno lightly claps his hands together. “I’m not good at 
words, can’t listen if people talk too fast, | probably freak people out-” 


“Who the fuck’s been callin’ you a freak, I'll toss them in the sea-” 


“-and I’m pretty sure that whatever money stuff you people use, | 
don’t know how to count yet. So, like...” Techno gestures at all the 
notices on the board. “...you help me navigate all this nonsense, | do 
whatever work you toss at me-” 


“-and together we’ll make two halves of a functional adult,” Philza 
laughs as he finishes. “Gods, what a fine pair we are, eh?” 


“Two guys on the incredible journey to becoming unbelievably rich,” 
Techno snarks. 


“Or two halves of a whole idiot,” Philza snorts. 


“Both is good.” 


8. Falling Into Temp(o) 
Summary for the Chapter: 


They settle into a rhythm of living, or something like it. 


The hard part, at least at first, is convincing people to hire them. 


Philza looks respectable enough. But then he’s obviously crippled 
from the moment he opens his wings, and he’s on his last (read: 
only) life at that. 


The second trick is that he’s not asking people to hire him . He’s 
asking them to hire Techno. 


Techno. Technoblade. The giant piglin man who can’t even fit in a 
whole two blocks and could probably break doors by walking into 
them hard enough. That guy. 


Technoblade isn’t an idiot, but it’s... difficult to convince people he 
can be trusted with jobs that require refined thinking . 


So they start with obvious ones, like farming. Who needs to rent a 
mule for their fields when this guy can pull a bigger weight and follow 
directions? 


It starts with Philza explaining what tools Techno’s got to use, 
figuring out plows and all that. Then all he has to do after that is keep 
a bird’s eye view on where they need to work, and then it’s fine! It’s 
better than fine, because as soon as Techno knows what to do, he’s 
got a bloody mental focus that doesn’t stop for anything until the job 
is done. 


Better than fine, because it’s in between the breaks that Techno’s 
natural curiosity comes in. Tentatively asking Philza about the crops 
they're working with, and slowly plodding through conversations with 
the farmers themselves when Philza finally runs out of answers. 


(Philza did not realize any sane man could be that invested in 
potatoes.) 


The important part isn’t the money, per se- though that is a nice 
bonus, and a lovely excuse to teach Techno about all the new kinds 
of money he doesn’t know about. The important part is that the job 
went well, and the farmers that hired them know it went well. 


And those farmers will talk . The next time they show up answering 
someone's bulletin, they don’t have to convince anyone to take them 
on. The work can speak for itself. 


-<>Y<>- 


Okay, so Techno may have accidentally felled an olive tree by 
kicking it too hard. In their defense, neither of them knew he could 
knock down trees by kicking them. 


It’s fine. They put the tree back and packed the soil down really, 
really fast. No one has to know it happened. 


Or at least, no one was supposed to know, until Techno mentioned it 
right to the orchard owner’s face. Lovely. 


On the plus side, the orchard lady was a real good sport about it and 
paid them overtime to go check the other trees to make sure they’re 
secure. 


Mild downside(?), Philza is starting to hear local rumors about a 
“bear man” who can kick trees in half, and that definitely wasn’t a 
thing until after the olive orchard job. That's... probably fine. 


(Also, they got to take home some olive oil this time! So that’s nice.) 


-<>Y<>- 


“We could probably go fishing,” Techno supposes. “We've fished 
before, haven’t we?” 


“Listen, mate, your Script’s improved a good lot, but | don’t think 
you're ready for knowing what people say when you’ve got your ears 
plugged.” 


Techno cocks his head with confusion. “What does that have to do 
with fishing?” 


“Well, not all the time, just mostly when the mist comes rollin’ in. 
That’s when the sirens come out.” 


“ What does that even mean -” 
-<>¥<>- 


So they took a job at the library. Philza had never worked with the 
library before, but it might be fun! Besides, it might help with Techno 
learning how to read Script. 


-<>Y<>- 


For reasons completely unrelated to the fact that Techno kept 
reading all the books they were supposed to shelve, they no longer 
work at the library. 


(The librarian was very kind and mentioned that they appreciated 
Techno’s enthusiasm, and he could come back at any time.) 


-<<>¥<>- 
Techno kneels in front of the pig wagging his tail at him. “Talk.” 
Philza wheezes. 


-<>Y<>- 


“You change outfits a /ot ,” Philza notes. 


Techno chuffs as he shrugs on a large maroon coat. “You’re not the 
one trying to figure out clothes for a new dimension.” 


“Ya got me there.” 

-<>¥Y<>- 

“Hey, those other people who live in the houses next to us were 
trying to ask me about my ‘husband’, is that the lady you pay house 
money to?” 

“No, no, they-” Philza hisses slowly as he pinches his brow. “They're 
probably asking about me, I'll go sort that out. Also don’t go around 
repeatin’ that, it’s the wrong word.” 

-<<>¥<>- 


There’s an odd noise outside. 


Techno opens the door and looks at the back of the house. Philza is 
lying haphazardly on the ground. 


“You fell off the roof again, didn’t you?” Techno flatly guesses. 


“My wings locked up,” Philza despairingly giggles. “Il thought | had a 
handle on it and the bastards just fuckin’ deny me . Prick.” 


“| think that’s a sign to pack it up for the day.” 
“ Probably .” 

-<>9Y¥<>- 

“PHILZA!” 


Philza may or may not have crashed into the door when he sprinted 
out, and no one can prove this. “ What’s going on, what happened, 


are you Okay -” 


Techno stands defensively from within a wide circle of birds, 
clutching a small bag of nuts and seeds. 


“WHAT DO THEY WANT FROM ME?” He barks with confusion. 
It’s fine. 

No one’s hurt. 

It’s just Techno and a bunch of birds. 

It’s okay, it’s okay, it’s okay. 

It’s okay. 


(If only his shaking wings and shell could catch up with his brain and 
stamp down the urge to shield, protect, defend the only friend he 
has.) 


“Phil?” His friend’s voice trails into a much softer tone. “You alright?” 
“It's-” Philza’s voice stutters just a bit when he remembers to breathe 
again. “Yeah. It’s fine. Just, uh-” Fuck, what were they talking about, 
fuck- “- birds , right. Just chuck some seeds at ‘em and they'll leave 
you alone.” 


Techno throws the seeds at the confused birds one at a time. 


“Get over here, ya big lug,” Philza snickers. “You’re doing it wrong.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


This is a double update! 


9. Who Broke It? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(I'm not mad, | just wanna know.) 


Techno is more articulate than his weird hoof hands suggest. 


(Must be the extra pair of thumbs. He’s got... a thumb on each side 
of his hand. Philza doesn’t Know what it says about him that it took 
being around other people again to realize that was weird.) 


He’s so articulate, in fact, that he can handle dishes, which is why 
they somehow ended up being trusted as dishwashers during some 
rich person’s ongoing Very Important Event With Many Guests. The 
ones they were dealing with weren't particularly fragile or 
mindbreakingly expensive- just the usual porcelain. 


It had lasted about a week until someone had startled Techno into 
flexing his hands so hard he shattered a plate in his hands. 


“You, uh-” Philza tentatively speaks up after Techno stares 
catatonically at the broken pieces in his palms. “You okay?” 


Techno’s eye twitches. “I broke it.” 


“That’s alright,” one of the full time servants assures. “It weren't part 
of a set, it can get replaced.” 


“No, no, | can’'t-” Techno takes a sharp breath. “/ need to go.” 


“Woah, woah, hey-” 


Before anyone can finish their words, Techno already disappears out 
the door. 


“Sorry,” Philza apologizes to the others. “I'll deal with it. Might need 
to carry on without us.” 


It's only a misunderstanding. He can almost imagine Techno 
dramatically talking about shattered pride, he’d mention that no, the 
only thing shattered was a plate, and they’d laugh about it and move 
on. 


... That’s not what happens. 


What does happen is that Philza finds Techno backed up into a wall 
and knocking his head into it, muttering under his breath. 


Philza isn’t exactly fluent in piglin, but the monotone chanting sounds 
suspiciously like prayer. (Or trying to head off a very persistent bully. 
It’s hard to tell.) 


So, like any totally reasonable and sane person suddenly finding 
someone trying to give themselves a concussion, Philza puts his 
hands in between Techno and the wall. He only shrieks a little when 
Techno bonks his head into said hands like a hammer. Just a little. (It 
hurt, okay?) 


“Philza. Why are you hurting yourself?” Techno dully asks, golden 
eyes fixed blankly into the wall. 


“Why are you hurting yourself?” Philza very cleverly argues back. 
“You're bashin’ yer head into the walls!” 


“| don’t have your fragile child face,” Techno deflects. “This doesn’t 
hurt.” 


“| do not have a-” Philza takes a breath. “Don’t dodge it. Why are you 
doing this?” 


“| was not supposed to fail,” Techno lowly whispers into the wall. 
“That was not supposed to happen. | needed to-” His hands flex for a 
moment. “-explain myself.” 


“Well of course it wasn’t your fault,” Philza reassures. “You got 
startled. It was an accident. | know you wouldn’t have done it on 
purpose.” 


“I Know,” Techno concedes. “But | still,” he punctuates with another 
headbutt into the walls, “needed to settle things down.” 


“Alright.” Despite Techno’s insistence, Philza still softly herds him 
away from the wall. “But you don’t need to be sorry about it forever, 
okay? Come back inside.” 


“Okay.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


This was part of a double update! 


10. lronwing 
Summary for the Chapter: 
A profile of things. 


Techno tries to be supportive with Philza’s ongoing wing situation. 
The man’s been functionally handicapped, after all, he needs help 
sometimes to do the things he normally should do on his own. 


Still. 


Techno can’t exactly follow the man around everywhere. 


Not that he doesn’t want to, sometimes. 


But that’s kind of the problem. 


There's this clinging iron scent hanging on his friend. He can’t quite 
place it. It’s... strange, it fee/s strange. He thinks he might remember 
that particular scent from when they first met, but it went down after 
a while. Or maybe he just stopped noticing it. 


But he definitely notices it again now, and sometimes he ends up 
banging his head into the doorframe when his feet carry him out the 
door after Philza for no damn reason at all. 


It feels like it should be an obvious answer, but there’s so many 
smells in these new worlds compared to the dry wasteland of the 
Nether, wrapped in air and clustered in water like uneven waves. It’s 
hard to parse the meaning behind all the new things he does not 
have a name for, least of all when they so constantly demand his 
attention with their novelties. 


It is not the chalkish, mineral scent of the shell on Philza’s wings. It is 
not cottons or threads or wools, it is not the scent of berries or roots 
or illicitly smuggled breads. 


It is not the petrichor that seems to cloak Sky and all its flying 
peoples, the wind-rain-soil-and-buried-fallen-leaves that musses 
Philza’s hair after a long clock’s worth of hesitantly successful gliding 
attempts and rough landings. 


lron clings on Philza’s wings like a beacon and it puts an edge in the 
back of Techno’s throat. 


-<>Y<>- 


lron clings on healers. It clings on the scuffed hands and knees of 
hard laborers, the meat of butchers. 


It clings on the cycle of broken feathers, growing like grass from the 
strange roots of their wings. 


This iron is blood, and when Philza next goes by the healer’s house, 
Techno... takes some space while he waits. Wanders off. 


He’s not- he’s not some kind of animal, for gods’ sake. He’s not 
going to snap like a hoglin over a stray blood feather. It’s just... so 
distracting. 


Philza is fine, he’s not hurt. This is simply the nature of wings, and 
it’s perfectly natural as long as no one goes and tries to shake him 
around. So, it’s fine. It would be rude for Techno to cling at Philza like 
a persistent phantom just for tasting iron in his throat. 


And when Philza comes back from his healer’s visit, a little worn out 
like he always is after, Techno will just so happen to have a small 
bundle of cloudberry tarts decidedly not made with grains. 


(He just gets hungry while he waits with all that iron sitting in his 
throat. That’s all.) 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Pigs! They have better noses than dogs 


(i did not make up cloudberries they are an actual thing i swear) 


11. The Case Study Of A Piglin 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The Technonose always technoknows. 


So Philza isn’t going to be going around calling himself the local 
piglin expert. Though in retrospect, he probably is the most expert 
person on piglins outside the Nether. 


..In the way that a one-eyed man with a cataract might be 
considered the local expert of sight in a giant cave with nothing but 
blind bats. 


There’s just a lot of shit he doesn’t know. And he knows that. 


He knows some things. He knows they both have decently good 
hearing (better than a human's, at least), and he knows there’s 
something a little fucked about piglin depth perception- Techno’s 
eyes never look strained, but he turns his head funny to look at 
things that are on the ground or close to him. 


Don't quote him on the eyes thing, though. Techno breaks out the 
glasses to read, sure, but Philza would probably have to do the 
same if he bothered reading anything smaller than a sign or not right 
in front of his face. (Honestly, if there was anything he really missed 


about Sky, it was not having to stand 4 blocks away from shit to read 
things. Fucking Overworld fonts.) 


That, and Philza’s pretty sure Techno borders having eyes on the 
back of his head. He just knows exactly when shit's behind him! 
Doesn't even have to turn his head! It’s unfair, is what it is. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Imagine having to turn your head to look right next to you,” Techno 
snarks. “Couldn't be me.” 


“Imagine not being able to read the signs on the next island over,” 
Philza pettily fires back. “Couldn’t be me.” 


“And you and your freaky eyes still have to turn your head all the 
way around to look at anything that isn’t in front of your face.” Techno 
snorts, milky golden eyes squinted with private amusement. “I get 
that I’m just built different or whatever, but none of the guys in the 
Overworld had to do that.” 


“I'll have you know | am perfectly average for an elytron.” 


“Sure, buddy.” 


“| will punch you in the throat, big man.” 


“Hah, if you can even reach me from down there.” 


“ll sear your chops, don’t fucking test me-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Okay, so maybe he’s a little of a piglin expert. At the very least he is 
an aspiring student working up his way to being a Technoblade 
expert. 


But it bears repeating, there’s just so much he doesn’t know. He gets 
lost sometimes. 


It doesn't frustrate him, per se. But he’s noticed that as he gets older, 
it nags at his head when there’s something he doesn’t understand, a 
conceptual gap in his growing ageless knowledge. It turns and 
churns, refusing to settle until it is solved. 


His newest puzzle? Sometimes Techno just knows where he’s been, 
or what he’s done during the day, without Philza having said a single 
word. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“You've been eating bread.” 


Philza blearily opens his eyes. “Whassit...” 


“Gods, you have,” Techno groans as he looks down at Philza. 
“You’re even in one of your weird food comas again.” 


Philza pulls his hat down over his head. “Ain't nothin’ wrong with 
that.” 


“That’s like, your fifth entire loaf this week!” Techno insists. “Where 
are you even getting all this bread? We haven't bought this many!” 


“| would never-” Philza starts, “- let you catch me,” he whispers. “And 
you have no proof. You saw nothing.” 


“You've been eating it with the olive oil, too,” Techno correctly 
accuses. “Is that where you got it from? Did the orchard pay you with 
bread? Is there some kind of...?” He squints as he waves around 
with his hand. “... weird stash being hoarded around like fire sticks-” 


“Kindling,” Philza tiredly corrects. 


“-like some kind of olive garden... bread... stick stash hiding in this 
house somewhere?” 


“No evidence,” Philza sleepily mutters. “Ffffffuck off.” 


“It's somewhere in that closet thing, isn’t it.” 


Philza finally shoots up. “Okay, how the fuck are you knowing all of 
this?” 


“Ah, so | was right,” Techno lightly responds. 


“No, no, hold on.” Philza stands up from his seat a little slower than 
he'd like, but whatever, he’s up now. “You never saw me doing any 
of that shit, how do you just know?” 


“Your disappointed ancestors told me,” Techno deadpans. 


“What-” 


“Haha, I’m kidding. That was a joke. I’m so good at comedy.” Techno 
pauses for a bit. “It was just very incredibly obvious because you are 
so terrible at hiding things.” 


“But you didn’t see me,” Philza presses. 


Techno tilts his head. “What would | need to see? You didn’t even try 
to hide the smells of anything.” 


Philza’s entire train of thought screeches to a stuttering halt. “The...” 
His ears flick with the pause. “...smells. ” 


“Yeah?” 


“Gods.” Philza slumps with defeat. “You’re a bloody hound, is what 
you are.” 


“| like dogs,” Techno brightly comments. 


“| know, mate.” 


“I’m going to confiscate the rest of the bread before you eat yourself 
into another bread coma.” 


“Wait, no, my BREAD-” 


12. Prizefighter 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Philza gets to have nice things. 


Techno goes out on his own quite a lot these days. 


It’s not a bad thing! Really, it’s not. They can’t always follow each 
other around all the time , and neither of them are exactly children in 
need of herding, in spite of the mutual insistence that the two of them 
together made two halves of a whole idiot. 


Techno is learning, and Philza is healing- it’s not a job well done 
quite yet, but it’s far enough along that they can manage on their 
own sometimes. 


The clopping of hooves hit the wooden floor in a steady pattern, a 
sure sign that Techno had arrived home back from whatever 
misadventures he was on. Philza smiles, a mug of milky tea clutched 
in his hands as he leaned against the counters of their small rather 
messy kitchen. 


Techno, for his part, hauls himself through the small door frame, 
holding a suspicious brown paper bag. Philza tries not to judge, of 
course, but still he squinted at it, trying to decipher its contents. 


“All that trouble for such a little thing?” Philza snorts as his friend 
stumbles into view. “What are you, a dyuers runner?” 


“Not the last time | checked, no,” Techno bluntly answers. “I assume 
that would be more your department.” 


“Notch in heaven, you will not let that go, will you?” Philza is not 
defensive. He is not. “I’m not runnin’ a whole-ass drug cartel in here, 
I’m just... Keeping up on my old skills. Never know when we might 
need the stuff.” 


Techno hums low and deep. “I’m sure. And the next time we'll be in 
need of an entire rainbow of dyuers colours to screw our emotions 
until the stars start falling out of the sky, I'll give you a letter.” 


“ Listen , there’s plenty of non-recreational uses for-” Philza stops 
himself. “You know what, no. I’m not debating you today, Mr. Library 
Man.” 


“It's true. I’m so good at knowledge.” 


“Seriously though, what's in the paper bag?” 


“Oh, you know. Just a little something.” Techno leans back all 
properly proud of himself. “I figured since you finally learned some 
restraint for once-” 


“We can’ all be fucking monks, Techno-” 


“-that we may as well reward good behavior and all that. So, | went 
and found some of that ciabatta or whatever.” The foreign word rolls 
like a trainwreck around Techno’s voice. “Because you have no 
standards and should eat better than whatever nearest grain labeled 
trash your eyes catch next.” 


“First of all, fuck you. | have great taste.” Nonetheless, Philza 
immediately zeroes in on the bag. “Second of all, thank you so much 
and | love you forever.” 


“The bakery place had these jars of stuff that can go with it,” Techno 
casually adds, setting down a glass jar of jam. “I have no idea what 
this is, but considering no one was rioting about the price tag it’s 
probably pretty good.” 


Hold on. 


Philza delicately grabs the jar, tilting his head every stupidly possible 
way like it'll make any of this more believable. “This is glow berries,” 
he notes incredulously. 


“Oh, is that what that says?” Techno asks all innocently like he 
doesn't look like the most smug motherfucker to walk the entire 
server. “Well golly gosh, you know it’s just so hard for me to read 
those fancy Script letters.” 


“Techno. Techno, that is so fucking expensive.” 


“Expensive. Mm. Yes. That’s definitely a word that | have now 
heard.” 


“This is the most expensive thing that | have ever held in my hands 
and now I’m kind of terrified.” 


“Haha, whoops.” 


“Where did you get the money to pay for this?” Philza half-wheezes. 
“| feel like | would have found out if you went and emptied half our 
savings in one fell swoop.” 


“Uhhhhh....” Techno squints lazily with thought. “...no, | don’t think | 
did. | just used my money.” 


A silence. 


“Techno,” Philza drags out the sound of his friend’s name. “Did you 
go and do something bad? Or dangerous? Possibly both? I’m not 
mad, | just wanna know.” 


“Mmm.” Techno taps a hoof on his snout. “Does getting paid to fight 
people count as dangerous?” 


“...[’m sorry, you what-” 


-<>Y<>- 


It starts with those wa/ks Techno would take when waiting around for 
Philza’s healer appointments to end, an attempt to walk away from 
the blood scent clinging in his throat. It wouldn't do to be /ike that in 
the presence of his friend. 


He looks down at his gloved hands, thumbing at the area under his 
palms where a new, miniscule cluster of four diamonds rests above 
his life marks. 


Philza had put him up to getting the new tattoos. It was some kind of 
inventory spell, just as useful as any ender chest- if a player could 
stomach the soul pain of getting it inked in and have the memory to 
use it properly. 


“Hey! You're that pigman that’s been walkin’ ‘round, innit?” 


Techno has to look down to see who’s talking to him. It’s one of 
those other Sky races- a dwarf, if he remembers correctly. A stout 
lady with dark, beady eyes squinting merrily behind her beard. 


Pigman. What a strange word. (And also wrong.) 


“Word’s been gettin’ about.” The dwarf bounces back and forth on 
her feet. “Says y’ can find a pigman in these parts trottin’ along to an 
elytron with big black busted wings.” 


“Did you want Philza for something?” Techno cautiously asks. 


799 


“| want you for somethin’,” the dwarf presses. She looks him up and 
down with an appraising motion. “Yer a big lad. Why don’t we go for 
a few rounds in the pit?” 


Blood? 
Blood pog? 
Fight? Fight for Me? 


Technowin for the technopit! 


“?’m not really feelin’ it,” Techno responds. “Sorry.” 


“Well hold on there! | can make it worth your while!” 


He stops. 


“What kind of worth are we talkin’?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“How long’s this been going on?” Philza warily asks. 


“Earlier this week,” Techno easily answers. “People in the crowd 
come up for the next round, and, well- some guys pay a /ot just to try 
and fight me.” 


“So that’s where you’ve been vanishing off to,” Philza realizes. 
“Getting caught in all those fighting bets.” He lets himself take a 
worried pause. “No one’s- no one’s been makin’ you do these fights, 
right?” 


“Not really?” Techno scratches at that mane of his that’s been slowly 
growing out over the course of their stay. “But it’s a Jot of money, and 
all those people keep starin’ at me for a good show, it’s- it’s hard to 
say no.” 


Philza’s answering hum warbles in the back of his throat. 


“Hey.” A reassuring smile pulls past Techno’s tusks. “It’s easy money 
for me, and | don’t turn down a good match. I'll be fine.” 


“If you’re sure.” 


“lam sure,” Techno insists. “Besides, there is one pretty good perk 
out of all this.” 


Philza raises his brow. “What’s that?” 


“The stupid look on your face when you saw that glow fruit stuff was 
so worth it.” 


Philza sputters past his laugh. “You’re absolutely intolerable, you 
know that?” 


“| don’t know what you’re talking about, I’m great.” 


"| can't believe you're just scamming the rich!" A pause. "Without me! 


"Yes, well, the next time some rich idiot bothers to warn me about 
wanting to fight, I'll be sure to tell you." 


"You fucking better." 


13. The Pigman 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Being famous. 


He’s not sure if there’s a word for this new hobby of his. 


(If it’s even his hobby at all. The scent of blood is just so distracting, 
and distraction breeds... problems. Wayward intent, perhaps.) 


But apparently, he’s really popular with the kids these days. 
Everybody wants a little look-see at the pigman, see how they 
measure up. (He’s starting to get why Philza wanted to live a little far 
out.) 


They flock around him like birds. Some of them are birds- it’s not just 
dwarves and elytron huddling around in the crowd, it’s all sorts of 
colorful moblins with winged arms, the mimicked shapes of parrots, 
eagles, bats, phantoms. 


He’s not sure what about him is so damn interesting. He is literally 
just some guy. But no, he’s all big and burly and scary looking and 
that means every young idiot who can afford to buy his time wants to 
know how long they can last against him in a quick match. 


And when he means every young idiot. He means every young idiot. 


He’s no charming long standing local but he knows for a fact that 
these guys can’t all be from the area- these tourists must have come 
from all over the server, maybe even farther than that. 


It’s... not... terrible. 


The scrutiny, that is. He is... acclimated to a certain level of scrutiny, 
his old life in the Nether already ensured that. He’s just not used to 
the scrutiny being so hungry. 


But it’s fine. 


It’s fine. 


They pay him money to fight, so it's not like they are making him do 
it. 


You keep away from anyone that tosses too much gold, shote, an 
old memory dares to resurface. One of these days they'll ask for 
something you can't give away. 


They’re only asking to fight. He can fight. What’s so wrong with that? 


No one’s getting hurt. (Permanently. ) 


There’s no harm. Everyone seems to want it. 


(Every punch and kick and scuffed drop of blood, and the chorus in 
his head sings.) 


-<>9Y<>- 


This time it was an older elytron, gruff in his way of speaking and 
built like an ox. A professional, he had said, a military veteran. 


He was different than the usual idiots. He fought hard. He fought 
smart. 


But not smart enough. 


He had a tic where his wings would twitch right when he was about 
to punch. The tell as clear as day to Techno's eyes. He had dodged 


every one of the punches that had swung his way, gracefully dancing 
around them. 


Blood for the blood god 
BLOOD FOR THE BLOOD GOD 
KILL HIM 


Eat him 


It was just so fascinating, that little tic, that it gave him a fun little 
theory to test. And he was right. Hit an elytron square at the base of 
their shell, and their wings snap open, destroying their momentum 
and balance. The victory had been easy after that. 


(But not perfect.) 


The man had gotten angrier, his movements became more erratic. 
Techno did not see the kick that came his way, knocking his balance 
out. 


A predictable punch did not make for a predictable kick. Of course it 
wouldnt. 


Sloppy. 


Technolose 
Technolame 


You-didn’t-even-watch-the-legs-and-now-you’ve-caught-a- 
crit 


Disappointing. 


“Don’t make fun of me,” he mutters under his breath, diving at the 
man’s legs to knock him out of the ring. 


The man yelps as his balance was thrown, his wings fluttering 
violently as he ungracefully fell to the ground outside of the ring 
landing on his right wing. 


Philza broke his right wing, his mind unhelpfully supplied. Techno’s 
right eye twitched and watched as the man got up, flexing the freshly 
battered limb. Not broken then. 


“That was quite the show, pigman,” The man conceded, handing 
over a large sack of miscellaneous coinage. “Didn’t think one of your 
kind could fight with such... intelligence.” 


The piglinss vague snort of acknowledgement reads more like a 
growl, even as he politely bows his head. 


-<>Y<>- 


Someone small grabs his hand. 


“Please, miss’er!” Some... cat moblin, or something like that, taps at 
his hand with their tiny paws. “Some animal went and spooked my 
bee farm and now one of them’s gotten stuck in the fence. Do ya 
reckon you'd be good to help me get it out?” 


“What type of animal?” he levelly asks. 


“| reckon it must have been someone’s mule, maybe, but the poor 
bee! If it stays stuck too long it’s bound to starve!” 


He sighs. “Alright.” 


A bee, it turns out, is this weird fat flying thing with big shiny eyes 
and not a single brain cell to its name. The fluffy, flower dusted body 
struggles ineffectually in his grasp only to forget its grievance the 
exact moment it gets free of him. 


“Goodness,” the moblin sighs. “I thought it might have been too late, 
almost.” Their tail swishes as they look around. “I really should give 
you something. It was dreadful to pull you along all this way, but | 
was a bit desperate.” 


“It’s fine-” 


“| insist.” 


And that’s how he ended up with a full bundle of honeycomb to 
confuse Philza with when he got home. It was, by far, the least he’d 
ever been paid for anything. 


But it was also... kind, in some way. 


A small trifle for his precious time. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Huh.” Techno sits in the chair on the porch by himself, staring at a 
gift he doesn’t understand. “I feel sad.” 


14. The Monster Called Freedom 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Poppy and the monster. 


He was walking home when a regal looking woman approached, a 
honeyed smile on her lips. 


The smiles of the Nether are pulling, raking things. Subtle lines 
forced to carve past the protrusions of tusks, they are either 
horrifyingly wide or practically invisible. 


The smiles of the Overworld and Sky are... smoother. Dangerous. 
Uneasy. Layered. The painted face of this lady is no different. 


“Excuse me fine sir, may | have a moment of your time?” 


You’re already taking it and you know it. “You’re hardly dressed for a 
fight,” Techno says instead. “Most of your kind favor fairness, last | 
checked.” 


“Oh no, no, no,” she chuckles, “ / won't be fighting.” She moves to 
the left slightly, revealing a skinny rabbit moblin. “ They are.” 


The rabbit moblin went still, eyes wide with fear, ears sticking straight 
up. 


Prey. 
It’s just standing there. 


KILL IT (they all want you to) 


The lady prattles on, unknowing (or simply uncaring ) of the distress 
that little sentence caused. “They unfortunately were being soo... 
very chatty this morning, and | was wondering if you would kindly 
teach them a quick lesson. I'll pay you for your time and service, of 
course.” 


He blankly stares past his prospective opponent. “People come to 
me to challenge themselves, not to be taught .” 


“May you make an exception this one time, my dear?” The lady 
sweetly asks. “You must understand this servant is out of line and 
your skills are legendary .” The lady pulls out a silk purse and pulls 
out a small sack of gold. “The payment is worth it, | assure you. But if 
you refuse... then | would have to tell the guards about the pigman 
who's harassed me, a poor innocent elytron.” 


Blood for the blood god 


Blood for the blood god 
Kill it. 
KILL IT 


Techno squints, a slight sigh pulling from his snout. “If | must.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Poppy didn’t mean it. They hadn’t meant to speak out of turn. They’d 
only wanted to know Mistress’ schedule for the day! They'd only 
been curious! 


Poppy didn’t know, they didn’t know, / didn’t know, | didn’t know, | 
didn’t see anything | swear | swear- 


But Mistress had quite enough of Poppy, it seems. She saw fit to 
drag Poppy out into the streets for a very special trip. And now they 
were in front of the monster the Mistress had been gossiping about. 


Poppy knows they are small, but this- this hellsoawn towers like a 
bear. He could snap Poppy’s legs in one hand. And if Mistress pays 
him enough gold, maybe he might. There have been stories that the 
pigman is sick with gold, coveting it so harshly that it runs in his very 
blood. 


The Mistress’ smile turned into a venomous smirk. “You may eat 
them if you wish. | have been wanting to get rid of this one. Release 
contracts are so troublesome, anyways.” 


His faded stare is so blank he may as well have been blind. “I see.” 


One shining black hoof steps closer, and Poppy unconsciously steps 
back, trembling. 


“Please,” Poppy hears themself say. “Mercy, Mistress, | won’t- | won't 
ever speak again, please.” 


“Now, now, Poppy,” Mistress innocently scolds. “You know it’s too 
late for that now. | gave you far too many chances. Besides, there’s 
no telling what our dear business partner might do if | try to take you 
back now.” 


Apparently that’s all the permission that monster needs. With a few 
quick strides, he looms over Poppy, leaning close as his hand grasps 
at their head. 


“Play dead,” a toneless voice mutters too low for Mistress to hear. 


With no more warning than that, a hooved hand shoves Poppy’s 
head into the ground, the motion punctuated by a rattling, hound-like 
growl. There’s a dull, empty cracking sensation in Poppy’s skull. 


(But they’re alive.) 


“My apologies for making it so sudden, my lady.” The large palm 
practically engulfs Poppy’s face, smothering their panicked gasps. 
“The noise was getting distasteful.” 


“An understandable reaction,’ Mistress’ voice floats somewhere 
unseen. “You're certainly nothing if not efficient.” 


There’s a sickeningly sweet small talk for a few moments, the sound 
of coin changing hands. Broad arms suddenly pick Poppy from off 
the ground like a doll. 


“Turn your face to me,” the voice whispers again. “Act like you could 
be asleep.” 


The both of them are moving rather quickly, now- or rather, he is, far 
more quickly than is fair for his size. Poppy doesn’t know how far 
they went, but eventually they reach some quieter area. 


“Excuse me?” The voice calls out. “We’re gonna need a stew, this 
one hit their head.” 


What? 


Poppy dares to open their eyes, and they've been taken... to a small 
stall. A vendor places a wooden bowl of stew on the table. 


“| didn’t have any potions on me.” The pigman’s voice almost 
sounds... apologetic. “But you did hit your head. This was the 
closest place | could think of.” 


Gingerly, he places Poppy down into the seat, watching with an 
unnatural focus as they warily scarf down the food. 


“...You were supposed to kill me,” Poppy finally says. 


“Your boss said | could eat you,” he says. “I simply chose not to.” 


He looks down a little more, taking in the shock on Poppy’s face. 


“Gods, kid,” he wearily sighs, heavy brows furrowing tiredly. “I 
wouldn't have done that for real. | know I’ve got some kind of 


reputation, but-” He cuts his words off with a short huff. “Whatever. 
Think what you want.” 


“I’m sorry,” Poppy’s voice wavers. 


“You were scared. It’s alright.” He turns around in his seat to face 
them. “You got anywhere else to go?” 


Poppy only shakes their head. 


The pig lets out another tired noise. After a brief moment, he 
summons a parcel of coin, and his shoulders only twitch a little when 
he pushes the entire thing toward Poppy. 


“Your lady's fee,” he bluntly offers. “We’re in a market district and 
there’s an airship dock twelve chunks south of here. Buy a new set 
of clothes and get out before someone checks if | ate you or not.” 


“Why are you doing this?” Poppy warily asks. 


“When the gods send me to hell, | want them to hesitate.” He snorts. 
“| don’t need a reason. Get out of here, forget about me, go die of old 
age or something. | hear the kids are into that kind of stuff these 
days.” 


“... Thank you.” 


The man actually stills at the words. For a split moment, the 
expression on his gruff face could have been in shock. 


“You're welcome,” his small voice haltingly offers back. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


And he never saw them again. 


15. The Beast 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Shall we play a game? 


Technoblade never loses. 


But not every fight is perfect. 


Today, he stumbles into a stall that’s learned to treat him like an old 
friend, ordering a quick stew to fix the bloody crack in his snout 
before he comes home. 


He doesn’t remember how he got it. He was... standing in front of 
another fight, it had only been another fight, but then the chorus in 
his ears had this odd ring to it 


And then the fight was over. 


And there was a bloody crackle in his snout. 


He wonders if he should worry about that. 


Philza doesn’t need to know about this, a stray thought sings, and by 
the time he gets home he doesn’t remember why his nose aches. 


-<>Y<>- 


Sometimes there’s only one fight a day. 


Sometimes there’s no fights at all. 


Sometimes... 


..sometimes it starts to blend together. 


Sometimes there’s a fight, and then that fight has a crowd. And then 
someone in that crowd wants to be the next round. 


And then another. 


And another. 


And who is Techno to deny the crowd? 


It’s... it’s alright. It’s what they want, isn’t it? (And oh, his head, how it 
sings for it.) 


More 


We need more 


Kill 


Kill them 


Keep going 


Break them 


More 


MORE 


MORE 


He should- he should stop. He’s never been out this late, he- 


DON’T STOP 


MORE 


KILL THEM ALL 


“Ay!” A trio of bird moblins steps into the impromptu ring of the 
crowd. “How ‘bout a triple match, big man? Think you can square 
up?” 


“l-” need it, | need it, do it, do it, do it DO IT “-| shouldnt,” he 
chokes out. “We shouldn't drag this out.” 


“Come on!” The ringleader- some kind of bright red bird- chirps 
indignantly. “Just one go! We'll pay extra, honest! Full price per 
head!” 


OR | COULD JUST TAKE YOUR HEADS. “Or you could just come 
back another clock, kid. | don’t feel like pulling overtime.” 


The ringleader squints. “Double price then?” 


The surrounding crowd mutters with increased interest. 


“Is-” Techno’s words flounder briefly. “-is that really gonna be worth 
your coins-” 


“PLL MATCH IT!” A voice in the crowd cuts in. 


“Come on, be a sport about it!” 
“Hell, /’// add another head price to it!” 


“Let’s see some fucking feathers fly, huh?” 


It’s the voice of the fighters and the voice of the crowd and the rise 
and the rise and the rise and the rise 


Until something hungry slips out of his mouth like a 
challenge. 


“ll pluck you all like chickens.” 


-<>Y<>- 


He doesn’t 


Why does 


This has never happened before. He 
feels, 


strange. Something’s happening but it’s happening to... someone 
else. (But also himself? Why does it-) 


-mostly feels like falling. Or maybe like flying. 


Someone's laughing (he’s laughing) 


What’s so funny? (Must be all the blood, BLOOD IS HILARIOUS) 


It doesn’t... feel... good. It doesn't feel... bad? It just is. 


This is his body. 


These are his movements. 


These are his senses. 


It feels like nothing. Like being about to fall asleep, but never quite 
getting there. 


His nose flares with ground rock sky iron iron? Bloo d bLOOD 
BLOOD BLOOD 


“HEY! 


BLOOD BLOOD BLOOD BLOODBLOODBLOOD 


“What in the skies is all this? What are you people doing with this 
man?” 


“Oi , buzz off, there’s a fuckin’ match-” 


“Like bloody hell there is. That man is in no shape to fight.” 


“It’s just a bit of fun.” 


“Sick lot of fun you jack offs are getting out of this. | mean look at the 
state of him, he’s clear out of his mind!” 


“BUZZ OFF- o-oh uh your lordship.” 


“And a good day to you, gentlemen. Now get the fuck off of my land.” 


“What-” Gods, he feels like a drunk, why’s his head so sideways? 
“Wha’s goin’ on...” 


There’s a new... person smell thing. Frost furs leather silver stone. 


“| can’t believe this... sir? Can you hear me?” 


Why would someone talk to him? No one- no one talks to him while 
he’s working, no one would... 


There were hands on his shoulders, but not in an act of aggression. 
“Sir?” 


Speaking hands and frost-furs-leather-silver-stone 


Grey eyes. 


“You weren't in the match,” Techno laboriously articulates. 


“And a damned good thing | wasn't,” the stranger mutters. “Clearly it 
was getting far too out of hand.” The stranger's face pulls with a 
distasteful grimace. “They were starting to draw weapons on you. | 
don’t know what you signed on for, but | doubt it involved that.” 


“Oh.” Techno slowly blinks. “Okay.” 


The stranger huffs out a brief laugh. “Not quite, but that'll do.” His 
gaze gains a more scrutinizing edge. “You weren't so/d into that 
sordid business, were you? If those blasted slave carters have 
figured out how to keep piglins, we’ve got a whole other problem on 
our hands.” 


Piglin. Not pigman. 


“No.” Techno flexes his hands experimentally. “No, it was- people 
find me. To fight them. And other people... watch. It was good 
money.” 


“Except for that last match,” the stranger gently points out. 


Techno shrugs. “That’s just how it is.” 


“No,” the stranger corrects. “It’s not. That self-serving riff-raff wouldn't 
know proper sport if it went right under their noses.” 


Techno’s head is still reeling from that fight. Gods, what the hell was 
that? The chorus never took hold of him like that before- he’s still not 


sure it did at all. It was... 


...ltwas just him. That was just him, and they sang for it. 


“What, and you do?” Techno finally says. 


The stranger smiles. “You could say I’m something of an expert on 
good games.” The stranger stands, offering out his hand. “Tell you 
what. Let me sort you out, make sure you've had something to eat. 
And if you’re up for it, I'll show you what a real match looks like. No 
tricks. No blood. No crowd. Just fair play between friends.” 


“Friends?” 


“In order to play well, a person must know their opponent, after all.” 
The stranger tilts his head. “There’s a kind of closeness to it that 
rivals any good friendship, so why separate the two? I’ve found it’s 
quite good practice to make friends out of rivalries, no matter how 
temporary.” 


“| guess that makes sense,” Techno concedes. “But speaking of a 
person knowing their opponent, may | have your name?” 


“Well,” the stranger waves his hand flippantly, “it wouldn’t mean 
anything to you, I’m sure, but | suppose it’s only fair. Elijah Beast at 


your service. May the best man win.” 


Techno nods. “May the best man win.” 


16. The Long Way Home 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Worry, or lack thereof. 


The walkways of Zephyros Island are so unsettlingly pristine that 
Techno can barely stand to walk on them. There’s barely a scrape of 
dust or dirt anywhere on the perfectly shaped tiles, every roadside 
plant perfectly trimmed to be noticeable, yet not quite obtrusive. 


Elegantly garish in its very pursuit for simplicity. 


Elijah walks with confidence, heeled boots clacking on the stone like 
he owns the place, and maybe he does. He looks, at the very least, 
at place , which is more than Techno could say for himself with his 
blood matted fur and red stained shirt. 


(Unfortunate. The shirt was his favorite.) 


The wary stares were nothing new, not really, but the flavor of the 
judgement of Zephyros had a different tinge to it- abject terror and 
conceptual shock, a stark difference compared to Elijah’s own soft 
resting smile. The whiplash alone could have punched Techno’s gut 
if it could. 


But still, silent shock remained simply that- inactive observance. No 
one really stopped them as Elijah herded them to some unknown 
destination, weaving into an alley that Techno wouldn’t’ve noticed if it 
wasn't for the garishly pink sign with the words in a barely readable 
Script font. Cafe Eloquina. Those are certainly words that he’s 
reading with his eyes. Yes indeed. 


The door was no less humble , being an equally ostentatious pink. 
Elijah turns to Techno and nods as he opens the door with a slight 
bow. “After you.” 


Techno grunts vaguely and ducks into the cafe, absently noting the 
confused expression of the waiter that stood next to the door. 


The actual interior of the place fails to escape the eye-popping pink 
of the outside, but at least here it is undercut with a calm sort of blue 
that almost makes it normal. (Almost.) 


The waiter’s eyes glanced at Elijah, coming back to something 
vaguely resembling composure. 


“Your lordship. A pleasure to see you as always.” The waiter 
inevitably wanders back to Techno’s own jarring presence. “Are you 
dining with this... um... fine sir as well?” 


“Of course,” Elijah easily responds, as if there was nothing more 
obvious. “A seat on the upper floor, if you would.” 


Oh boy. The place has multiple floors. Techno’s never really cared 
that much for the weird sort of pride people get over their own 
money, but damn. He feels poor for daring to exist here. 


He follows Elijah anyway (taking extra care to not fall on stairs that 
were just a tiny bit too steep) into a large room with a singular table 
situated by a large grand window. Elijah sits at the head of the table, 
motioning for Techno to do the same. 


“Usually, this room is used for more formal business,” the elytron 
casually admits, “but | thought it would be better for us to talk 
privately without any crowds. And, well- the view here /s quite 
marvelous.” Elijah’s snowy white wings flutters with appreciation for 
the skyline. 


“Uh, yeah.” Very eloquent. I’m so good at words. 


Everything about this situation is weird and foreign. Here he is, a 
good few tickets out from home at minimum, at the vaguely kind 
whims of some elytron lord he’s never met, who seems to have no 
particular aim except knowing him. 


It’s an oddly nostalgic scenario somehow, though Techno cannot for 
the life of him place why. 


“| apologize for those elytron that were taking advantage of you,” 
Elijah starts. “] assure you we are not all like that. They can be 
charged if you wish?” 


And now there’s favors coming into play. Interesting. “They backed 
off. As long as they don’t try it again, | don’t really care.” Techno’s 
hands scratch at his ruined shirt. “Il guess I'll have to take a break 
from that side job for a bit, though. People were getting a little too 
pushy for how much they were paying.” 


Elijah grimaced. “There are more official ventures if you want to 
continue. Fights sponsored by the Hypixel, for example.” 


“PIL look into it,” Techno noncommittally assures. “I can fight, but the 
whole crowd pleasing thing really isn’t my style. | only got into it 
‘cause someone asked first.” 


“Unfortunate, indeed. Hopefully it doesn’t tarnish your memory of 
Sky too much. | promise there’s more to this place than the coins 
people toss at everything.” 


“Well, Sky ain’t too bad,” Techno allows. “Il came here with a friend, 
he showed me all the pretty parts he remembers.” 


Elijah laughs. “You must have quite the story to tell, having ended up 
so far from home. Drop by a scholar some time, they'd chomp at the 
bit to meet someone like you.” 


“What would scholars like about me?” Techno drily asks. 


“What could they not?" Elijah insists. “You’re absolutely fascinating 
even on a surface level, not to say the current dark age in Nether 
studies-” 


-<>Y<>- 


It's been a whole clock now since Techno’s left the house. 


He’s never been out for that long, before. He’s- he’s always come 
back. 


He’s never gone like this. 


Techno’s fine. Techno’s a god-damned adult, for fuck’s sake, he can 
manage himself without someone breathing down his neck! 


(But he’s gone.) 


He’s never just... gone. He always- he always comes back- 


Unless he’s left, a fragile thought whispers, settling around him like 
an old cloak, as familiar as the wings on his back. He could have just 
left and never came back, and we’d never know, would we? 


“He wouldn't do that,” Philza whispers into the empty house. “You 
fucking idiot. He left his book.” 


It’s not like he needs that little diary anymore. (Or us, for that matter.) 


“Please,” he half begs his errant thoughts. “Don’t do this. Not right 
now.” 


...He should check anyway. Techno must have just lost track of the 
time, that’s all. He tends to go through the same areas, there’s only 
so many places he could have lost his focus. 


Maybe Techno will just be at the library. There was the one time he 
got accidentally locked in because he didn't pay attention to closing 
time. 


It’s fine, Philza says to himself as he gets his coat. 


It’s fine, Philza says to himself as he runs into the street 


It’s fine, Philza says to himself as he overhears a conversation about 
the pig brute in the town square- 


“What happened in the town square?” His head sharply whirls 
around, zeroing in on the passing cardinal moblin that had uttered 
the phrase. “What's happened, was- was anyone hurt?” 


| fucking wish,” the bird man whines. “After all the trouble we went 
through getting that pigman to stop being a prude about it and take a 
real fight, this big pompous elytron lord swoops on down from his 
noble roost or whatever and kills the match!” 


“What happened to the piglin?” he presses. 


The moblin scoffs flippantly. “The fuck if | know-” 


The talons of Philza’s hands curl roughly into the shoulders of the 
smaller man. “What happened to him?” he asks again, feathers 
loudly rattling under his shell with a rising hiss. 


The moblin’s eyes widen fearfully, the crest on his face puffing 
defensively. “Prime’s sake, calm the fuck down, pops! Ain’t nobody 
knows where the big log’s been hauled off to. Last anyone saw was 
a snowy elytron herdin’ him off to Zephyros!” 


Fuck. 


Zephyros. Exceedingly rich, exceedingly guarded, exceedingly 
private. lf someone wanted to hide Techno there... 


...well. They could pull it off. Everyone on that blasted island’s paid 
far too much for their silence to ever talk. 


But that isn’t going to stop him. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“-and that’s the entire history we have of the Nether at the moment.” 
Elijah prattled on as Techno munched on a rather delicate purple 
coloured profiteroles. “Pitifully short as it is.” 


“A lot of it is pretty wrong,” Techno notes. 


“Exactly!” Elijah insists. “I’m coming from the highest education Sky 
can offer, and even my knowledge has so many gaps. | know you're 
only one man, but you offer a unique primary source of information. 
What little you do know could offer leaps and bounds in our 
understanding of the Nether, and of your people.” 


“Most of the people here don’t seem very interested in understanding 
my people.” 


“That's because they don’t know there is something to understand,” 
Elijah corrects. “l think you could change that! Even if only a little.” 


“That's a bit of a high pressure job,” Techno uneasily laughs. 


“Forgive me for acting so invested,” Elijah self-chidingly chuckles. 
“?’m not saying you have to change the world, friend. But you’ve got 
a unique perspective, and you have the opportunity to use that 
perspective to change what’s around you, if only for a while.” There’s 
a wistful edge to Elijah’s eyes as he raises his glass. “Wouldn't we all 
dream to be something so grand?” 


“Huh.” Techno stares down into his tea, a haunted thoughtfulness 
crossing his face. “Wouldn't we all.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


He doesn’t really remember how long he looked. That stretch of time 
was a focused haze that never lifted until he saw Techno out of the 
corner of his vision and made such a straight beeline for the man 
that he nearly bonked himself into a window in the process. (Damn 
rich neighborhoods and their weird colorless glass. It’s a fucking 
invisible hazard is what it is.) 


Techno Techno Techno Techno Techno Techno, 


“Techno!” he tries not to shout too loud. “Techno?” 


Techno looks up from the parcel in his hands, a hollow glaze over his 
eyes. “Philz.” 


“Are you alright?” Philza can’t quite stop his hands from hovering 
and fussing over his friend, a warbled stress rising in his throat. “Oh , 
your shirt, it's been ruined- where did you get so much blood on you- 
and your face-” 


“| got a tiny cake,” Techno randomly blurts. “I thought you would like 
it.” 


Philza’s grip on Techno’s shirt slackens. Then he bubbles into tired 
giggles. 


“Of course you did,” he sighs. “Come on, let’s just- let’s just go 
home.” 


“Okay.” 


And yes, maybe, maybe Philza grabs Techno’s hand this time 
around, because who even fucking knows where they'll lose 
eachother next time. 


“Where were you?” he tries to casually ask. “You were out so late. 
Did you get lost?” 


“This weird rich guy found me after my fights and wanted to eat food 
with me. We talked about libraries.” Techno squints. “He also invited 
me to some other place later? I’m still not sure what’s up with that.” 


“So a guy just pulled you along for a date.” Philza slumps with relief. 
“Jeez. | was so worried, | kept hearing that one of your fights went 
wrong or something. Bad rumors, | guess. What was up with that, 
anyway? Did you just catch a sore loser?” 


“|...” Techno’s voice trails off. “... oh. | don’t know.” 


“What do you mean, you don’t know?” 


Techno shrugs. “I don’t really know what happened in the last fight. | 
think I- | was trying to go home, but then these bird guys showed up 
and then-” He runs a hand over his head. “-I| don’t know. The fight 
was gone, and that guy was there. He was nice.” 


“Uh-uh.” Philza tries to keep his voice as level as possible. “Anything 
else?” 


“The guy said the fighters were tryin’ to pull knives on me. Which-” 
Techno tilts his head. “-| don’t really remember that part, but I’m 
pretty sure that actually happened.” 


“Holy shit, really?” His head cranes around the stains of Techno’s 
shirt again, as if this time he’d suddenly find a great gaping stab 
wound. “Are you okay?” 


“Sure.” Techno blankly looks down at Philza. “It’s pretty much just 
like the Nether. Except this time | get paid when people try to beat 
me up. I’m used to it, | guess.” 


There wasn't a single speck of panic or concern in Techno’s voice. It 
was about as passionate as someone boredly reading a newspaper. 
His own life and he - 


Philza sucks in a breath. Not now. 


“You’re walking really fast,” Techno idly notes. “Are you in a hurry?” 


“It's late,” Philza mechanically responds. “I just want to get us home.” 


And that had been that. 


The city was beautiful the whole walk back and Philza didn't 
remember a second of it. The walk home passes in something 
vaguely resembling companionable silence, until the exact moment 
that Philza can barely even unlock the door because his fucking 
hands won't stop shaking. 


“Hey,” Techno hesitantly sounds as they go inside, “are you feeling 
alright, you-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno’s entire body goes stock still as it registers the sudden 
weight around him. 


The iron vice of arms that can’t quite wrap around his body, of talons 
curling into the fabric of his shoulders. 


Black wings, drowning the both of them like a shared cloak. 


“| can’t-” He feels feathers shift against his back as Philza’s voice 
hitches. “/ was-” 


“Phil...” 


“I’m just glad you're alright,” Philza’s voice shakes into Techno’s 
chest. “Let’s just- let’s just go to bed. | think we’ve done enough for 
today.” 


“Okay.” Hesitantly, Techno lets his head rest on Philza’s. “Okay.” 


17. The Silence 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Why are you so upset? 


The next couple of clocks were smothered in an uncomfortable 
silence. 


The silence- the silence itself was not so strange. On their own, 
neither Techno or Philza were exactly the peak of social mingling. If 
there wasn’t anything in particular that came up, many times they 
simply... didn’t talk. When traveling in the Overworld, entire days 
would pass this way, a companionable silence broken by 
noncommittal calls for attention. 


This was not that silence. 


Neither of them had gone out for a bit, there was no need. But Philza 
had gotten odd. His wings always out as he half huddled inside 
them, listlessly busied over everything and nothing. Mechanical. 
(Distant?) 


Techno hadn't realized that he’d gotten used to Philza’s idle noise 
until it had suddenly vanished. 


“You're upset.” 


If Philza is surprised by the broken silence, he doesn’t show it, 
blankly staring back at him. “Am |?” 


“Well, uh-” Techno’s snout twitches through a line of vaguely 
uncomfortable expressions. “It kind of... feels like you are.” 


“Okay.” Philza takes another damn bite of whatever bread he’s gone 
and impulsively bought this time, and he doesn't even look like he 
enjoys it. “Why do you care?” 


What? Why would- “Because,” Techno sputters for a moment, 
“because you're... upset.” 


“And?” 


“And- and it-” 


Confuses- 


Frightens- 


Worries- 


(Terrifies?) 


“...| don't like that you're upset,” Techno haltingly concludes. “Il want 
to Know why you're upset.” 


“You want to know why /’m upset,” Philza scoffs. “So it doesn’t even 
matter until | start caring about it, alright then.” 


“| don’t understand?” 


“| know,” Philza wearily concedes. “| Know you don’t get it, but-” He 
hisses under his breath. “Fuck, that’s literally the entire problem, isn't 
it?” 


“Did I-” Techno squints with uncertainty. “-did | do something?” 


“IT’S-” Philza’s shout rises before cutting down again. “/t’s- it’s what 
you don’t do, alright? It’s like half the time | care about you more 
than you do!” 


“... Heh?” 


“LIKE THE FUCKING-” Philza digs his hands into his hair. “The 
fucking- that side job you kept disappearing off for?” 


“| told you about that,” Techno hesitantly points out. “You knew about 
that.” 


“| thought you-” Another odd noise. “/ don’t know what | thought, |- | 
guess | just fucking assumed you were doing some normal games 
work, not- not- not getting GANGED ON IN THE STREETS!” 


Techno frowns, leaning back at the sudden shout. “I stopped.” 


“And | know that, but-” Philza’s wings shudder with a quiet rattle. 
“You were getting beaten up multiple times a week and | didn't even 
know about it until | had to find out from someone else that you were 
almost- a bloody fucking crowd full of knives and - DO YOU EVEN 
CARE THAT YOU- YOU COULD...” 


Philza’s voice dives down to a tremor. 


“,.. you could have died.” 


“But | didn’t?” Techno confusedly offers. 


“But you COULD HAVE,” Philza stresses. “And you didn’t even care. 
You still don't, even now.” 


Techno crosses his arms. “It's my life,” he mutters tonelessly. “My 
lives. What does it matter?” 


Philza freezes, the constant movement of his stress cut short. Eyes 
locked in place, he barely even seemed to breathe. 


Time could have stopped and there would have been no difference. 


“What does it matter,” Philza disbelievingly trembles, “if you die and | 
don’t even know it?” He laughs unsteadily. “If one day | wake up, and 
you're just gone and I-” 


His voice trails off. His hands fall carelessly to his sides. His wings, 
which had spent his entire rant flared tensely outward, simply sag 
like discarded fabric. 


“| suppose it doesn’t matter,” he whispers to himself. “lf that’s- if 
that’s really how you feel about it.” 


Techno hesitantly reaches out. His hand is shrugged off by a solid 
curtain of wings. 


“I’m sorry,” Philza tiredly recites as he backs away. “I shouldn't have 
shouted, that’s not my right, I'll-’ His sigh shakes. “I'll leave you 
alone.” 


“Phil-” 


“| don’t want to fight,” Philza listlessly says. “Just- just forget it.” 
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Techno haltingly raps his hand against the wall. “Hullo.” 


Philza startles, wings puffing loudly. “Techno -” 


He stops. His feathers smooth down. He breathes. 


“Hey, mate,” he finally settles with. 


“I’m going out in a few tocks,” Techno says. 


“Okay.” 


“It’s- it’s not for work,” Techno adds. “I'll be back by six clicks.” 


“Do what you want,” Philza barely breathes. 


“Okay.” Techno nods his head before he leaves. “Goodbye, Philza.” 


“Bye,” Philza weakly repeats. 


And then Technoblade is gone. 


Philza gets out of bed. 


He wanders to the kitchen, sitting in the chair of this... 


...tiny, 


tiny home. 


He leans his body against the table, burying his head haphazardly in 
his arms. He takes a moment to laugh absently at the imperfections 
of the old, knotted wood dominating his blurry field of vision. 


(And he cries.) 


18. The Ring 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Yours, if you let it. 


Techno doesn’t know if it’s a Sky thing, an elytron thing, or a rich 
person thing. 


But damn. 


This Elijah guy has a really big house. 


Seriously, it’s like a tiny castle or something. Not quite in materials, 
but in scale. Tall and wide, grand vaulted ceilings, trails of gentle 
chimes strung along the gates with gentle sounds that seem to give 
the chorus in his head all too much invitation. 


You could hide a body in there 
At least twelve (12) bodies. 


There’s even a moat (it’s a pit) it’s a moat 


“I’m pretty sure that’s just one of those pond things Philza was 
talking about.” Techno looks down into the water. “I’m seein’ fish in 
there.” 


cHiLdRen ThRoWiNg A FiT? PuT ‘eM iN ThE PIT!!! 


“Great,” Techno mutters to himself, “so it’s gonna be one of those 
days.” 


He won't go out of the way to call himself an expert on the whole /ife 
and times of the rich, but he’s got a nagging suspicion that this 
house is probably... at least a little weird, compared to other places 
like it. 


There’s a lot of activity in the halls, people flitting in and out of way 
too many storage rooms carrying all sorts of things he doesn’t quite 
have a name for. (He’s pretty sure he saw a few mob cages. 
Whack.) There’s people who seem to be pretty clearly in charge of 
everyone else, but they’re dressed in the same practical clothes the 
servants are, and... 


...N0 one’s being weird about him. 


Sure, there’s the usual stares, but it doesn’t have quite the same 
tinge of fearful shock like normal. His presence barely seems to 
register against the backdrop of eccentricity everyone else is already 
dealing with on a constant basis. The stray piglin wandering around, 


apparently, just doesn’t hit the same as the taxidermied dragon 
floating up in the rafters. 


Speaking of the dragon in the rafters. 


“Hello again, friend!” Elijah, who is apparently an insane person, is 
hanging off the dragon’s head. “Hopefully it wasn’t too much trouble 
finding the place.” 


“Uh... No?” Techno’s eyes briefly wander to some bookish fellow- 
another house servant(?)- decked out in a full rainbow coat of 
murderously disorienting patterns. “It- it was a bit hard to miss, to be 
honest.” 


“Ah, well- you know.” Elijah pauses. “Actually, do you know?” He 
frowns for a moment before waving away the thought with his 
flapping hands. “Nevermind all that! May as well get down to 
business.” 


Techno’s still not used to the way all these flying folks just walk off of 
things. No jumping, no bracing of any kind- Elijah simply walked off 
his latest perch like a person might walk out their front door, 
carelessly falling to the ground below. Even with the short broad 
wings snapping out to cushion his descent, it’s a bit alarming to look 
at. 


“So.” Techno awkwardly coughs into his hand like the action could 
disguise his brief heart attack. “This game of yours.” 


Elijah claps his hands together. “Yes, that! I’ve got just the thing in 
mind, we’ll have to take it to one of the other rooms.” 


(Other rooms, because apparently it’s normal for some people to 
have a hundred useless rooms ready to be filled with whatever 
nonsense people feel like. Alright then.) 


Literally any room, Techno supposes, since instead of going off to a 
courtyard or properly open area, they end up going to... a library. Or 
at least a small, library looking room. (He knows words. He’s very 
great at words. It’s not his fault that there are so many unwordable 
things assaulting his eyeballs.) 


At least the library seemed normal enough. 


“Bit of an odd place to pick a fight,” Techno notes. 


“Not this kind of fight,” Elijah chuckles. Rooting through the shelves, 
he zeroes in on a wooden board covered in black and white squares. 
“Id duel any other day, but | figure you’ve probably had enough of 
the usual kind of brawling for a good while. You seem like a clever 
enough man, so tell me- have you ever played chess?” 
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Techno said he'd be back by six clicks. 


He comes home two clicks early. 


Huh. 


“Stopped by one of those meat things on the way back,” Techno 
starts off with, placing a brown bag in the cupboard. “They had a 
really good deal on pork sausage- at least | think it was a good 
deal?” Techno blankly looks off to the distance. “Man, that vendor 
guy was lookin’ at me weird.” 


Philza kind of hates the fact that got a laugh out of him. “Have you 
considered,” he unevenly offers, “that you look like a pig?” 


“| don’t see what that has to do with anything.” 


“| mean- maybe the vendor was getting a /ittle bit of a cannibal vibe 
off of ya.” 


Techno blinks. “Well, that doesn’t make sense. You eat chicken all 
the time and no one looks at you weird.” 


“Well-” Philza raises up a finger, then stops. “Oh, yeah, | guess you 
got a point there.” 


“| have lots of points. I’m just full of pointy objects.” 


“I’m sure you are,” Philza deadpans. “Anything can happen on those 
kinds of-” His voice cuts off for a bit. “-those kind of trips,” he lamely 
finishes. 


(Gods. Listen to him. Bantering around like he hadn't cried his eyes 
out for a few straight tocks, counting out ticks like some kind of 
needy, overanxious dog.) 


“T-that was-” Great, now you're stuttering. Very classy, Mr. Philza 
Minecraft. “-that was a bit of a long shopping trip, wasn't it?” 


“Eh?” Techno’s ears flick with understanding. “Oh, nah, | wasn’t out 
shopping. Remember that rich guy | ran into a little while back? He 
wanted to meet up again. | went to his house.” He frowns. “It was a 
really weird house, Philza.” 


“Can’t have been that bad.” 


“He was hanging off of a dragon’s head, Philza,” Techno stresses. 
“Like- he was nice, but he was really weird. Like, rich people kind of 
weird.” 


“What does that even mean?” Philza half giggles. 


“| don’t know what it means but he was definitely it.” Techno tilts his 
head with thoughtful pause. “He wasn’t a bad guy, just wanted to 
play a... board game? | think that’s what it was? And then afterwards 
he went and gave me this funny little thing.” He opens his hand to 
reveal the shining trinket inside. “I’m not really sure why, though. | 
didn't even win.” 


It must have been a ring once- the conspicuously new shine points 
to it having been recently altered. The black metal band has been 
shaped down, small enough that the thing could be the centerpiece 
of a necklace or an earring. 


And right on the head of that former ring is the head of a blue cat 
with white eyes, two pink shapes trailing behind its face like tiny 
wings. 


“Techno,” Philza slowly asks, “did that man ever give you his name?” 


“Yeah, the guy called himself Elijah Beast.” 


Well, fuck. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Techno pauses at the look on Philza’s face. “What? What is it?” 


“The Beasts are... an old family,” Philza haltingly explains. “These 
old families have these kinds of rings made to give out as, uh- calling 
cards. Favors.” 


Techno looks down at his little prize. “So this is some kind of favor to 
pull later?” 


“Kind of,” Philza corrects, “it’s- it's more than that, it’s- it means you 
caught the man’s interest. You’re someone he wants to look out for 
in the future.” 


“Huh. | don't really get why, though.” 


“Well, |-” Philza fumbles for a bit. “| can’t speak for the man himself. 
But...” He takes the ring between his talons, letting it catch the light. 
“Whatever his reasons, you caught his respect. He looked at you, 
took the time to- to know you for a while, and he liked what he saw.” 


Philza puts the ring down, eyes fixed on the table. “Even if- even if 
you don’t really Know why, or you aren't really sure how you've 
earned it, he, uh- he must have thought you were someone worth 
knowing, that’s all.” 


You were someone worth knowing. Even if you don’t really know 
why. 


Techno thinks, just maybe, they aren't really talking about Elijah 
anymore. 


“So, someone-” Techno trips over his words as he glances back to 
the ring. “-someone really thinks I’m worth that.” 


“Maybe even a bit more than that,” Philza cryptically answers back. 
“Try to be careful with it. I’m sure with how much it’s worth, someone 
would get pretty upset if it got scuffed.” 


“Then I’m really sorry for... whoever cares about it so much.” Techno 
chuffs nervously. “I’m not used to being-” worth something. “-I’m not 
used to holding this kind of expensive stuff. I’ve, uh- I’ve never really 
been trusted with that kind of thing before.” 


“Yeah.” A sad look crosses Philza’s face. “Il get that. It’s not your 
fault.” 


“So, uh-” Techno pointedly coughs into his hand. “-seein’ as how I’m 
not too... experienced with handling this kind of thing.” He gestures 
to the ring laid between them on the table. “Do you think | could keep 
it safe with you?” 


Philza sputters nervously, wings puffing up with shock. “I just told you 
how valuable that was and now you want to chuck it off to me?” 


“Sure.” Techno pushes the ring towards Philza. “If you think- If I’m 
worth everything that this whole,” he gestures vaguely between 
them, “whatever is, then so are you.” 


“You know that’s yours. It’s not mine to take.” 


“Maybe it could be ours,” Techno hesitantly offers. “If we kept it safe 
together from now on.” 


“It probably won't be easy,” Philza warns with a nervous laugh. “We 
can't exactly replace it or go throwing it away if it gets scratched.” 


“We’ve done all sorts of weird jobs together. It would be the worst 
thing in the world to figure out how to fix it.” 


“We might not be the best at it,” Philza points out. 


“Eh.” Techno shrugs. “I think we could manage.” 


“A-alright. Then this whole whatever this is,” Philza echoes. “We try 
to keep it together.” 


“Seems so. Shouldn't be the end of the world.” Techno smiles 
sardonically. “We aren't exactly gearing up to topple empires here.” 


“Don't even say that, you'll jinx us both.” 


For the first time in- well, way too long, really- the silence that follows 
is entirely content. 


“So,” Techno casually starts up again, “you wanna scam more rich 
people tomorrow? Non-violently,” he adds at Philza’s apprehensive 
look. “| have some ideas.” 


“Like what?” 


“Well, | can’t just ruin all the fun like that, can I? Let’s just say all 
those journeys into rich neighborhoods have been really inspiring.” 


“You know what?” Philza finally says. “Yeah. I'd like that.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 
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Techno's started up a weird new collection and Philza would like to 
know why. 
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Why Techno always has a bell. 


For Whom The Bell Tolls 
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Ever since Techno agreed to stop his /ast side job, he’s gotten antsy. 


Philza doesn’t regret having him quit. That kind of back alley 
fighting... that was risky, no matter how imposing of a fighter Techno 
was. In Techno’s own words, not every fight is perfect. So after some 
not quite smooth, not quite ideal, not quite charming talks, Philza got 
the piglin to back down before he found himself in one imperfect fight 
too many. 


And maybe, just maybe, Philza had gently explained afterwards, it 
wasn’t just the fights that he was unhappy with. Maybe it was the fact 
that his only friend was letting himself get beat up like an animal in 
the streets for something so worthless as a little extra coin, and that 
maybe Philza might be a little upset that Techno valued himself so 
little. 


You know. 


Failed to value himself at all. 


Because maybe that might be upsetting to watch for Philza, as 
someone who valued Techno. 


Wouldn't that be a revolutionary concept, Technoblade? 


..Apparently it actually was aé_ revolutionary concept. Which 
explained quite a lot in retrospect. And it was also very, very sad, but 
Philza’s already gone and had a good cry about it (they both did, 
really) so never mind all that. 


The important part is that Techno went and quit his job and this is, 
objectively, pretty great. 


They've also got this... understanding of sorts now. About the 
whatever that’s been going on between them. The, uh- the 
friendship-not-friendship | don’t know what the fuck it is but what if 
we never stopped thing. 


Hell if Philza’s got the slightest idea what it actually is- but it sure is 
something, they sure have talked about it, and good for them, 
probably. 


As for that ring that Techno's letting him (for lack of better words) 
help keep watch over, Philza’s too nervous to go around wearing the 
thing in public. He does, coincidentally, however, perhaps have a 
little leather cord necklace under his shirt, that may or may not have 
the Beast ring itself as its pendant. 


The gods damned Beast Ring. Of course Techno would win the favor 
of one of the richest people in the dimension by accident and 
over chess of all things. 


If he thinks about the situation for too long he might start getting all 
giddy and hysterical again. Best not to do that. Best not to look like 
(even more of) an insane person (than people probably already think 
he is, to be honest). 


Still- in spite of the many, many good things that arise from Techno 
not being involved with that sordid bloody fighting business anymore, 
he’s gotten a little off lately. 


Philza keeps finding the piglin talking to himself in low, quiet words, 
busying himself with small nonsensical tasks he doesn’t even seem 
to want to do. It reminds Philza of the way Techno was when they 
first met in the Nether, and while it wasn’t quite in a bad way... 


...Well, it wasn’t quite in a good way, either. 


Techno’s acting like Nether Techno- the / have no friend in this world 
and someone could come and kill me any tick now kind of Techno. 


“Mate, you know I’m not mad at you, right?” Philza softly asks one 
clock. 


Techno raises a confused eyebrow. 


“Im not mad anymore,” Philza elaborates. “Mostly | was just upset, | 
just- if | was mad, it wasn’t at you, y'know?” 


“O-okay?” Techno idly flicks an ear. “Why are you telling me this 
now?” 


“Well, I’m just saying,” Philza awkwardly offers, “that, uh- if you’re 
upset about anything, that’s alright? And if there’s anything you want 
to- to talk about, | guess-” He laughs. “Sorry, I’m not good at this.” 


“Do |... look upset?” Techno slowly asks. 


“Kind of?” Philza admits. “I don’t know, you’ve just seemed kind of 
withdrawn, lately.” 


“Oh!” Techno blinks. “Nothing’s really wrong, just- just workin’ 
through some stuff in my head.” 


Philza hesitantly reaches out. “...If you’re sure,” he stresses. 


“Yeah.” Techno smiles, just a bit. “It’s alright.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“| got a new job,” Techno says over breakfast. 


“Oh, that’s good,” Philza notes. “Not as much of a hazard as the old 
one, | hope.” 


“Gods, | hope so too.” Techno barks a quick laugh. “Nah, it’s just a 
smithing thing this time.” 


Philza blinks. “Didn't take you to be a smithing type.” 


“ Eeeh , I’m not really much for doin’ that kind of thing for coin,” 
Techno admits. “Is it bad to say | just want to use the guy’s tools?” 


Philza sputters a laugh. “I guess that’s a reason to go for it. What do 
you even need someone’s smithing set for? That old netherite axe of 
yours need a tune up?” 


“The Axe of Peace is doing perfectly fine, thank you. No, this is for-” 
Techno actually hesitates for a moment, stalling by stuffing a bite of 
food in his mouth. “-this is something else.” 


“Ooh, what kind of something else?” Philza’s smile dares to take a 
teasing note. “Got a girl on your mind?” 


“Not to my knowledge,” Techno bluntly responds. 


“Guess I’m shit out of ideas, then!” Philza brightly smiles. 


“| could,” Techno hesitantly offers, “probably just show you. Maybe. If 
you won't be... mad about it.” 


“What would | be mad about?” 


“Just-” Techno’s tusks almost flare out as his mouth flattens. “-please 
dont be mad about it? | know you probably won't be, but- please.” 


“Alright,” Philza reassures, “I won't, | promise.” 


Techno’s never really asked for anything like this before, which 
makes this instance mildly alarming, to be honest. Even with Philza’s 
promise, it’s still with an unusually blatant apprehension that he 
mechanically opens the clasp of his enderpack... 


...and lays out a small bracelet of golden bells on the table. 


(As one does.) 


“Here | was half thinkin’ | was gonna have to help you hide a body,” 
Philza chuckles. “Why would | be mad about you makin’ a few little 
knicknacks for yourself?” 


“It's not a, uh- knicknack thing, it’s-” Techno nervously pauses. “-for 
god reasons.” 


“Like praying?” 


Techno hums uncertainly. “That’s certainly a word that is probably 
correct.” 


“That's not so bad, mate,” Philza (slightly confusedly) points out. 


“Hmm.” With another pause, Techno takes out another bell thing. 
This one’s not a bracelet- it’s a handbell, or at least something like it. 
“You're sure about that.” 


“Why would | be mad about your little praying things?” 


“| don’t know,” Techno sounds out. “I figure you might think it’s not 
safe, but- but as long as no one else knows, it should be fine, right?” 


“Why wouldn't it be safe?” Philza softly asks. 


“I’m- | know I’m not supposed to make them,” Techno mutters. “It 
makes people mad. The last time | tried to make one of these, the 
guys back at the tribes nearly took my teeth over it. Said | was too 
young to take my head, but man.” He smiles grimly. “Sometimes my 
ribs get weird just thinkin’ about how bad they beat that into me.” 


“They would have killed you,” Philza realizes with a subtle sort of 
horror. “For praying.” 


“Yeah? They really didn't like our kinda gods.” Techno tilts his head, 
a worried frown passing over his face. “You okay? You’re lookin’ 
kinda sick all the sudden.” 


“Im fine,” Philza distantly deflects. “Just-” His breath stutters. “-we 
don'’t- we don’t do that here. Alright? We don’t tamper with holy 
things, we just- we just don't.” 


Techno looks far too relieved for his own good at the prospect. “So | 
dont have to get rid of these. That’s nice.” 


“Of course not!” Philza insists. “Well- even if other people didn't like 
it, /wouldn’t be goin’ around making you get rid of it.” 


“Oh,” Techno quietly says. 


-<>9Y<>- 


And after that, something had lifted. 


Maybe it was the fact that he could properly pray again after having 
to tide the swell of voices on nothing but his own power for so long. 


Maybe it was the fact that Philza had found out and simply accepted 
these things with not much questions asked. 


But it was nice knowing that this, at least, would not be punished 
here. 


The swelling song of the chorus tames a little more with every ring. 
The pressure on his soul subsides. 


“You know, I’ve never actually seen bells like those before,” Philza 
muses. “Il mean- sure, I’ve seen worship bells but not those types. 
You've gone and carved your skinny endewrit into it again.” 


“It’s not my fault your bird eyes can’t read,” Techno snarks. 


“It's not my fault your piggy writing is so damn unreadable,” Philza 
harmlessly throws back. “What is all that scratch even for, anyways?” 


Wouldn't you like to know, bellboy 
Not for you! Not For you 


Nothing you need to know about anyways 


“Well first of all,” Techno corrects past the chorus’ greedy muttering, 
“its not really a bell. Kind of. Really, its more of a wheel than 
anything, bell is just the closest Script word you’ve got.” 


He pointedly shakes the handle of the ‘bell’- rather than ringing, the 
closed head simply spins around with clicking chimes, gold tassels 
waving. 


“Ooh,” Philza trills with idle fascination. “That’s pretty.” 


Techno sarcastically gestures to the engravings. “The piggy writing 
over here, as you so eloquently put it-” 


Philza snorts. “You’re learnin’ all sorts of words lately, aren’t you?” 


“it's prayers,” Techno vaguely finishes. “So, uh- imagine every spin 
of this thing stands in for a full line of spoken prayer? | think that’s 
how you'd put it.” 


“What kind of gods are piglins even praying to these days?” Philza 
wonders. “I! mean, | figure we’re always getting somethin’ wrong, but 
those nether hoppers do keep callin’ you lot a bunch of godless 
heathens.” He coughs awkwardly. “Their words, not mine.” 


Techno pauses. “I think most of them pray to a sounder mother. | 
don’t really Know myself.” He frowns. “There used to be more, if | 
remember, but... now there’s not. Her following is the only one that’s 
survived.” 


“But you don’t worship her?” 


“What | tend to is way too greedy to share with anyone else,” Techno 
dryly laughs. 


Very flattering 


It’s only true 


Because you wouldn’t ever consider it, would you? 


“Very descriptive,” Philza snickers. “I’m sold already.” 


“It is not for the priests to speak of,” Techno hears himself 
elaborate. 


“Spooky.” Phil chuckles. “Can’t even talk to the other priests about 
it?” 


“Well, | could have,” Techno pretends to consider, “but all the other 
ones are pretty dead, so there goes that.” 


Philza pauses. “Wait, you're not joking, you're actually a priest. Holy 
shit.” He wheezes as he half hides behind his wings. “Oh my gods, 
I’m an idiot. So much shit makes sense now.” 


“Heh?” 


“You're always on my case about my health or whatever,” Philza lists 
out on his fingers. “You’re doing that praying stuff, like- all the time. 
And you never drink. Ever!” He blinks. “That and you called me a 
heathen when you caught me makin’ dyuers.” 


“And I'll still hold to that, you are a heathen- but a heathen | put up 
with.” He stashes his bell away. “The health thing’s got nothin’ to do 
with that, though. I’m just looking out for your child stomach.” 


“My what.” 


“Did | stutter, young man?” Techno soberly asks. 


“Okay, okay, you can’t-” Philza sputters, wings fluffing with far too 
much embarrassment, and to his credit he’s only a /ittle red in the 
face over it. “-you don’t, that’s so weird coming from you, why 


would-” His voice doesn't crack in the slightest, no one can prove 
otherwise. “-I’m not a child!” 


Techno flatly laughs, squint looking far too amused for his own good. 
“Sounds like something a child would say.” 


“Fuck you, too.” 


Techno solemnly points his bell at Philza. “I will pray for you, oh 
sweet sky child.” 


“With every passing clock, my ongoing plot to kick you in the shins 
only gets closer.” 


“Good luck, child, | don’t think you can actually kick that high.” 


And that’s the story of how Philza tackled his roommate from across 
the table, spilling tea everywhere. 


(For reasons completely unrelated to this event, the house now has 
a new table.) 
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Commanders Technoblade and Philza Watson Minecraft will be 
escorted to St. Malos to report for impending international trial 
regarding recent unauthorized military actions on behalf of Sky. 
Failure to comply will be met with threat of force. We thank you for 
your service and your cooperation. 


or 
That time Techno and Phil accidentally took over the world. 


(In their defense, Your Honor, they were left unsupervised.) 


1. Hi, Welcome To South End 
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An architect never really Knows where their next pay will take them. 
That's the beauty of it, really. But it’s nice to have some predictability 
in life, especially in one’s later years, so when Voice Acceturo Pete 
gets an innocent little offer for a military contract, he takes: it. 


The military guild of Sky pays fair. They’re always ever so prideful of 
doing things well, efficiently, and on time . He can respect that- most 
of all, he can respect that it puts a little more coin in his pockets with 
the least amount of fuss possible. Still, the vagueness of their 
requests before making it onto the site itself is always a little 
annoying. 


Voice takes another look at his new assignment. 


“SMP Earth,” he mutters under his breath. “Isn’t that one of those 
really old servers?” he asks a bit louder as he turns to the soldier 
next to him. “Why’s Sky putting Overworld bases down there ?” 


“Oh, we've had bases there forever,” the soldier easily responds. “I 
reckon them’s probably some of the oldest portal bases we’ve had 
anywhere, if I’m rememberin’ right.” 


“What, they’re looking for a tune-up?” 


“Ain't they makin’ a new one?” one of the other masons pipes up. 
“That's what I’ve heard anyhows.” The mason adopts a blank frown. 
“| don’t know if we’re even allowed to talk about it, you Know how the 
brass gets about confidentiality an’ all that.” 


“Well it'd make sense if we were doin’ a new base around that way,” 
the soldier cuts in again. “They've got a North End, East End, West 
End. Reckon they’ve finally gotten around to wantin’ a South End in 
more of the antarctic area.” 


“| guess that makes sense,” Voice concedes. “These new uniforms 
are pretty damn cold weather.” 


One of the crew members ducks her head in the room. “We’re about 
to portal in from East End. Better brace, this one’s a bit dicey today.” 


“It's a Sky portal,” the mason insists, “how dicey can it get-” 


The airship shakes with a sudden rolling turbulence. Voice can see a 
few of the elytron in the room barely restrain the urge to snap their 
wings open on instinct. 


“That'd be the dice,” the lady bluntly says. “I swear to fuck, these old 
portals. | don’t know why Command wants this kinda traffic all the 
sudden.” 


“Jeez,” Voice whispers. 


, 3 


“Yeah, hold on a mo’.” The lady turns back out of the room to take in 
another sailor's quiet words. “They want us to what?” She sighs 
dramatically. “Of fucking course they do.” 


“What’s goin’ on?” the lead soldier asks. 


“East End wants us to land and make sure their scuffed portal didn’t 
go and fuck up our insides,” the lady gripes. “Bunch a’ cunts, won't 
let us do our damn job.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The Eastern End Sky portal station, true to its age, feels more like a 
repurposed church than a military base. Each carefully manicured 
installment in the network of Nether and Sky portals is like a small 
temple in its own right. 


Elegant- certainly. Workable- enough. Still, it’s so very obviously... 
ancient. It makes Voice twitch for his papers, itching to improve upon 
it. 


“You’re the new South End architect, correct?” 


Voice tries not to flinch at the sight of a damn creeper moblin. It’s not 
like he’s got a prejudice or anything- but too many years of creepers 
scuffing his build sites has left him a bit twitchy at anything with a 
passing resemblance. 


The moblin’s skin is coarse dark like charcoal, arms crossed 
gracefully behind his back as he ambles fearlessly closer on four 
spindled hooves, a Sky soldier’s uniform proudly brandished on his 
upper body. 


“Commander Snag.” The moblin’s voice is dry and low like the 
crunch of leaves. “I run this station. Figure | might fill you in before 
you head out again.” 


“How so? Command was pretty content to keep me in the dark all 
the way ‘til landing.” 


“Yes, well, I’m not Command. And South End has a message for 
you, apparently.” 


With that, Commander Snag summons a small book into his blunt 
hands, its cover etched with a shape like an eye of ender. 


“Shit, that’s one of those mirror enchanted ones, isn't it,” Voice 
disbelievingly notes. “What the fuck is South End doin’ that they can't 
even wait for me to show up to talk to me?” 


“| don’t know,” Commander Snag warns. “South End’s been a black 
box, you lot are gonna be the first ones to see it since they first 
surveyed. | think Command’s been having them do something 
strange.” He pushes the book into Voice’s hands. “Be careful.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Foreman Voice, South End welcomes you. 


Apologies for the extra ticket effort, friend, but some things are 
best left private. 


This is just a small security measure- you understand caution is 
needed sometimes. 


Central Command’s gone and given us a few special building 
projects that we aren't supposed to share just yet, but- if | recall 
correctly- | can trust your skill and your discretion. 


And | trust his judgement. 


It will be good to have another architect on board- besides, I'll 
admit my road designs were never as good as yours. 


And it would be nice for someone else to listen to this guy’s rambling 
about building codes for once. 


Welcome to Antarctica. Give it a few weeks and you'll be as mad 
as the rest of us. 


-Duly signed, Commanders Blade and Minecraft- 


2. A Very Small Secret 


Summary for the Chapter: 


An awkward conversation. 


Voice hasn't heard the name Philza Minecraft in a long, long while. 


That had been an interesting first meeting. Those had been his early 
days in a builders’ guild, when he was just getting good enough to 
catch people’s eye. Someone was pointing out the more 
experienced members for him before turning their hand to this one 
guy, saying that one? He’s been in the guild for over 50 years now. 


Philza Minecraft hadn’t looked the part. He wasn't the stately, well- 
dressed elder that would have more obviously deserved the title of 
oldest architect in the guild. He was... well, he was literally just some 
guy. An elytron with a scuffed, oversized coat and massive black 
wings, face all hidden behind an unruly nest of blond hair and an 
awkwardly green fisherman’s hat. 


“| thought you’d look older,” Voice had blurted. 


The man’s blue eyes had honest to god pinned for a tick before 
giving off a quick laugh. “Yeah,” he’d wheezed, like Voice had 
stumbled into a private joke, “I get that alot.” 


And then it turned out that Philza was like 90 or some shit - guy had 
some kind of medical condition Voice can’t remember the name of- 
which Voice had to find out from someone else, which made him 
kind of feel like a dick for a while. 


Still- Philza was an alright guy. Obviously knew what he was talking 
about, and he could design spawn free perimeters like nobody’s 
business. 


And then he just kind of... fucked off one day. He hadn’t so much 
resigned as much as he’d completely vanished off the map entirely. 
Last anyone had seen of him, he’d been visiting some decades old 
looking graveyard. He hadn’t looked so good. (People had thought 
he’d died. Or that he’d decided to die.) 


That had been decades ago. Pete had just barely been a teenager 
then, and he was an old man now. This may very well be his last job 
before retirement. 


“PETE, YA OLD DUCK!” a distantly familiar voice calls from the 
landing dock. “Is that you?” 


“Philza?” Holy shit. It really is. “Philza Minecraft, it really is you- good 
gods.” 


Philza just laughs, clapping his leather gloved hands together. He’s 
wearing the same Sky uniform as any other soldier (even if he did 
somehow manage to find the stupidest kind of grey hat to wear with 
it), wings snapped open with easy amusement. 


He hasn't aged a day. 


(Poor bastard.) 


“Pete, Pete, good ol’ Voiceover Pete.” Philza grins good naturedly. 
“We really lucked out findin’ you, didn’t we? | wasn’t sure if you’d’ve 
still been in the guild when | asked around.” 


“Well, you Know me,” Voice gracefully responds. “I go where the 
building is.” 


“Ah, don't we all?” Philza tilts his head to the building behind them. 
“lve been out of the game for a while, but | think | did an alright job 
myself.” 


An alright job. The palatial fucking scale of the build nearly takes up 
the entire island, a snow-capped mountain in its own right sprung out 
of stone. 


“You built this place?” Voice looked around, taking in the oak and 
spruce of the vaulted, open interior. “Prime’s grace. Glad to see 
you're still as insane as ever. Where did you even get all this 
prismarine for the roofs?” 


“Wasn't my first choice, to be honest, but we were told to work with 
local materials. Had to make do.” 


“We?” Voice lightly questions. “You got another architect hiding 
around here somewhere?” 


“Hah. Hiding, he says.” With that cryptic statement, Philza briskly 
marches further into the main floor, stopping to brusquely knock on a 
suspiciously large office door. “You dead in there, ya sleepless old 
dog, or are you gonna help me deal with our new union assigned 
roommates?” 


“Oh no,” a slow voice drawls behind the door with all the enthusiasm 
of a hibernating bear. “My lungs have suddenly decided to rot again. 
Feed my body to the wolves.” 


“We don’t have wolves big enough to eat you,” Philza flatly 
responds. “You'll have to haul your own corpse out of here, mate.” 


A low growl echoes in the office walls, a large shape shifting behind 
tinted windows. An absolute bear of a man pokes his head out snout 
first, chuffing loudly at their intrusion. 


He’s probably a pig moblin- if a pig moblin had a face more like a 
wild boar and was so horrifyingly large he could suplex a polar bear. 


(Okay. Maybe not a pig moblin. But it’s the closest guess Voice has 
got and he'll probably be way smarter when he stops being a little bit 
too intimidated to think.) 


Wide set eyes peer blankly behind small gold-rimmed glasses. “Is 
this the foreman that you wouldn't shut up about?” the man asks 
Philza. 


“As a matter of fact, it is,” Philza proudly exclaims. “Our full regiment 
just landed, Foreman Voice touched down with them.” He pauses 
with a pointed look. “We will actually have to do orientation for the lot 
at some point.” 


“Lovely.” The line of the man’s mouth flattens past wide curling tusks. 
“People.” 


“Yes, | know,” Philza sarcastically comforts, “the absolute peak of 
suffering.” He turns back to Voice. “Our illustrious Co-commander 
Technoblade, everyone. He has a heart under there, | swear.” 


Voice snorts in spite of himself. 


“He ain't trained to build but he’s a damn good learner and one hell 
of a bookkeeper,” Philza goes on. “Must’ve mined half the stone in 
these walls himself.” 


“It's true,” Technoblade concedes. “I’m so good at mining.” 


A brief silence follows as they all awkwardly idle by the open door. 


“Techno, let us in So we can have our meeting,” Philza gently points 
out. “Your massive everything is blocking the door.” 


Technoblade dully raises his ears at this revolutionary new 
information, stepping aside. “Ah, yes,” he hums slowly. “Overworld 
social habits. My archnemesis.” 


Philza claps at the man’s chest as he passes. “You'll get ‘em one 
day, friend.” 


With one last shrewd look at the new soldiers already dispersing into 
the base, Technoblade closes the door behind them. 


The room is cluttered in the organized chaos kind of way that would 
have suited a scholar more than this hulking man in a sharp cut 


uniform. Bookshelves stacked with no rhyme or reason, topics 
ranging from actual military matters to obscure mythology, land and 
star maps alike pinned on the walls. 


Two chairs at the desk are set just a little too close together, some 
latest forgotten blueprint strewn across the broad surface to be 
drowned by scattered markers and emptied cups. A white wolfhound 
raises its head lazily as the three of them enter, easily pacified by the 
gentle touch of a large hooved hand. 


This could have been, in any other place and time, the well-lived 
cottage of some hobbled retired author with too many dogs and a 
few foxes for good measure. What a terrifying thought to have in this 
isolated hostile place. 


“Sorry about the mess,” Philza belatedly apologizes, making no real 
move to do anything about it. “We’ve been a bit by ourselves for the 
last few months, there hasn’t been anyone to de-clutter for.” 


“Or shave for,” Technoblade snickers with a pointed glance at 
Philza’s awkward facial scruff. 


“Listen, | forgot to pack a razor and I’m not gonna use my sword to 
do it so you can fuck off -” 


“Anyway, back to present matters,” Technoblade interrupts with all 
the gentle grace of a falling anvil. “We have work for the new 


foreman here.” 


Philza abruptly clicks his mouth shut. “Alright, alright.” He walks over 
to join his co-commander’s side of the desk, the both of them sitting 
together in their close chairs. “So, Pete. Pal. What have you heard 
about our fine Southern End?” 


“You know Command prefers to keep everything classified,” Voice 
levelly deflects. 


“C’mon, mate. You’re smarter than that. What have you heard?” 


“You're doing some _ secret stuff,” Voice slowly starts off. 
“Experimental stuff. I’m guessing it’s got to do with the portals.” 


“Yep,” Philza pops. “We’re hostin’ something new, or so I’ve heard.” 


“Like a new kind of Nether highway or something?” 


“More like a new kind of portal entirely,” Techno answers, briefly 
flicking his eyes to a map of the moon. 


Wait, hold on. 


“A moon portal,” Voice practically chokes. “We're doing an honest to 
god moon portal.” 


“| know,” Philza sympathetically laughs. “Fuckin’ insane, right? | don't 
know what the hell Command is pulling, but the server domain gods 
are in on it, too. I’ve seen them stop by the restricted areas to check 
on that shit.” 


Voice nervously taps his hands on the table. “You're not- you're not 
asking me to join in on that, are ya?” 


“Fuck no,” Philza snorts. “I ain’t even in on it myself. I’m pretty sure 
they just want you on for base expansion-” 


“We have been drafting a lot of sub-bases,” Technoblade notes. 


“-and setting up that new magic faction barrier stuff around the 
place,” Philza smoothly finishes. “Il guess we’re supposed to tell you 
so you can get a better idea of what you’re buildin’ around and see if 
the portal causes any magical irregularities in construction.” 


Voice hums uncertainly. “Am | gonna have to keep this on the 
downlow?” 


“Only for a little while, | think,” Philza reassures. “They just don't 
want people fuckin’ with it while it’s still new, y'know?” 


“Alright then.” Voice sighs. “Moon portals. Good Lord. That’s one hell 
of a secret.” 


“Don’t worry, Foreman,” Technoblade politely smiles. “It will be easy 
to do. Simply remember that if you tell anyone before you’re 
supposed to, I'll just kill you.” 


He pauses for nearly a full tock. 


“For legal reasons, that was a joke,” he adds. “I will not actually kill 


3. Two Of Swords 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Techno's not a sore loser, after all. 


If a soldier is being deployed, they aren’t exactly naive. They’ve been 
through the schooling, the training. No one’s being sent out with a 
uniform and a crossbow and not a single scrap of thought between 
their ears. 


Unlike the compulsory service of many Overworld kingdoms, the 
military of Sky is first and foremost a business- a business that 
strives more for quality than quantity. 


Of course, no soldier is perfect, and only a prideful idiot would go so 
far as to say Sky had the greatest armies of the known world, but stil/ 
- they could, at least, say they were half-decent. Maybe even good. 


Apparently, for one Commander Blade of South End, good was not 
good enough. 


“Weak,” the commander dispassionately draws out. “You wasted 
time trying to fly around the other guy’s shield until you wore yourself 
out.” 


The elytron soldier’s wings rattle defensively. “Well what else am | 
supposed to do?” She gestures at her dwarven opponent. “The 
damn thing’s bigger than he is!” 


“You have an axe,” the commander points out. “Even if elytron 
intended weapons are lighter, you still could have used your axe to 
generate knockback against the shield. And even if you didn’t, 
you've got wings. You could have dived down to wear out the other 
guy’s arms blocking you.” He scoffs. “Too cautious,” he summarizes. 
“You weren't offensive enough and it cost you the fight.” 


“Common elytron problem,” Commander Minecraft smoothly 
interjects. “You see that shit all the time, it's practically a natural 
instinct. Hard to train out, but it does need to be dealt with 
eventually.” 


“Still, it’s not a total failure,” Commander Blade concedes. “Nothing 
you did would have gotten you killed. If it was a real fight, you could 
have retreated before you exhausted yourself. You wouldn’t have 
dealt with your enemy, but you would have lived another day.” 


“And, uh-” The dwarven soldier stops when the commanders turn 
their eyes to him. “-sorry.” 


“Go on,” Commander Blade insists. “You were the winner. Say your 
bit.” 


“Right, then. Uh-” The dwarf lowers their shield. “-maybe sometimes 
there’s just bad fights that ya can’t win? Because the, uh, 
circumstances. Like me bein’ smaller than my shield makin’ my 
cover too big to deal with.” 


The commander hums a long note. “Yes, good. You understand why 
you won.” 


“And that’s real great advice and all,” the elytron offhandedly bites 
out, “but it’s kinda hard to take from a guy who hasn’t done anything 
but stand around and talk at us all day.” 


There’s an audible pause in the air as the other observing soldiers 
go silent. There’s a few predictable gasps and swearing, of course- 
but the whole crowd, regardless of opinion, seems to lean closer with 
morbid intrigue. 


Commander Minecraft, for his part, makes no move to defend his 
fellow officer, leaning back and neutrally smoothing out his 
expression. 


“Is that so?” There’s an unsettlingly amused squint on Commander 
Blade’s tusked face- it doesn’t quite match how level his already flat 
voice becomes. “That's a very interesting point you’re making.” 
Cloudy eyes scan the rest of the crowd. “Does this soldier speak for 
the rest of you?” 


The crowd stays quiet. The looks on their faces, apparently, is 
answer enough. 


The elytron soldier seems to gain a measure of bravery from the 
unspoken agreement. “You could stand to put your money where 
your mouth is, sir.” At his blank look, she goes on. “Practice what you 
preach, y'know.” 


“What | preach,” Commander Blade muses as he steps closer to her. 


The dwarven soldier moves to step between them. “Hold on Ruth, | 
think we're takin’ this a bit too far-” 


“No, no, no,” Commander Blade lightly interrupts. “It’s far too late for 
that now. You've caught my interest.” 


Instead of reprimanding them, or even moving closer to either of the 
soldiers, he trots easily toward the center of the training ground. 


“If you have doubts, that’s my own fault for not giving you a good 
reason to trust my word.” He passively inclines his head. “And we 
can't have you distrusting my word now, can we?” 


Commander Blade smoothly summons a diamond sword into his 
hand. For anyone else it would have been a broad two-handed 
sword- if they could have lifted it at all. 


Next to his unreasonable proportions, it was a borderline delicate 
longsword, easily twirled in a single hooved hand. 


“We might as well all /earn something,” he says as he gently lays the 
point of the blade into the snow. “So why not a little demonstration? 
Let’s make it fun, even.” The grin on his face splits as sharp as his 
tusks. “Whoever knocks me down doesn't have to take 20 laps 
around the base.” 
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Spoilers- no one knocked him down. 


“Lesson number one,” Commander Blade intones as he sheathes his 
sword, “If you wish to defeat me, train for another 100 years.” 


Commander Minecraft claps and cackles from his seat. “Oh, you all 
got destroyed!” 


“It’s true, you did.” With that, Commander Blade shrugs off the blue 
cloak of his uniform, hopping in place as he tosses it to his co- 


commander. “Also, whoever finishes their laps after me gets to walk 
to the train station.” 


To the side, Commander Minecraft shakes his head, doing a cutting 
motion with his hand. Commander Blade takes in the action with a 
slow blink before turning back to the soldiers. 


“That was a joke!” Commander Blade brightly elaborates. “| am so 
good at humor.” 


Commander Minecraft snickers. 


So everyone from the training ground was running- except for 
Commander Minecraft, who was told to sit tight and just time them. 


Are the other soldiers bitter about it? Surely not. Are they going to 
whisper to each other about favoritism in between their breathless 
jogging? Absolutely. 


(Everyone’s seen how close the co-commanders’ chairs are, after 
all. It's not exactly subtle.) 


By the time anyone catches up to the finish line, both commanders 
are waiting there, with Commander Blade barely out of breath as he 
watches everyone else heave their lungs out. 


Commander Minecraft takes a long look at the soldiers- and their 
mildly bitter expressions at Commander Blade- before pointedly 
turning to the man himself. “You know what? You look way too smug 
for your own good.” 


“Mm, smug, that’s certainly a word.” 


“It certainly is,” Commander Minecraft nods sagely. “In fact, | think 
you could stand to get knocked down a peg!” He turns to the 
exhausted soldiers. “What do you think, mates? Should we take 
down the king?” 


The exhausted (and mildly petty) group suddenly brightens at the 
prospect. 


“Well now I’m kind of nervous,” Commander Blade lightly laughs. 


“Aw, mate.” Commander Minecraft coyly tilts his head with an 
innocent smile. “What’s wrong with one more round? Just for old 
times sake.” 


Commander Blade sighs dramatically. “If | must.” 
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For a lack of a better word, Commander Blade fights like an animal. 


Not in a savage animal kind of way. Commander Blade was 
deliberate to the point of insanity, he didn’t fight as recklessly as his 
size suggested. He simply, quite literally, fought like an animal. 


His stances were low and swooping and infuriatingly balanced- he 
charged and circled and stalked like a dog, only rearing to his full 
height to wind back a blow. Where most vied for the high ground, he 
thrived in low ground. 


Fortunately for Commander Minecraft, he thrived on the high ground. 
And as average as he looked, he was fast. 


Really, really fast. 


Where the larger commander had strength, the smaller one was 
agile. He was dodging every blow he didn't block- and somehow, he 
was winning. The busybody hermit architect rumored to be on his 
last life was actually winning. 


He’d dived in with a punch under Commander Blade’s snout, 
exploiting their proximity to box the other man in the ears with a clap 


from his wings. A momentary distraction, but it was moment enough- 
enough to pitch them both back into the ground, the elytron’s blade 
held casually against the piglin’s throat. 


Commander Blade laid there on the ground for a moment. It takes a 
bit for the other soldiers to realize that the shake in his shoulders is 
laughter. 


“Consider the king knocked down,” he wheezes. “You got me good.” 


That admission is enough for the soldiers to storm the stage of the 
training ground, disbelievingly gathered around the _ smaller 
commander and his happily defeated opponent. 


And so Commander Blade was revealed to not be a _ proud, 
insurmountably harsh taskmaster- he was simply another soldier, 
pushing for success and ready to praise what he found. Soundly 
humiliated in front of an entire crowd of people he was meant to 
command, and he was laughing over it, readily breaking down for the 
crowd exactly why he lost. 


(And if Commander Minecraft happened to be treated with just a little 
more respect afterwards, that was just a bonus.) 
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“You did that on purpose, didn’t you?” Voice later asks Technoblade. 
“You let him win to break the tension, give them an underdog after 
they lost.” 


Techno raises his ears. “Why would | need to do that? Philza beat 
me fair.” 


“But- how?” 


“How wouldn't he? He’s my oldest friend.” It might be a trick of the 
light, but the subtle line of his tusked mouth almost looks like a smile. 
“Besides, who else would have taught me how to use a sword?” 


4. Only Fitting That | See You Again 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Families run into each other in the oddest places. 


Commander Fit of West End is a strange man. 


For starters, Techno doesn’t think he’s ever seen a random person 
look so ecstatic to meet him. 


“You know, I'd love to interview you sometime,” the elytron insists. 
“Not just about the Nether stuff- | mean the Nether stuff would be 
pretty great, but mostly | wonder what you think about our stuff.” He 
smiles. “All the water everywhere’s gotta be really bizarre, right?” 


“It's a lot easier to deal with than /ava,” Techno neutrally comments. 


“You get me, you get me.” Fit snaps his wings forward with a brief 
stretch. “But you probably don’t want me to talk your ear off about all 
that anthropological nonsense. Really, I’m just here to drop off the 
new shipment, see what you guys are up to.” 


“There’s still a lot of stuff we aren’t supposed to be talking about,” 
Techno reminds him. “But other than that we've mostly just been 


doin’ expansion for the sub bases and gettin’ the new faction barriers 
set up.” 


“We just put up those things on our end, too.” Fit scratches at his 
beard. “It’s a bit weird, if I’m being honest. | get Command’s trying to 
modernize and all, but this stuff sounds kinda finicky.” 


“We could probably look into it ourselves,” Techno offers. “Run some 
tests, maybe get the other bases in on it too.” 


“lll be sure to hold you to it.” 


Techno snorts. “Please don't. | can barely read those handbooks the 
architects have to deal with for all that. If you wanna talk shop you’d 
have better luck with my co-commander.” 


Speaking of co-commanders, Philza walks into the office right then 
and there, holding more blueprints and models than his arms can 
handle, hair and feathers so scuffed he looks like he just fell off the 
roof. Knowing him, he probably did. 


Allin all, business as usual. 


It certainly doesn’t excuse the jarringly analytical flicker of Fit’s eyes 
when he looks at the other man. 


...ACtually, now that they’re sizing each other up like this, the two 
elytron do kind of have a- well, a resemblance, if that was the right 
word. Something in the scruffed texture of their beards, in harsh 
pinning of their eyes. 


The shells of their wings have the same metallic sheen- Fit’s a 
copper green, Philza’s dark like blackstone. There’s even the same 
slanted eye-like pattern, a silver on copper to a gold on black but 
nonetheless the same. 


(The diamonds on Fit’s brown wings are sparser and thinner than 
Philza’s, but they’re there.) 


“You, uh-” Philza twitches under the sudden scrutiny. “-did | walk in 
on something?” 


“Phil?” Fit hesitantly calls. 


Philza laughs uneasily. “Do | know you, mate?” 
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“Fit?” His mother looks down at his wrists disbelievingly. “Oh, honey, 
no. You didn't.” 


Fit proudly brandishes his bare arms. Three strong life marks, the 
heart closest to his wrist flanked by a swooping flare that could have 
looked like an open book. “I didn’t do anything!” He easily smiles. 
“There was this voice in my ear when the ritual started and it just... 
came to me.” 


‘It’s alright,” his father reasonably allows. “It only just happened, you 
can still go back and change it.” 


“Why would | change it?” Fit confusedly asks. “This contract, it’s- it’s 
everything | could have asked for! Ill get to be a part of history, Dad.” 
He laughs. “Better than that. I'll be writing history, isn’t- isn’t that a 
good thing?” 


It wasn’t. Not to them. No matter how much he said that his new 
patron god was kind, that they would never lose him to sickness or 
age or death as long as he held his end of the deal, it... it wasn’t 
enough. They just couldn’t accept it. 


(They could have at least waited until after New Year’s to tear into 
him in front of the entire extended family, but apparently that was too 
much to ask.) 


He sits dejectedly on the roof while everyone else lights their paper 
lanterns below, not quite able to stomach lighting the one crumpling 
in his tense hands. 


“Hey there, mate.” An older man in loose green clothes lands next to 
him. “Pretty good spot you’ve got there. Mind if I join you?” 


“Knock yourself out, | guess.” 


The man sits down tiredly on the rickety clay shingles like he’d done 
it a thousand times before, his hat casting an odd shadow over his 
face from all the gentle firelight below. Most people didn’t bother 
covering up their marks at home, among family, and this guy was no 
exception. The rich red of his warped singular heart beat lazily like 
an open wound on his wrists. 


“You're Philza, right?” Fit asks. “Grandpa’s uncle. | remember him 
talking about you sometimes.” 


“Yeah.” Phil’s smile is soft and distant. “He was a good kid.” 


“Is Mom making you talk to me?” Fit mutters. “Are you gonna start 
shit about how terrible immortality is, how | should turn back while | 
still have the chance?” 


“Nah.” 


Fit turns to him. “Why?” 


Phil lights a pipe. The head of it sparks blue and pink. “We ain't the 
same. You got the choice and | don’t- and your choice is way 
different than what I’ve got goin’ on. Do what you want, kid. If it 
makes you happy, then that’s just how it is.” 
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“You're, uh-” Fit stumbles over his words. “-you’re my uncle. Well, 
more like great great uncle. | know we probably only met twice, but- 
it’s Fit. If you remember.” 


“Oh.” Philza blinks owlishly. “Oh! You’re that kid who got contracted 
with a patron god a good while back, innit?” 
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“Yeah, that’s me,” Fit sheepishly answers. “I’m still kickin’. 


And when Phil had vanished all those decades back, everyone else 
in the family wondered if Fit would vanish too. 


You should back out while you still can, Fit. Before it gets too much. 
You don’t want to end up like Uncle Phil. 


“You still on that contract?” Philza lightly asks. 


“Yeah.” Fit awkwardly smiles. “Guess this kind of shit just runs in the 
family, huh?” 


Philza snorts. 


Technoblade bemusedly looks back and forth between them. “Wait, 
you guys are related?” 


5. Technoplane 
Summary for the Chapter: 


How to make a monster. 


"Boat patrol, welcome back to South End, how are we doing today?" 


"No player trespassers to report." 


"But you do have something to report." 


"Well we did run into a horde of drowned." 


"Oh shit- | mean, ahem. any casualties?" 


"We were all in standard leathers so no one got bit." 


"Alright, make sure to swing by cleanup to get everything sterilized 
anyhows." 


"Silas got a trident from the horde, as well." 


"Tell Silas they can keep it for themselves if they want, that's the 
usual policy for weapons drops." 


"Well, actually... Silas wanted to give it to Commander Blade." 


"...Silas wants to make Commander Blade fly." 


"Seems so." 


“Commander Blade. Who's bigger than two full blocks and can break 
doors by walking into them." 


" Yyyyep. " 


"You can tell Silas that's a fucking horrifying thought." 


"But consider- it would be really, really funny if Commander Blade 
could fly." 


",..Ah, you actually got a point there." 


6. You Don't Need To Be More Than That, Kid 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Like fish in a barrel. 


South End was supposed to be a remote portal station. Nothing 
more than that. 


It was not expected to be anything more than that. 


It was not- it was not prepared to be more than that. 


It wasn't ready. 


...We werent ready. | wasn't- 


“| wasn't ready,” Asher’s voice warbles, echoing in the miniscule 
confines of an empty barrel. “/ wasn’t ready, | wasn’t-” 


His wings shake feebly against his body, the rattle of his shell 
knocking dully against the wood. At this rate his own fear will give 
him away, and- 


-and he'll die. 


It’s pathetic, he knows- a man with full healthy life marks afraid to 
die. But he didn’t think- it wasn’t supposed to- South End was 
supposed to be safe, it couldn’t just be stormed like this. 


But it was. 


And now Asher is going to die. He’s going to die, alone, getting shot 
at like a fish in a barrel. 


But it'll be fine, even if he does, right? He'll just wake up in the 
respawn bay, he’ll be fine. 


Unless the respawn bay’s been broken, too. 


Unless the respawn bay’s been taken and he’s just biding his time 
until he gets spawn camped until every heart breaks on his wrists. 


Unless everything goes absolutely right, he’s perfectly fine, and 
someone finds out he fled his post like a coward over nothing, and 
everyone would be so disappointed in him, wouldn't they? 


Disappointed, disappointed, disappointed, DISAPPOINTING, 
DISAPPOINTMENT. 


They’re fighting. Somewhere outside, he can hear foreign shouting 
past his self-imposed rattling cage. Stupidly, he wishes he had his 
crossbow with him, as useless as it would be in this confined space. 
He wouldn't even have room to draw back the string. 


The shouting suddenly pitches with a different note. A current of fear 
that wasn’t there before. 


There’s a sound of a crossbow getting cranked. A really big one. 


Several hollow shots crack through the walls. 


The shouting is gone. 


Footsteps click unnaturally towards his hiding place, flanked by the 
panting huffs of hounds. And then it stops. For a moment, Asher is 
safe. 


A hand knocks unevenly against the lid of his barrel before opening 
it. 


“Gracious, how did you even fit in there-” 


Asher snaps out of the small space like a wound spring, blindly 
stabbing into the nearest open surface. 


Commander Blade blinks slowly and looks down at the small knife 
shallowly sunk into his shirt. “You know what?” he flatly mutters. 
“That's fair.” 


“Oh gods,” Asher wheezes. “Are you alright?” 


“| appear to have been lightly stabbed,” Commander Blade dully 
notes with all the enthusiasm of a person commenting on the 
weather. 


“I’m so sorry, Sir.” 


Commander Blade makes a noncommittal noise. “l can’t smell 
anyone else around here. Any other barrel hiders | need to know 
about?” 


“No, sir,” Asher shamefully answers. “Only me. What- what 
happened, sir?” 


“We got breached, simple as that. Just pushed it back less than a 
click ago.” A brief growl rumbles from Commander Blade’s throat. 
“Idiots , all of them. We'll need to debrief later.” He looks back down 
to Asher. “You alright?” 


“l-” Asher’s breath hitches. “-I’m sorry, Commander. | ran. | didn't 
hold the line, I- | left my post.” 


Commander Blade reshoulders the strap of his crossbow, and only 
now does Asher realize how massive it is, in a way that no one but 
the Commander could ever hope to crank back, much less lift. The 
golden brand on his head glints like a crown. 


“You are alive,” the Commander says. “That’s all | need from you. 
Let's go back to the others.” 


A pause. 


“And maybe stop by medical,” he bluntly adds, “because if | try to 
remove this knife myself, Commander Minecraft will have my head.” 


Asher laughs and pretends the sound isn’t followed by the threat of 
tears. “Yes, sir.” 


(And if Asher is one of the soldiers letting themselves laugh with a 
little too much relief as Commander Blade tries to reassure an irate 
Commander Minecraft that he was only lightly stabbed , no one has 
to know.) 


They are alive. 


For now, that’s all they need. 


7. Did You Mourn? 


Summary for the Chapter: 


(Of course.) 


Silas Fennec, arbalist. 


Elytron, glide capable. Late 30s. 


Severed pinkie finger on non-dominant hand- otherwise in good 
health. 


The military guild of Sky does not accept candidates under two lives 
in any combat capacity. Anyone brought down lower than that during 
the line of duty is honorably discharged. 


Silas Fennec had been on his last life when a South End harpoon 
went clean through his eye socket. 


Accidental misfire, it had been ruled. 


It had been the first case of real combat South End had seen- South 
End, ideally, was never meant to see combat at al/. Some soldiers 
had been newer than others, just that slightest bit unfamiliar with 
their weapons. 


Silas Fennec, arbalist, elytron, glide capable, late 30s. Killed and 
slain by friendly fire. 


The military guild of Sky does not accept candidates under two lives 
in any combat capacity. Lying on an enlistment form would have 
been a crime, if Silas had lived to be punished for it. 


There could have been any number of reasons why he’d done it. It 
can be... harder for those on their last life to find employment, 
particularly in any line of work deemed ‘high risk’. 


Perhaps his family had been in need. Perhaps he had difficulty 
finding other work. 


Perhaps he’d simply been a man who lied his way into a higher 
paying job, having misjudged the risk. 


Silas Fennec, elytron, late 30s. Killed and slain by friendly fire. 


He’d been older than most of the other recruits, but he was an 
easygoing man with a morbid sense of humor, a man who would 
play knife games along his nine fingers to watch people squirm. 


People liked Silas. Silas liked people, even the weird ones. 


It was Silas who'd given Techno his trident. 


And now Silas was gone. 


Silas was gone, and that absence had warped the faces of South 
End with a- a sadness. A sadness stretched and colored on the 
canvas of sullen eyes and shaking brows and mouths twisted by 
broken composure. 


SO why... 


“Why don’t | feel sad?” 


“Hmm?” Philza looks up tiredly from his writing, candlelight flashing 
oddly on his blue eyes. “Oh. You're talking about Silas.” 


Silas Fennec, late 30s, killed and slain by friendly fire. 


“Everyone looks so sad. And I...” Techno’s hooved hand hovers over 
his own impassive face. “...| don’t.” 


“You don't need to mourn everyone you meet, friend.” 


Techno’s dull voice turns small. “But | knew him.” 


Philza's voice pitches with sorrow. "Mate." 


He haltingly lays a taloned hand on Techno’s snout. The russet red 
fur was coarse and bristled- the elytron had compared it once to 
trying to pet a tree. (And it had never stopped the man from running 
his hands through it anyway.) 


“It's okay if you can't look as sad as the rest of them, Techno. And- 
and maybe it’s still okay if you don’t fee/ as sad, either. At least to 
me," Philza adds. "It’s not wrong. Just different.” 


Not wrong. Just different. 


“Do you feel sad, Phil?” 


The hand gently roaming his face pauses. 


“Every time,” Philza whispers. “Every god damned time.” 


8. We Would Like To Call The Court's Attention To 
Exhibit A 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Evidence presented- the last recorded correspondence between 
South End (presumably authored by Commander Blade) and 


Central Command, 72 days before the incident in question. 


Written on the guild standard mirror enchanted correspondence 
book issued to all bases as a direct line to Central Command. 


Regarding South End’s previous report: 


This investigation is unwarranted. The faction barrier system 
operates as intended. There is nothing to amend. 


-Central Command 


-<>Y<>- 


South End acknowledges that the faction barrier system operates as 
intended, but calls attention to points raised during previous report. 
The current manner of operation may be inclined to exploitation. 


Permission requested to investigate further. 


-<>Y<>- 


Denied. The faction barrier requires no amendment. South End is 
not permitted to waste resources investigating a non-issue, when it 
could be better spent on repairing its defenses from the mentioned 
attempted breach. 


-Central Command 


-<>Y<>- 


South End argues this investigation is relevant to repairing and 
improving defenses from mentioned breach. 


-<>Y<>- 


Which commander calls for this investigation? 


-Central Command 


-<>Y<>- 


This investigation is unanimously supported by both commanders, 
though it was Commander Blade that first brought the topic forth and 
wrote the previous report. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Commander Blade is reminded- THE FACTION BARRIER 
OPERATES AS INTENDED. FURTHER INVESTIGATION IS NOT 
PERMITTED. 


-<>Y<>- 


The Commander in question argues that this could be a grave matter 
of security which not only affects South End, but all other portal 
bases which use these security standards. 


-<>Y<>- 


It is not the Commander’s jurisdiction to pry into matters of the guild 
Standard. 


The Commander will proceed as intended. 


The Commander will no longer concern himself with duties beyond 
his station or understanding. 


The Commander will not deviate from carrying out the very clear 
orders issued by Central Command. 


The Commander will know his place, he will focus only on his 
assigned tasks and operate South End AS INSTRUCTED. 


-Central Command 


-<>9Y<>- 


South End will treat Central Command’s orders with the respect and 
trust they deserve. 


9. Sit Down At My Table, Put Your Mind At Ease, 
Summary for the Chapter: 


If you relax it will enable me to do anything | please. 


The world falls with neither a bang or a whimper. That wouldn't be far 
as entertaining as what actually happens. 


The world falls with an innocent invitation and six strong mugs of hot 
chocolate. 


“lll assume you want to talk about the attempted portal breach,” 
Commander Snag begins. 


“It's not the only thing on the table,” Philza elaborates, “but yes.” 


“You guys alright after that?” Commander Fit asks. “I heard you had 
some casualties.” 


“There was a death,” Techno mentions. “But other than that, nothing 
that wasn’t treatable.” 


“You can’t have called us all the way over just for the breach,” 
Commander Finch grumbles. “You could have used the direct line 
books-” 


“Books that Central Command has backdoor copies to,” Philza 
points out. “We couldn’t guarantee you’d speak freely unless it was 
in person.” 


Commander Snag’s voice crackles. “I don’t suppose this is another 
one of your experiments again.” 


“Not this time, no.” Philza laughs lightly. “Well, | will say it’s 
experimental in the sense that we are proving a point.” 


“Oh boy,” Commander Fit mutters under his breath. 


Commander Snag leans forward. “But what does your little-” the 
creeper moblin hesitates, “- experiment have to do with the breach?” 
He squints. “You’re not... you’re not fucking with the faction barriers, 
are you?” 


Commander Finch chokes on his mug. “Oh gods, you didn’t- we just 
got that message from Central Command! That was your fault?” 


“Oi. Mate.” There’s a harsh edge to Philza’s smile now. “You wanna 
run that by me again?” 


Commander Fit puts his hands up. “Woah , woah. We're not fighting 
anyone today, Phil. It’s just... we're not sure where you two are going 
with this.” 


“There’s a flaw in the faction barriers,” Techno drawls. “A few, really. 
But they’re really, really big.” 


“You mean something’s broken?” Commander Snag guesses. 


Techno chuckles grimly. “] mean there’s some things that work a little 
too well for our own good. | don’t know how well you've read the 
handbooks for these things, but tell me- do you know about a fun 
little function called autofill?” 


-<>Y<>- 


There’s two fun and convenient features to the faction barrier 
system- autoclaim and autofill. 


The first allows a barrier to automatically claim a chunk area when 
someone carrying a barrier marker passes through there. The 
second allows for any empty space in between a closed section of 


claimed chunks to be claimed as part of the faction barrier. In theory, 
this is incredibly useful. It allows someone to mark their borders 
without needing to comb through every single chunk. 


This would be fine, if faction barriers didn’t include the capacity for all 
sorts of extra functions to deter outsiders- like disrupting people’s 
magical inventory space or preventing them from accessing doors 
and chests. 


This would be fine, if the faction barriers of every portal base Sky 
owned on the server were not capable of merging as a “singular” 
faction. 


This would be fine, if one commander wasn’ all it took to change 
one faction into another. 


“But this-” Commander Snag _ stutters, “-this can’t be right. If 
someone gets to a commander, then they can just-” 


“-alter the faction so that every member of our forces loses their 
clearance, and opens it to someone else,” Commander Fit soberly 
whispers. “They could lock us out of the portals and storm Sky itself, 
if they wanted.” 


“They can’t be letting this happen,” Commander Finch insists. 
“Central Command wouldn't-” He turns to Techno with a borderline 
accusatory tone. “Why didn’t you tel/ anyone?” 


“Oh, Central Command knows.” Techno leans his head into his fist. 
“They simply decided it wasn’t the problem | told them it was.” 


Commander Snag’s knobbly hand clutches so fiercely at his trident it 
almost looks like it could snap under the pressure. “We can't let this 
stand. The Sky portals cannot be compromised.” 


“But what the hell are we supposed to do about it if Central 
Command won’t take it for the problem it is?” Commander Finch 
asks. 


“That's where you all come in,” Philza smiles. “If Central Command 
doesn't think it’s a problem, we'll just make it one.” 


“You all seem like nice guys.” Techno’s tone is horrifyingly casual. 
“How do you feel about taking over the world?” 


10. A Gentle Reminder 


Summary for the Chapter: 


You know, as one does. 


We should warn you that this operation is at least partially motivated 
by spite. 


-<>Y<>- 


“This has been a long time coming, to be honest.” Fit gleefully snaps 
his wings. “Central Command could stand to be knocked down a peg 
or five.” 


“Or at least be a bit more democratic,” Snag mutters. 


“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” Techno puts forth. “It’s not like this 
is a coup or anything. Just... a gentle reminder.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Our intention is not greed or power. We simply feel as if Central 
Command has ignored our concerns for long enough. We have 
reached the point where we, your commanders, fear we have no 
choice but to force their hand. 


Rest assured, there will be no violence involved. This is nothing 
more than a peaceful and temporary protest. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“This is so fucked up,” Finch whispers. “Il can’t believe this is 
happening.” 


“And here we are anyway.” Philza laughs as he takes in the look on 
the other man’s face. “Gods, you look like you just killed yer dog! 
Chin the fuck up, mate. You’re the one who signed up for this.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The operation may interfere with access to chests or inventory. 
Transfer all personal items to enderchests. If you are lacking, please 
share with someone who has one or report to a communal 
enderchest. 


Check all doors and entryways regularly to ensure they are not 
affected by the faction barrier. Attend roll calls to ensure you are 
accepted into the faction barrier. 


Portal access shall proceed as normal, albeit with increased security. 
Please report any unusual activity. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Hey, Phil?” Techno calls out. 


Philza pauses as he drags a sailplane out the runway. “Yeah?” 


“There's this three eyed guy outside.” 


Philza swears under his breath before turning to the new stranger 
with a hopefully not unsettled smile. “Hey, Chip.” 


The domain god tilts their head neutrally, three blank purple eyes 
blinking out of sync. Short bouncing hair and chalky pink skin nestle 
into pastel clothes like an alien flower, a muted intrusion on the arctic 
landscape. 


You know why | am here. 


“C'mon.” Techno casually sidles toward the being as he puts down 
his sailplane. “We aren’t hurting anyone. It'll be funny. Don’t be a 
boomer, Chip.” 


| see no need to interfere. JoshA, however, may disrupt your 
plans. 


“We aren't disputing your claims over the server,” Philza reassures. 
“This is entirely cosmetic, honest.” 


| am aware, Chip relays. But JoshA is young, and far more 
territorial. | will not let him dispose of you, but you will have to 
deal with him separately. 


And then the god was gone. 


“| guess we'll have to add fight God to the bulletin board,” Techno 
deadpans. 


“There’s always something.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Continue as otherwise normal. You are in no way obligated to aid or 
abet this operation. We are only informing you as a courtesy 
and maintain that there is no cause for alarm unless otherwise noted 
by the commanders. 


What shall transpire IS ENTIRELY LEGAL. By the laws of Sky, the 
laws of the guild, and the laws of the server, no crime shall be 
committed. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“What do you want to name it?” Foreman Voice asks. 


Commander Blade squints. “Heh?” 


“Well,” Foreman Voice explains, “since you're uniting all the bases to 
register under one faction barrier, it'll be a new barrier. So you’re 
gonna have to name it.” 


“Oh.” Commander Blade turns to his co-commander. “Phil. Philza, 
help me.” 


Commander Minecraft laughs. “It’s your baby. You name it.” 


“Philza, why.” 


“Come on, mate. If it turns out stupid, it'll just be even funnier.” 


“Alright, alright.” A smile pulls past Commander Blade’s tusks. “I did 
have something in mind.” 


-<>Y<>- 


For as long as it lasts, 


-WELCOME TO THE ANTARCTIC EMPIRE- 


11. Any Other Day 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Happy Holidays! Your gift is being part of the glorious empire. 


If only it had happened on any other day. 


If only it had happened on any other day, perhaps it could have been 
stopped before it started. 


If only it had happened on any other day, perhaps it could have 
never happened at all. 


SMP Earth is an old server. Not the oldest (blessed be Freedonia, 
land of first masons, long may she prosper), but it is certainly quite 
advanced in age. 


If it is the oldest in anything, it hosts one of the oldest clusters of 
human civilization- to this day, it is one of the few servers with an 
overwhelmingly human race majority. Others have come and gone, 
set temporary roost there, but Earth is, and has always been, the 
human stronghold. 


An old server with old cultures and old rules. There is an unspoken 
way of things known to its natives, accepted with minimal question. 
Especially regarding the rules of war. 


To those with littke human experience, it can seem as though they 
have the shorter end of the stick. Hairless, blunt creatures on 
awkward limbs, ill equipped to survive. To those who know better- 
well. 


To those who know better, let it not go unsaid that humans truly have 
a Creative art for violence and cruelty. Their ‘lack’ of innate weaponry 
has made them inventive beyond reason to the point of savagery. 
One cannot be so presumptuous as to say they are utterly unique in 
this cruelty, but they are historically better than most. 


(The Art Of War was, after all, written by a human.) 


No one knows human savagery better than humanity itself. They are 
its first inventors and its first victims. Painstakingly aware of their 
own horrific potential, they disguise and redirect it behind custom 
and ritual and endless endless unspoken bureaucracy. So as 
violently unpredictable as human societies can be, there are certain 
aspects in which they can become predictable. 


The Earth stands still on holidays. 


Conflict and obligation is tossed to the wind for a day, temporarily 
forgotten in arbitrary increments of universal reprieve. The clockwork 
of humanity grinds to a halt. When one nation was at rest, it would 
be respected by all others. That is the unspoken rule. 


And it so happened that on this day, of all days, the entire Northern 
hemisphere was preoccupied with its harvest holidays. An entire half 
of the world stilled, the other slowed while it waited. 


The world awoke from their revelries to the foreign aurora shine of a 
faction barrier laying claim to every corner of the sky, the song of an 
Antarctic Empire humming in their skulls. 


Like the insurmountable winter desert of its name, it simply was. It 
had descended on the server as quietly and inescapably as freshly 
fallen snow. 


A world stands still, frozen with shock. 


Entirely coincidentally, a warrant is put out for the arrest of every Sky 


base commander on the server the following day. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


this is a double update! 


12. And When They Came, 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And when they came. 


And when they came for him, they came for him with spancels for his 
spidery legs, locks for his stinging tail. They came for him with 
charms of sand and fire and water, lest he combust and take them 
down with him. 


They came for him and Commander Snag did not run. The creeper 
moblin gracefully took off his armor to face them and demurely held 
out his hands. 


“Be done with it.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


And when they came for him, he had shouted and protested, 
demanding to know the names of the trespassers and by what 
authority they were to take him. 


They came for him with twenty crossbows pointed at his head and 
Commander Finch fell silent. 


-<>9Y<>- 


And when they came for him, he had laughed in their faces. He had 
laughed, for though he was young to this world, he was old still- 
younger than gods but older than men , older than the young 
soldiers that came for him. 


Commander Fit will outlive them all. This too, shall pass, and he 
shall write this latest story into the pages of his endless history like 
all the others. 


-<>Y<>- 


And when they came for him, they did so quietly. Quietly, swiftly, but 
still they came. 


They spared no violence for Foreman Voice. He was no soldier- and 
he was only human, after all. 


-<>9Y<>- 


And when they came for him, they did so gently. Gentle even as they 
hobbled his legs and weighed down his shell. 


Gentle even amidst their shock and fear when he’d hissed at them, 
wild wings rattling with upset pride that they’d dared to touch him. 


They were gentle, because commander that he was, he was one of 
fortifications and management and machines, never meant to see 
the battlefield. Commander Minecraft was to be treated with care. 


The laws prevented them from being too harsh with an elderly 
hardcore man. 


-<>Y<>- 


And when they came for him- and came they did- they did it with all 
the severity of caging a rabid savage animal. 


They came for him with axes and spears and piercing crossbow 
bolts all pointed at his throat. They came for him with hounds and 
with shackles upon his wrists. 


They came for him as hunters did upon a wild boar. 


When Commander Blade knelt down to meet their demands, they 
came for him with a muzzle on his head, latched and locked with 


chains. 


13. Just A Chat 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Phil makes a friend. 


Philza had known that elytron don’t cope well with restriction. 


He’d known but he hadn't known. He hadn't understood how it might 
be different from the claustrophobic night shelters and long stretches 
of solitude that had been his constant companion before he’d known 
Techno. 


The difference, he now understood, was choice. He chose to be 
alone. He chose his tiny shelters and tiny homes and tiny rooms. He 
had chosen those confines in his travels, and in his heart he was 
free. 


In this dark wooden cell, rocked by the sea, he is not free. As gentle 
as the shackles on his wrists and ankles are, as carefully as the 
weight pressed on his shell was laid, they have stolen that sacred 
choice from him- and the loss of that freedom lingers like a thousand 
spiders crawling under his wingshell, feathers pressed so tightly 
against each other it burns. 


“Is he okay?” a voice echoes down the hall. 


“Best leave ‘im be,” another answers. “These birdie types, cage stuff 
fucks with their heads mad quick. We're just gonna aggravate ‘im.” 


“Still,” the first voice goes on. “Did we have to go and lock ‘im up like 
that? He’s lookin’ all depressed and shit, it’s not like he can fly away.” 


“Oh, come off it, Toms. He ain’t a pretty little dove. Guy’s got a five 
block wingspan under that ladybug lookin’ thing on ‘is back. Near 
knocked my shoulder out when | got caught too close to one o’ ‘em.” 


“Jesus.” 


They're talking about him. He knows it. He doesn’t know why, but 
everything just feels so... heavy. Heavy and foggy, like there was a 
million layers of snow between him and the rest of the universe. It’s 
hard to keep his eyes open. He doesn’t even know how long he’s 
been here. He thinks it might have something to do with the way his 
wings were punched shut to force the restraint on him. He doesn’t 
have the energy to care. 


Whatever. The more unapproachable he is, the better. The odd 
trapped sensation in his ribs is already freakish enough, he doesn’t 
need any species-curious guards harassing him on top of that. Their 
curiosity and their fucking presumptuous care. The ghost of 
condescendingly helpful hands lingers on his wrists and his bruised 
wings rattle spitefully at the memory. He'll tear the arms out of 


whoever tries to get near his feathers next, consequences be 
damned. 


(He misses Techno already.) 


A warbled sigh pitches like a forgotten trill in the back of his throat, 
humming oddly in his mouth as he leans into the creaking wood of 
the wall. 


An identical warbling noise answers back. 


Philza blearily opens an eye. There’s a crow, peeking through the 
bars of the window, tapping its beak into the wood as it stares at him. 


Almost reflexively, his eyes nictitate under the scrutiny. The crow 
squints and nictitates back, a cloudy blue film sliding briefly over its 
gaze. 


Maybe he’s just going crazy, but it feels like they’ve reached an 
understanding of some kind. 


His talons tentatively click against his wooden bowl, shaking idle 
crumbs of food. The crow tilts its head. 


“It’s alright,” he lilts softly. “] don’t mind. You’ve come all this way.” 


Small black eyes seem to regard him with a new kind of shrewdness 
as twiggy little legs weave past the bars and hop down towards him. 


“Don’t tell the guards,” he mutters conversationally, “but they always 
give me a little too much. It'd be nice if you came around and helped 
me finish things off.” 


The crow pauses like it actually considers his words for a moment, 
before zeroing in on a piece of cheese with a new vigor. Philza 
breathes a slight laugh. 


He actually rather likes crows, in all honesty. The soft darkness of 
their presence was a comforting certainty, no matter the server or 
biome. He never quite understood how people would dislike them. 


The crow doesn’t fly away just yet when it finishes up. Against all 
reason, it decides that climbing him is a perfectly grand idea, little 
claws digging into his uniform as it crawls up to preen the gray down 
edging on his face. 


“Hello to you, too.” His shackled hands gently reach to scratch the 
crow’s face in turn. “Gods, | really am going mad, aren't I? Already 
talkin’ to crows.” 


The bird simply clicks its beak at him with a friendly chattering 
sound. 


“Chatty chatting chattering chatters,” he trills. “Chatters, my beloved.” 


The newly dubbed Chatters mouths at Philza’s shackles, miming the 
clatter of chains. 


“It's not so bad,” he reassures. “Tell you what, Chatters, you do a 
little something between you and me.” Philza softly pets the crow’s 
head. “You just keep flying free, and as long as you do that?” He 
taps at his chest. “Maybe I'll be free too, right here.” 


Chatters proudly ruffles its feathers. 


“There’s a good chap. Don’t tell Techno, wouldn't want him bein’ 
jealous.” Philza leans his head down to nuzzle into Chatters’ wings. 
“You'd like Techno. He’s real nice. My best man in the big wide 
everything.” 


He closes his eyes. 


“'d fight th’ world for him, you know,” he sleepily mutters as his head 
dips down to a corner in the walls. “Set the sky on fire and everythin’. 
Don’ tell ‘im | said that.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


crow: (blinks third eyelid) 
philza: (blinks third eyelid) 


-a mysterious bond has formed- 


14. And I'll Tell You All About It When I See You Again 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Techno wades through a stream to visit his friend. 


The situation is novel to him. 


Soldiers had come for him, only him, to- to take him away? They did 
not seem to want to hurt him (much) but they wanted him to very 
much be somewhere else, and took every measure to ensure his 
cooperation. 


They wanted to take him somewhere and wanted especially that he 
would be nowhere else in the meantime. There is surely- there is 
surely some kind of word for this process, but he does not know 
what it is. 


They have hobbled his hands, as if he were a strider fit to wander 
away at any moment, and they- they chained... his face . They have 
put some kind of cage on it. He can speak and eat, but the thing is 
latched and locked around his head. He has seen these things on 
patrol hounds, perhaps. 


(They do not want him to take it off. He had touched it for only a 
moment, out of confusion, and someone had struck his hands.) 


They are also quite insistent that he stay inside this small room the 
entire time, which does not make much sense. They are wasting an 
entire prospective crew member on this ship, a dead weight in a 
wooden box. They have put him in this place and have given him no 
work to show for it- most of the time they do not bother to so much 
as speak to him. It is all very strange. 


He doesn’t care for it. 


Truth be told, he could escape. It would not be hard. He saw the 
layout of this ship when he was first taken under, and this crew 
would not be able to stop him. Even with his weapons taken from 
him, he could take a good chunk of their number down with his own 
hands. 


It would simply be impractical. He does not know where he is being 
taken, he does not know the speed of boats. If he were to overtake 
this ship, he would be stranded with no real idea of his bearings. 


Far better to wait it out and see what it is they want with him. 


And as it was taught to him, his actions will reflect on his peers. He 
would not want his violence to punish his soldiers and fellow 
commanders. 


South End, at least, will not suffer in his absence. Lieutenant Cxlvxn 
( gods , what a mouthful of a name) had a... a good head on his 
shoulders, is what Philza would say. Cxlvxn would be able to handle 
things until they returned. 


There it was. The one other reason he does not simply break out of 
the ship and be done with it. 


One of their men is on this ship with him. And so was Philza. 


He smells it in the rotation of the guards- Philza’s presence lingers 
on their hands and clothes. It is concerningly diluted by stress and 
anger, but mercifully free of illness or injury. Had he known a drop of 
blood in it, perhaps he would not be so tame in this odd confinement. 


But Philza is here . Stuck on this boat, somewhere with him, making 
no move to escape. Which means he is trapped in some way, 
trapped and alone, and that won't do at all. 


He can’t do much for the first part, but he can do something about 
the second. 


Techno takes out his prayer bracelet from his inventory, humming to 
himself as the hollow golden beads chime quietly in his hands. 
Slowly, surely, the familiar weight of a chorus trickles down his skull 
like a steady stream. 


Late? Technolate? 
TechnoBOxX 
Techngail 
blade in a box what crimes will he commit 


Burn the ship. Kill them all. 


He spares no greeting for them, heavy brows furrowing with 
concentration as he closes his eyes. 


Tech tech tech technomute? 
Technomuted? 


You’re muted 


His natural resistance helped to withstand the chorus in the past, but 
he will need to discard it now. Now , he needs their song to rise and 
rise and rise , to challenge his silence until it threatens to drown him. 


He breathes, leans his head back, and falls in. 


The current of their endless choir is wilder than ever. Of course it 
would be, it had been so long since he’d fully submerged himself. He 


is the stream and it is him and it is everything. 


He is the voices in his head and the bracelet still turning in his hands 
and the cage on his face. He is the wooden room that holds his 
body, he is the guard passing by it, the trace of Philza on her hands. 
He is the limp in her right leg as she walked down the hall, he is the 
creaking wooden panels agitated by her footsteps. He is the rattle of 
keys at her hip and he is the ship and the soldiers and the fish and 
the sea and the sky 


and he is moonlight, caught by the chains on Philza’s wrist. 


If | find what has done this to you, | would tear off their hands. 
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Te-” Philza startles awake, bonds rattling as he bolts from his 
corner. “Techno?” 


So it would seem. 


He is the sound of hair rustling as Philza tilts his head about. 
“Where-” Philza’s voice trails to a whisper. “-where are you?” 


Yes. 


Philza scoffs, a smile twitching the mole on his face. “Smartass. | 
mean your body.” A hand waves flippantly. “I’m gonna assume 
you're doing some kind of magic shit.” 


The body shares a ship with you. | found your scent on the 
guards and followed it. 


“Right,” Philza mutters. “Forgot you were a big fucking hound.” He 
pauses. “I’m alright, Techno. Nobody’s hurt me or anything.” 


This cage is hurt enough. 


“Don't say that, mate.” Philza leans back into the wall. “It’s not so 
bad. I’ve got you.” His eyes flicker wearily at the space in front of 
him. “lI just wish | could see you.” 


He is the tired twitch in Philza’s talons. He is the morbid rise of a 
thousand voices, whispered fantasies of bloody burning carnage for 
everything that separates them, and he is the decision to say none of 
this aloud. 


The ship will end its journey eventually. | will see you again. His 
body nods, his assurance uttered like the weight of a prophecy. / 
willsee you again. 


“Cheers, mate,” Philza half-laughs as he sleepily lowers his head. “I'll 
drink to that.” 


15. TECHNOBLADE ET AL V EARTH- Day 1 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Juror #11 reports. 


When he first remembers himself again, he is standing on the docks 
of some lazily productive port city bordered by grand granite walls, 
watching ships sail into the harbor. Easy contentment slides on his 
face as casual stretches of sailors’ Script echo around his ears, 
peppered with French. The cloudy sky rolls, forebodingly nostalgic, 
as sea air fogs the goggles he doesn’t realize are still on his face. 


“Juror!” an accented voice calls. “Juror #11!” 


For no particular reason, he looks down at his multicoloured coat. 


Huh. Wow. 


That sure is a nametag slapped on him, and it sure says Juror #117. 


“Th-that’s me!” he finally answers, flashing a small white sign that 
wasn't in his inventory before. “What do you need?” 


The apparent messenger motions him over. “The last defendant just 
landed.” The woman scoffs. “Late, of course. The nerve of that ship. 
It's just too much to ask people to be punctual these days, it seems.” 


He laughs uneasily under his breath. 


“But anyways!” The human waves away her own complaints. “We'll 
be starting the trial soon, so you're going to have to cut your little 
stroll short.” 


Difficult as it is to keep up with her perfectly regimented footsteps, he 
manages it regardless, his purple boots kicking up graceless hollow 
thunks on the wooden ground. “It’s a bit weird you let me wander off 
in the first place,” Karl hesitantly points out. 


“| couldn’t exactly keep you lot on beck and call, not while all these 
other schedules are up in the air like this.” She sighs. “This whole 
affair is a bloody mess. Having us put together god court on such 
short notice, what were they thinking?” 


He nearly trips over his own feet as he pushes up his goggles. 
“Woah, woah, hold on. Someone’s invoked god court? What the 
honk for?” 


“ Great, and you weren't even filled in, either. Just another thing for 
me to clean up.” 


“Just give me the quick rundown?” 


With a swift motion, the lady ducks into a carriage, and he, hoping 
this isn’t the prelude to murder like the last five times a total stranger 
tried to get him alone in an enclosed space, follows against all better 
judgement. Curiosity killed the cat, satisfaction brought it back or 
something like that. 


“| Know we're meant to keep you jurors in the dark for impartiality’s 
sake, but honestly. They could have at least told you something .” 
The lady taps her fingers tensely on her arms. “There’s apparently 
been an entirely new crime committed just a few weeks ago.” 


New crime? Jeez. Somebody’s getting all the wrong kinds of 
inventive. “Is that why god court's been invoked?” 


The lady rubs at her temples. “None of the national courts want to be 
the one to touch it, and nothing of this scale has ever even 
happened before in the entire history of the server. That, and...” She 
pauses, looking out the windows briefly as if there could be someone 
listening in even now. “...the defendants in question aren’t server 
natives, either. No one really knows how to deal with them.” 


“But what about their home servers?” 


“Different damn dimension,” the lady bites. “And with the stunt they 
pulled, there’s no way this server's letting them get tried anywhere 
else but here.” 


So he’s gone and landed in time for some kind of landmark case, 
then. Odd. Usually he doesn’t end up so center stage in these kinds 
of things. “What stunt?” 


“You'll find out soon enough, | imagine.” The carriage pulls to a stop. 
“We've arrived.” 


The courthouse is eccentrically open in its design- almost like an 
outdoor garden, or a weirdly non-violent coliseum. Then again, he 
doesn't think he’s actually been to a god court before. Maybe that 
kind of design is normal. 


Before she walks away, she stops, turning quickly on her heel to face 
him again. “I forgot to ask,” she adds as she takes out her book, “but 
| do need your name for the record, sir.” 


“My name?” he stutters. 


Dont forget, your name is... 


“Karl Jacobs,” he recalls with a privately tilted smile. “Don’t wear it 
out.” 


The lady nods. “Follow me then, Mr. Jacobs.” 


As they step inside, it really does look like an outdoor garden. 
Flowers and vines weave along the seats of the courtroom, and the 
judge’s bench looks like it practically sprouted out of the ground. Karl 
looks up at the open ceiling and he might, in little split moments of 
his vision, see the deceptive non-presence of barrier blocks. 


The place screams of divine handiwork. 


He takes his seat by the other jurors, taking in the rest of the rather 
large audience. The amount of spectators wasn’t that weird- 
especially if the case was as big as his guide had implied- but as he 
looks at the crowd, he notices an overwhelming majority of human 
faces. Hardly even a single testificate in sight, and those should 
have been easier to pick out in a crowd than a cactus in a desert! 


Several figures are seated to the left on a_ (rather 
overcompensatingly tall) table. 


A cluster of obvious mortal prophets flank two figures. A young, 
smug looking god takes the form of a human man, hands twitching 
uneasily for a bow, while a rosy draped god gazes on with three 


impassive purple eyes, staring past any present person in the crowd 
in favor of looking toward the judge’s empty seat. 


An empty seat, until it wasn’t. The world simply dares to blink for half 
a tick and there is a... something, vaguely ambling towards human 
resemblance, sitting at attention and wearing a judge's clothes. 


The letter of the law graces the court. The three eyed god’s words 
softly silence the crowd, their bored sounding tone brokering no 
room for disagreement. Bring the defendants. 


“Of North End, Commander Arlus Finch,” a voice calls. 


A human with slicked back hair uneasily marches into the court with 
minimal protest by two armed guards flanking his side. His mouth 
shakes with some cut off greeting, but he seems to decide against it, 
only half heartedly waving his shackled hands as he muffles a 
nervous laugh. 


“Of East End, Commander Snag.” 


The crowd shifts uneasily as a char black creeper moblin marches in 
on hobbled legs, his well-kept uniform identical to the human that 
came before him. The guards flank him with spears from a 
respectable distance, and Karl can see the silver shine of ready 
water charms in their palms. 


“Of West End, Commander Fit.” 


This one- this one is an elytron. An elytron man with a closely 
shaved head and the beginnings of an odd beard. He’s chained by 
his wrists and ankles, a weight pressed down on his shell, but from 
the disinterested curiosity in his eyes, and relaxed posture, he didn’t 
seem bothered at all by the proceedings. A triad of much more 
heavily armored guards than those before surrounded the man as he 
walked towards the centre of the court. 


An elytron, out of Sky. Karl can see what his guide had meant by 
non-native now. 


“The three defendants of South End.” 


The crowd pauses, leaning forward with interest. 


“Foreman Voice Acceturo Pete.” 


Another human, this time, though quite a bit older than the last. An 
amused expression graced his aged face as he walked rather 
confidently into the court, and a single guard with minimal equipment 
followed. He whistles irreverently. “Quite the audience, then. We 
puttin’ on some kind of show?” 


Would defendant Voice please keep his comments to himself, 
the human-presenting god almost barks. 


Voice’s bravado wavers in the face of the god’s voice, if only for a 
moment. “Yes, sir.” 


The announcer’s voice shakes with the tail edge of fearful pause 
before continuing on. 


“Commander Philza Watson Minecraft.” 


I’m sorry, what? 


Karl nearly leans into the railing as if that could get him a better look 
than he’s already got, but Prime’s grace, it is. 


Shouting and trying to stab the guards in the eyes sure, but definitely 
him. Much shorter haired, slightly more bearded and lacking in some 
of his more eccentric features, but nonetheless- the oddly piercing 
gaze is unmistakable. 


“WHAT DID YOU DO TO HIM!” Philza shouted. “WHERE IS HE?” 


Would defendant Minecraft please calm down. 


Philza’s answered laugh rattles with an unhinged hiss. Still fidgeting 
in his bonds. 


He is also reminded that assault of the court guards trumps his 
Hardcore status and we will not hesitate to defend the court 
against him if need be. Mercy will not be given. 


Philza doesn't quite settle down, but his angry shouting winds down 
to a persistent vague rattle of protest as he gets led further into the 
room by his shoulders. 


“Commander...” The announcer’s voice falters as the last defendant 
enters the room. “...Commander Technoblade.” 


Karls eyes almost bulged out of his head at the announcement. He’d 
have choked on water if he could. But before he can kick himself 
over his too obvious reaction, the crowd outright flinches. 


Commander Technoblade’s chains rattle heavy and slow, his large 
frame towering over the guards escorting him. The blue uniformed 
piglin doesn't carry the same impassive pride Karl remembers him 
for- instead of being angry or even offended by all the restraints and 
weapons, cloudy golden eyes scan the crowd with an almost lost 


sort of confusion, expression choked by the muzzle clamped on his 
face. 


“TECHNO!” Philza’s shout almost deafens the courtroom, his face 
aghast. “The FUCK kinna court are you tryin’ t’ pull on us-” 


Silence, mortal. For the first time since appearing, the Judge 
speaks. This court is of divine making. If you have an issue with 
it then consider yourself already guilty. 


“Oh-hohoho.” Philza’s smile is sharp and angry, his usual lilted 
accent rendered heavy and twisted. “Oh, you sanctimonious bitch. 
That’s how it is, then.” 


COULD PHILZA MINECRAFT KEEP HIS COMMENTS TO 
HIMSELF AS WE TRY TO CONTINUE THE COURT 
PROCEEDINGS. The human presenting god almost exploded in 
anger. HE IS REMINDED HE IS HERE TO BE JUDGED, NOT TO 
JUDGE. 


The Philza that Karl knew would have probably laughed in the god’s 
face. 


Commander Philza sits down roughly in his chair, wings still rattling 
indignantly under his shell like a trapped pile of snakes. His talons 
dig into his sleeves, mouth set in a wide flat line. 


“Hey, hey, hey!” A guard harshly pulls at Technoblade’s muzzle. 
“Where are you going?” 


Technoblade points at the seats in the audience. “Il think I’m 
supposed to sit down,” his muffled monotone drawils. 


Due to its species, Commander Technoblade must remain 
standing in view of all guards, the rosey god boredly states. Philza 
hissed at the statement but did nothing else. 


Technoblade blinks. “Okay. | am so good at standing. This is fine.” 


Now, Karl isn’t exactly a legal expert here, but he feels like there’s 
some kind of bias thing going on here. 


The announcer coughs. “Right. Earth v Technoblade et al. Let the 
Saint-Malo trial begin.” 


Oh. Oh, dear gods. 


Technoblade raises his hand. “Quick question-” 


It is not your time to speak, the judge interrupts. 


“Quick question,” Technoblade repeats anyway. “What’s a trial and 
why are we in it?” 


Oh, this is going to go well, isn’t it. 


16. Dance Break 


Summary for the Chapter: 


A blind dance, but a dance nonetheless. 


l’ll assume you don’t know what’s going on, either. 


If Philza shudders at the sudden mental intrusion, neither him or 
Techno acknowledge it. “Gods, give a man a little warning 
sometimes.” 


That was the warning. 


“Oh, lovely. Well, that just solves everything, then.” 


He leans closer to the door, checking for nearby guards. As 
entertaining as it would be to let them think he’d gone crazy enough 
to start talking at himself, there’s a funny little thing called legal 
competency and it wouldn’t be fun to get boxed into an insanity plea. 
(The fact that he barely remembers half the time he's been spending 
in this cell is already bad enough.) He huffs a short breath when he 
sees his surroundings mercifully empty- for now, at least. 


“You askin’ about the intermission?” Philza whispers to nothing. 


Mm. Intermission. | know what that word is. 


Any other day, the empty lack of comprehension in Techno’s tone as 
he stumbled into a new concept would be funny, but it only highlights 
just how fucked they are. Philza knew right from the get-go there 
would be gaps in their mutual knowledge- things he wouldn’t know 
he needed to explain, things Techno wouldn't know he was missing. 


But oh, boy. Of all the times to just start learning what a legal system 
was. 


“They're pausin’ to do somethin’ private,” Philza vaguely starts out. 
“They- they took Fit a while ago. Probably gonna do the same to the 
others wherever they are.” 


And you? 


“| got an idea of what they’re gonna ask,” Philza resignedly answers, 
“because they took me first.” 


Oh? Such a simple little sound, laced with something dangerous. 
What did they want? 


“They- ah-” Spit it out, damn it. Be done with it. “You know how we 
haven't really done any crimes they can pin down?” 


! remember how much you wanted it to stay above board, 
Techno recalls. 


“Yeah. But now they’re tryin’ to find other shit to pin on us. They’re-” 
Philza’s mouth twitches. “-they want somethin’ to pin on you. ” 


But- but it was only a demonstration. It was only a test. We 
didn’t hurt anyone, we didn’t do anything wrong. 


“| know,” Philza stresses. “They know it, too.” He laughs uneasily. 
“But they’re still really fucking mad about it. | guess they decided it’s 
all your fault-” 


Philza hears a snorting sound. I’m sure Commander Fit would 
love to hear that. 


“-and now they want to see if there’s anything else they can use as, 
like, an excuse to punish you,” Philza finishes. “They were- they 
were askin’ me if-" He laughs oddly. “On account of you bein’ such a 
big fighting lad and me bein’ what | am, they-” His voice trails off. “- 
they were askin’ if you forced me into it, mate.” 


There’s a silence. 


“Techno?” 


Philza. His friend’s voice is careful, gentle. Philza, you’re shaking. 


Somewhere in the back of his head he becomes aware of the tense 
anger in his clenched hands. Of his own wings blanketing 
defensively around himself. 


“| know,” Philza distantly says, “that | should be angry about how 
people seem to always want the worst from you, but I-” A hiss rises 
in his breath. “-the way they asked about how you treated me. You’d 
think | was a doll, Techno.” 


A low rumbling growl echoes into his skull. 


“Dont,” Philza whispers. “Not over this, not over-” He doesn’t quite 
finish the thought. “We’ll get out of this,” he reassures instead. “We 
just need... time.” He laughs bitterly. “Maybe a bit of luck, too.” 


Damn. And not a coin to kiss. Apparently the confusion on Philza’s 
face was visible to the piglin somehow, because it’s soon met with 
light chuckles. It’s just a piglin thing, then, | guess. Don’t worry 
about it. 


“Hey, come on back with that. Thinkin’ about a little luck isn’t a bad 
idea.” He tilts his head with thought. “Can you move when you're like 
this? Are you still in your body?” 


Sure. It’s a bit distracting, though, so | usually don’t. 


Philza stands, legs blessedly free from their previous chains. 
Apparently one of the jurors had thought the leg hobbling was a bit 
cruel, and the others had voted in agreement. It's an odd sentiment 
to spare at this point, but he’s not going to question it. “] never got 
around to teaching you how to dance, did I.” 


First time I’ve heard about it. 


Philza idly taps his face. “Elytron, we always- we have all these little 
dances. Typical bird brain, | know. It’s silly. But it’s like- it’s-” His feet 
tap as he wracks his brain for the words. “It’s a bit like your bells,” he 
hesitantly decides. “All the steps, it’s got a meaning to it. Kind of like 
some kind of... shared wish, | guess?” 


He can almost hear a smile in Techno’s voice. Alright. Ill play. 
Philza doesn’t see it, not quite, but he could have sworn he felt 
someone else’s shackles clicking against his wrist. What are we 
wishing for? 


Philza laughs lightly as he hears something mirror his first steps. 
“Luck, | guess.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Fit may or may not have been morbidly counting down the hours 
until one of them snapped behind bars, but still. 


He wasn't expecting to catch Phil in the tail end of an empty wish 
dance of all things, gently going through the motions with a distant, 
borderline wistful edge in his smile. 


The door locks behind Fit and Phil practically clicks back into place 
as he whirls around to face Fit. 


“How long were you standing there?” the man nervously laughs. 


“Long enough to see you dancing alone like a depressed widow,” Fit 
deadpans. 


“| wasn't- dancing alone,” Phil stutters, “| was dancing... with 
Techno.” He waves his hands around. “Yes, | told you | was sharing 
cells with him, | don’t know why you're surprised-” The vague 
unfocus of Phil’s eyes doesn’t match his pointed tone as he talks at 


thin air. “- ’ll see you later, don’t spy on us, you're making me look 
like a crazy person.” 


Phil slaps a hand over his face. He blinks one eye open to look back 
at Fit. 


“| haven’t gone mad, if that’s what you’re gonna ask. Techno’s just 
got magic tricks,” he vaguely elaborates. “Don’t worry about it.” 


Eh. Alright. Fit’s seen weirder shit, magic piglins isn’t outside of the 
realm of his possibility. 


On the other hand. 


“So.” Fit casually crosses his arms (as much he can with the 
shackles anyway), leaning against the wall. “You and Technoblade, 
huh?” 


Philza leans back with a loud click in his throat. “For the last time, 
we’re not-” He trips over his words for a moment. “-good Gods, man, 
it's not like he’s my husband or anything!” 


“A wish dance, Phil. You were looking all longing and everything. 
Don’t act like | didn’t see devotion steps in the end there.” 


“It’s not like that,” Phil insists, a mortified red dusting on his face. 
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“Im just sayin’,” Fit points out. “It feels like you're at least a /ittle in 
love with him-” 


“Oh gods -” 


“-which is totally fine, I'm not judging, he’s a nice guy... piglin... 
person man.” 


“Please, on all that is holy, | am begging you to stop-” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


philza, living in a time period before words like queerplatonic 
existed: listen, i'm not in love with my best friend. i would simply 
dance with him 


17. You Fool! You Activated My Trap Card! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(Or something like that.) 


Commander Fit’s face shifts with angry disbelief. “Arlus, what the 
fuck have you done?” 


Commander Finch is no longer considered a defendant, the 
judge smugly explains, and has chosen to cooperate by acting as 
a witness. 


“Oh, of course Finch went and caved,” Foreman Voice snarks. “I 
don't know what | expected.” 


“Disappointing,” Commander Snag lowly mutters. 


Philza- well, Commander Minecraft in this case, Karl supposes- lets 
out a burst of laughter that could have almost passed for harmless if 
it wasn't for the sharp anger on his face. 


With every little betrayed comment, Commander Finch draws back in 
his new seat among the audience, positioned a safely comfortable 


distance from all the defendants as his hands clasp at his now 
unshackled wrists. 


The human looks absolutely miserable, but Karl can’t find it in 
himself to feel an ounce of sympathy after seeing the hurt on the 
others’ faces. 


The judge graciously extends their hand. This is not an exclusive 
offer. The majority of you are not the true orchestrator of this 
crime. You could be granted amnesty if you simply denounced 
this temporary faction of yours and cooperated with the court. 


The defendants stay silent. 


“lam not surprised that you could convince Arlus to betray us,” 
Commander Blade finally says. “| guess | don’t blame him for it. We 
hardly knew each other, in the end. But you will not find the rest of us 
so easily bought.” 


Despite the muzzle and harsh restraints, the piglin stands tall and 
composed. 


“Over the course of our service, we have been brothers, forged by 
blood. Your court will not make us turn on one another over 
something so trivial.” 


The judge’s faceless gaze sweeps over the other defendants. Does 
this commander speak for all of you? 


“| think he damn well does,” Commander Minecraft bites. 


I see. The judge leans forward with increased interest. Does that 
mean, then, that you would accept the same punishment as it? 


“He has committed no crime,” Commander Snag spitefully corrects. 
“And neither have the rest of us. Either you punish us all or you 
punish nothing.” 


Maybe so, the judge concedes. But the fact remains, regardless 
of legality, that the Commander Blade who challenges this 
server’s authority is not of player race. 


“What the hell does that mean?” Commander Fit yells. “He’s got life 
marks like all the rest of us!” 


A rare exception among its kind, the domain god Chip dully notes. 
We do not call dogs players when their masters bind lives to 
them. 


“If he’s not a damn player,” Foreman Voice caustically asks, “then 
why the hell are you bringing him to court, jackasses?” 


We didn’t, the judge responds. 


“...What?” 


The judge leans forward. YOU, the player commanders, have 
been brought to court, for YOUR FAILURE to contain it. And by 
refusing to denounce its actions, you claim them as yours. 


This charade has run its course, the other domain god (Josha, 
was it?) snarks. Put the thing down and be done with it. 


The defendants spring up with new righteous vigor. 


“What the FUCK, man-” 
“What is this, some kind of kangaroo court?” 
“He’s not a dog!” 


“No, no, no, you CAN'T -” 


Commander Blade laughs nervously, golden eyes flickering as 
guards converge on him. “Hey, hold on, what- what do you mean put 
down?” 


There’s a pressure building in Karl’s chest- he feels like he might be 
sick. And going by the look on the other jurors’ faces, they might be 
feeling it too. 


But they’re doing nothing. All of them, they’re doing nothing. 


Karl's fingers shake as he slowly raises his hand. 


“Quick question,” his voice wavers. 


The entire court seems to turn to him. Oh... oh boy. 


“l- um.” Karl swallows nervously. “I can’t help but notice you’re being 
kind of inconsistent here.” 


The air of the room grows heavy with the weight of divine scrutiny. 


How so? the judge asks, dangerously level. 


“You say that Commander Blade isn’t a person,” Karl points out. “But 
you arrested him as a person. You accused him as a person. You 


just tried him as a person. How can you go back on that and fail to 
treat him as one?” 


If everyone wasn’t staring before, they definitely are now. (Oh, 
please let this not collapse the timeline with how badly Karl is 
probably fucking this up.) 
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“?’m just sayin’,” Karl half squeaks. “It kind of ruins the legal integrity 
of all this to just pick and choose like that, doesn’t it?” 


What... an interesting point. Do any of the other jurors agree 
with this assessment? 


“Yes,” a voice shakes next to Karl. “I do.” 


“| do.” 


“| think so, yes.” 


” 


“Aye. 


“It's a fair point.” 


Very well, the judge concedes, as if the very idea was like pulling 
teeth. Let the letter of the law decide. Is there any evidence that 
legally clarifies the personhood of Commander Blade? The 
judge raises their hand to stop the first wave of protest. Military 


record does not count. Military history and ranking has been 
awarded to animals in the past, and cannot technically imply 
personhood. 


...Karl has a suspicion he may have made things worse. It is just now 
occurring to him that a piglin from another dimension probably 
doesn’t have papers to speak of. (Did this time period even have 
personal papers yet? He can’t quite remember when this is.) 


Suddenly, a good number of crossbows turn up to the ceiling. 


There’s a crow. 


In the courthouse. 


Somehow. 


Said crow decides that diving straight for Commander Minecraft is an 
excellent idea. The elytron lets out a sharp noise as the bird crashes 
into his chest, claws snagging on something in his clothes before it 
flies away. Whatever it almost made off with, the man was 
determined not to part with it, hands awkwardly flailing within his 
shackles as he caught the object in his hands. 


Silence reigns for a moment as he stares at it, a new clarity dawning 
on his face. 


“Proof,” Commander Minecraft says. “You want proof.” 


With a grim satisfaction, he lets his trinket hang from his hands- a 
chain carrying the ring of a very familiar Sky lord family crest. 


“Why don’t you go and find a certain Mr. Beast,’ Commander 
Minecraft drily asks, “and you go and fucking ask him about 
Technoblade’s ring.” 


And the court dissolves into incredulous chaos. 


18. And The Car Door Opened, And A Man Stepped Out. 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Everybody looked and everybody saw, it was the same man 
they'd been singin’ about. 


And they waited. 


Oh, how they waited. 


A good deal /onger than Karl was expecting- then again, the highest 
form of long distance communication in this era is /etters, and this 
era’s Mr. Beast lives in another dimension in another server. These 
things take time. 


The gods were- well, they were a lot less angry about it all then Karl 
expected. This filibuster, drawn out as it was, didn’t try their 
patience. 


Karl guesses that’s not too weird. He doesn’t know too much about 
the domain god Chip, or that ghostly aspect of law acting as a judge, 
but something in their casually powerful indifference implies age and 
experience- perhaps to them, there was little difference between 
days and weeks and months. Their apathy made sense. 


Josha’s indifference was a different puzzle. He was clearly young, at 
least by the standards of gods, playing around in human form while 
still flexing his power like a kid showing off parkour tricks. He was 
eager to get the trial over with- but not eager enough to try and 
argue past the new delay. 


Karl, just a little suspiciously, had asked why. 


Technoblade dies, JoshA had simply answered. What does it 
matter if today or tomorrow? 


-<>9<>- 


And they waited. 


They waited long enough that airships appeared in Saint Malo. The 
simple blue stripes of South End’s military guild flags are all graffitied 
by the same bursting white star. 


The Antarctic Empire hangs over Saint Malo like a guillotine, the 
aurora shine of its faction barrier still bleeding out defiantly into the 
sky. 


And it waits. 


-<>9Y<>- 


And they waited. 


They waited, and now this trial? 


It’s not good and quiet anymore. 


It never was, not really, but in those first days there had been the 
illusion that this was only a minor case, as dramatic as its backstory 
began. 


A world held hostage for the grand price of nothing, a pointed 
message that the act was even possible at all. An open and shut 
case, in theory- were the authors terrorists, or slightly over dramatic 
protesters? 


So, so simple. And then it wasn’t, because now they’re stuck waiting 
for the saving grace of some distant Sky lord to act as a witness, and 
they’re waiting so long that people start to falk. 


They talk about how the barrier, as much as it’s muddled with the 
borders of server maps, hasn’t done nearly as much as it could 
have. Not so much as a single portal fussed with. No violence done, 
no threats made. 


It was a quiet server takeover. Some people had started whispering. 
Nothing was really interfered with, was it? Nothing- nothing changed. 


And then someone got ahold of one of those faction barrier 
maintenance books and really looked at it. 


It was like a bomb went off. That someone started speaking of what 
really went on, the flaw in the system, The virus in the data. And 
soon everyone was talking about it. 


Truth trickles out in waves like a plague as the hum of an Antarctic 
Empire hangs over their heads. 


...And they talked about Commander Blade of South End. 


Legally speaking, those without lifemarks were never to be 
considered players. Even those who gained temporary life marks 
under the laws of SMP Earth were considered non-persons. 


And it didn’t matter because everyone had life marks, didn’t they? Of 
course they did! As human majority as the server was, every player 
race had life marks, that was what made them players. Moblins had 
life marks! Even testificates had life marks! 


...Piglins don’t have life marks. And that was fine because the laws 
of the Earth were for Earth, and no one was going to bother with the 
Nether natives anyway. It didn’t need to matter what the legal status 
was of a race that couldn’t even set foot on the server without dying. 


Piglins don’t have life marks, but Commander Blade did. 


Commander Blade of South End, the evil genius in every traditional 
sense of the word, so incomprehensible of nature that his definition 
of a reasonable protest was to color his complaints over continents. 
A piglin so sick with gold that it blinds his eyes and brands into his 
skull, his flat Script peppered with endless foreign prayers to the 
hellish, cannibalistic gods of the Nether. 


So sick with gold that some said he may as well bleed it. 


So sick with gold it paints his very soul, and the three impossible life 
marks on his wrist. 


(Why does this one piglin have life marks? Could he be disguised? 
Cursed? Was he a piglin at all?) 


(And if he was, what then?) 


And yet. And yet. Where is the madness, then, of the evil genius in 
question? 


There was no bloodshed, or death, or plague in the wake of the 
takeover. 


The pause of the trial drags on. Long enough for the audience to 
bleed into the city of Saint Malo and falk. 


Talk of Commander Blade, a defendant held in isolated containment. 
Constantly watched by guards armed to the teeth, head caged by 
the kind of muzzle fitted for bears. 


Commander Blade, made synonymous with a dog to his own face as 
the court debated whether or not to simply despawn him right then 
and there. 


Commander Blade who was given no legal counsel. 


...Commander Blade, who did not speak Script as a first language 
and did not know what a trial was until his crimes were being 


debated at him in international court. 


And the news stops talking about Commander Blade, the piglin. A 
new debate begins, about Technoblade the player. 


-<>9Y<>- 


And they waited. 


They wait for the confirmation of the Beast family. A simple one-word 
response, yes or no - is there a legal record of a player named 
Technoblade? 


A letter never comes. 


An entire ship does. 


A ship touches down in Saint Malo, and a man steps out. 


A snowy winged elytron in furs and leathers, once-dark hair now as 
peppered as his feathers. His hands lean into his sharp cane with a 
nine-fingered grip as the shadowy reed thin form of a soulhound 
weaves dangerously between his legs. 


“Mr. Beast?” An attendant nearby asks unsurely. 


The man looks down at the snarling blue wildcat on his ring. “Last | 
checked, yes.” 


“We weren't expecting you to come in person...” 


“And where would be the fun in that?” Mr. Beast tilts his head. “No, 
this little show you’ve put together is far too entertaining to join from 
a distance.” 


Mr. Beast flashed a smile and limped forward with his entire 
entourage behind him- an array of record keepers, guards, and 
personal attendants, a veritable circus of literal flying colors that 
parts the jarringly human crowd with the shock factor alone. 


“Ah, SMP Earth, how i've missed your bullshit.” With that glowing 
praise, the elytron lord motions to a human woman dressed in a 
rather smart looking jacket and goggles. “Sort out some rooms, 
would you Lilian?” As the woman nods, quietly splitting off from the 
group, Mr. Beast turns back to the attendant that first dared to ask 
his name, and he smiles again. 


See, the trick about an elytron’s smile is that it almost looks human. 
Almost. 


Almost human, until those smiles open up enough to bare teeth, long 
enough for an observer to realize they aren’t guite teeth at all- that 
flat shape hiding behind their lips is more of a morbid sort of beak, 
pointed at predatory intervals like a mockery of fangs. 


(It is so easy to forget that these pretty little birds are birds of prey.) 


“You are going to take me to see Technoblade,” Mr. Beast politely 
informs. “It's been far too long since I’ve seen my favorite chess 
partner.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


the elytron have had those the whole time i just legitimately 
forgot to put it down in the companion guide. i'll fix it when we do 
the next update in the guide and put a note. 


(if you try to debate me on how something can have both beaks 
and lips i will simply gently remind you- squids) 


19. The Immortal Game 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Two old friends play a game. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


techno and elijah aren't quite best friends but they're long time 
mental chess partners. it be like that sometimes 


(if you understand the incredibly niche chess joke this chapter 
is, ihave one question for you. are you okay) 


“You never visit, you never write.” Elijah leans back with mock 
despair. “Il would half think you’d forgotten me entirely, and now | 
have to see you in prison?” He clicks sarcastically. “For shame.” 


Techno’s shackled hands gesture to his muzzled face. “Well that’s 
hardly my fault. My hands are tied, here.” 


The aged lines under Elijah’s eyes wrinkle with distaste at the 
contraption. “Clearly.” He turns toward the court guards, waving his 
hands dismissively at the muzzle. “That bear trap is_ hardly 
necessary, and neither are the rest of you , for that matter. My own 
guards are damn well enough.” 


“Standard procedure,” a court guard responds. 


Elijah raps his cane into the ground. “This court has done quite 
enough procedure. Get rid of this nonsense and make yourselves 
useful elsewhere.” 


Even out of Sky, the Beast family name holds power- and even if it 
didn’t, there must have been something in the aged elytron’s stern 
expression, something dangerous enough to impose his demands. 


“Should we continue where we left off,” Elijah starts when the court 
guards leave, “or would you rather start a new game?” 


“| think we had a checkmate last time,” Techno vaguely recalls. 


Elijah hums. “In that case, I'll let you do the honors.” He gestures to 
the kettle at the table. “Tea?” 


“Sure.” Techno eases down into his seat. “Mob to e4.” 


There is no chess board between them- they haven't needed one for 
well over a decade now. The two men must have played hundreds of 
games in this way through letters alone, forever coming back to a 
board that existed only in their minds. 


“Only fair | meet you, then,” Elijah smiles as he pours two cups. “Mob 
to ed. Tell me about the case.” 


“Mob to f4.” Techno takes the cup into his hands. “I figure you must 
have heard the details a hundred times over by now.” 


“| haven't heard your details, my friend. I'll do what | can regardless, 
but | would like to hear the reasoning behind it. Mob takes mob at f4 


“Prophet to c4,” Techno impassively drawls, pausing to take a slow 
sip of tea. He might savor the warmth in his hands more than he 
should, but whatever. Cherish the small things. “I’m honestly not sure 
why people think it’s such a big deal. It’s been explained to me a few 
times, but | still don’t really get it? The barriers we set up were 
basically just a glorified light show and people act like we tried to 
conquer the entire server.” 


“Personally?” Elijah guesses. “I think they panicked, that’s all. Have 
they been feeding you the news down here?” 


“Not particularly, no.” 


“Opinions have changed about you lot,” Elijah points out. “Especially 
you. The filibuster your friend pulled gave people time to think- 
they’re less inclined to vote as drastically as they did before. That 
being said, angel to h4, check.” 


“lam grateful you actually came here, in person. | don’t know if a 
letter would’ve... been enough, to be honest.” Techno takes another 
sip. “Also, patron to f1. We both know you can’t kill me that easily.” 


“Ah, well it was worth a shot. Mob to b5.” Elijah nods easily. “And 
yes, letters can be forged. People, well- not so much.” Elijah smirks 
slightly, “You should’ve seen those smarmy gods’ faces when | met 
with them. It was rather funny honestly.” His mouth sets to a wide 
neutral line. “I Know you’re properly respectful of divinities and all, 
but | think we can both agree that these ones shouldn't be holding 
the sway they act like they have. Politics should stay out of holy 
concerns.” 


“| respect some gods,” Techno corrects. “Those guys aren't exactly 
better than mortals, but they sure have the potential to be a lot 
worse. Prophet takes mob at b5.” 


“Hero to f6,” Elijah quickly responds. “I suppose we should be 
thankful that aspect god of law forces them into a more level playing 
field. It gives you more options. Lawyers, for one.” Elijah refills his 
cup. “I brought a few down with me. We may not need them, seeing 
as where the jury’s opinion is heading, but it’s better to be safe than 
sorry.” 


“Hero to f3.” One of the piglin’s ears flicks uneasily. “You don’t need 
to go that extra block, Elijah. You being here was already more than 
enough. We don't have to go in debt for each other.” 


“Angel to h6.” Elijah’s cane clicks on the ground. “And debt is the 
furthest thing from my mind, | assure you. There's an injustice here 
and | want to see it corrected. If there’s anyone to thank, we should 
be thanking that friend of yours for pulling that stunt in time.” 


Techno hums. “Yeah. Philza’s smart like that. | left the ring with him 
for a reason.” 


It was always smart to trust Philza. Maybe not in the sense that 
Techno could expect him to pull off anything and everything, as 
tempting as the idea was, but Philza was honest. Honest about his 
thoughts, his capabilities, his loyalties. 


It was easy to trust that familiarity of a first and so often only friend- 
so long lastingly known that Techno can measure their shared 
existence in the weathering of seasons and rivers and stones, in the 
time that passes on people’s faces. Measured by Elijah, now 
peppered and worn, one marriage ring heavier and one finger lighter. 


(Philza, who stays exactly the same.) 


“Mob to d3,” Techno tacks on like a half-forgotten afterthought. 


“Hero to hd, then.” Elijah raises an eyebrow. “There’s another elytron 
commander other than your friend that’s been caught in this, 


correct? How are the two of them... faring? With detainment.” 


“Hero to h4. They sounded okay last time | saw them. Why?” 


“Angel to g5.” A somber expression haunts Elijah’s face. “Elytron 
aren't meant for cages, Technoblade. It breaks us harder than most.” 


Techno thinks back to the times he had seen Philza as he fell into 
the stream, remembering the growing shake in his friend’s voice with 
a new kind of clarity. 


“The guards started to take him and Fit out of the cell for a good few 
tocks at a time,” he recalls. “Took the weights off their shells too. It’s 
still getting to them, though, they've been getting chattier every time | 
see them. Hero to f5.” 


“Mob to cé6.” Elijah sighs. “That’s better than | expected, to be 
honest. It probably helps that they have each other. They likely 
would have snapped in isolation by now.” 


"Mob to g4. We'll- we'll get out soon. One way or another.” Techno’s 
sigh does not shake. “But enough about that depressing stuff- | 
heard you got kids now!” 


An awkwardly sincere grin breaks on Elijah’s face. “Two sons and a 
daughter. My boys are almost old enough to start coming for the title- 
| probably won’t be Mr. Beast for much longer. Hero to f6. | know 
John’s expecting to win it, but I’m holding off. | think Elias might 
surprise us.” 


“Portal to g1.” 


“Mob takes prophet at b5.” 


“Damn it,” Techno laughs under his breath. “Forgot about the 
prophet. Mob to h4.” 


“Angel to g6.” Elijah tilts his head. “You seem a bit distracted.” 


“Mob to h5.” Techno chuffs. “You’ve just got me worried about Philza, 
that’s all.” 


“Angel to g5.” Elijah swirls his cup. “They'll bounce back once they 
get out. Let them fly free for a bit and they'll be right as rain.” 


“Hmm. Angel to f3.” 


“Hero to g8, don't think | don’t see what you're planning.” 


“And that’s why prophet takes mob at f4.” 


“Angel to f6.” 


“Hero to c3. Who’s the colorful lady | was seeing with you earlier?” 


Elijah huffs. “Lilian Jacobs, my abhorred right hand. | don’t know how 
I'd manage my schedule without her. Prophet to c5. Her and her son 
Carlos are the blessed bane of my existence. | expect the Beast 
family to be harassed by their like for generations to come.” 


“Hero to d5.” 


“Angel takes mob at b2. Unfortunate.” 


“Prophet to d6.” 


“And my prophet takes portal at g7, right next to your patron.” 


Which was, as it turned out, a fatal mistake. Techno had smiled then, 
and nine moves later, his prophet was nestled up in a checkmate at 
the throat of Elijah’s patron. 


“| almost had you!” Elijah insists. 


“Unfortunately for you, Technoblade never dies.” 


“Say that to two games ago,” Elijah deadpans. “I’ve never seen a 
more easily lost angel.” 


“Technoblade never dies.” 


“Alright, alright.” Elijan rocks his head contentedly. “It was a good 
game, nonetheless. Wonderful to play in person again.” 


The aged elytron stands, wings wearily snaking past their shell as he 
stretches his arms. 


“| think we'll win this case,” Elijah reassures. “Il honestly do. The 
jurors are nearing towards your favor and we can back this court into 
a corner easily enough, keep those meddling gods _ from 
manhandling the trial any more than they already have. | wouldn't be 
surprised if this ended up having some lasting effects on server law.” 


“Probably not what you had in mind when you said | could make 
changes in the world.” 


Elijah laughs. “Surely not, but here we are anyway! I'll leave you 
alone now before the court guards finally get sick of my bullshit, but 
before | go.” 


He takes out a book from his inventory, handing it over. 


“Theogeny,’ Techno sounds out from the title. 


“A bit of proper myth about some of the old god history on this 
server,” Elijah explains. “Thought it might make a fun read after we 
kick this god court in the shins.” 


After. 


“Heh.” Techno’s eyes squint with an unseen smile. “Alright.” 


20. Cabin Fevers 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Family bonding! But terrible. 


And they waited. 


And it was... fine. 


Sort of. 


Maybe. 


Probably. 


...It could have been worse. 


There’s worse people to get stuck in a cell with than a nebulously 
distant, equally immortal relative, and the important part the 
important part the important part- 


The important part is they actually get along pretty well. They haven't 
torn each other’s heads out (yet). 


Still. 


The recent easing up of their containment can only do so much 
when they are still contained. 


“| have a shulker box,” Fit randomly says one evening. “Locked up in 
my enderchest back at West End.” 


“You're fuckin’ with me,” Philza fires back. “What kind of auction 
house did you have to wander into to get one of those?” 


Shulker boxes were practically the stuff of myth. Magical living 
chests crafted from the hands of domain gods for the exclusive use 
of themselves and their pantheons, only passing into mortal hands 
when some blessed player was given divine task or favor. Those 
gifted such things would hoard them ‘til their dying day, unable to be 
bought for any price. 


But prophets die like any other player, and even the gods can be 
carelessly forgetful with their things. Auction houses would foam at 
the mouth to get their hands on god tools. 


“| traveled for a bit before touching down on West End. Kind of like 
you, | guess.” Fit huffs. “Il was getting toured around in Freedonia. It’s 
the-” 


“oldest server in the known world,” Philza finishes with a light laugh. 
“| remember you goin’ off about that when you were a kid. That place 
is still around?” 


Fit smiles nostalgically. “It’s beautiful, man. The original spawn 
region’s been perfectly preserved and everything. It’s all super old 
looking,” Fit concedes, “but that’s what makes it beautiful, y'know? 
It’s like you can see the progress of civilization itself, as you go 
further and further out. You know how many guys they got in their 
pantheon?” 


“What, ten?” 


“Over sixty,” Fit recalls with awe. “Maybe even a hundred. Domain, 
aspect, even player prophets. The godhome was huge.” 


Philza nearly chokes. “You saw the godhome ?” 


“Yeah,” Fit unevenly laughs. “I! don’t know if it's my patron, or my 
work, or something else, but gods tend to like me. When | talk about 
my history stuff | tend to get tours.” 


“Might be divine vanity creepin’ up on ya. I’m sure there’s a god or 
fifty that would love their builds to end up in books.” 


Fit snorts. “Probably. But that’s how | got my shulker box. SlowRiot- 
he’s the head of the pantheon- he gave it to me.” He leans in with a 
private whisper. “I think he was drunk.” 


And Philza cracks. His composure breaks into these stupid, 
unhinged giggles practically sending him down to his bed- because 
something about the image of a towering god, drunkenly and 
sentimentally shoving an entire shulker box into a confused (and 
mildly terrified) Fits arms is now the funniest thing alive. Fit starts 
laughing, too, wings half snapping with mirth. 


This goes on for several minutes. 


“Okay, okay,” Fit finally says with a wheeze. “We should probably 
stop.” 


“Nah, go on, mate.” If there’s a wild edge to Philza’s eyes, neither of 
them say it. “Give us another one.” 


“Alright. Let me tell you about anarchy servers...” 


-<>9Y<>- 


And they waited. 


And as they did, they started talking about some weird shit. 


“How do you even date?” Fit asks. 


“If that’s a crack at my age, I'll split your beak.” 


Fits mouth twitches nervously as he appeasingly raises his hands. 
“No, seriously! How do you date? | didn’t really think about it when 
my life marks first came in, but now... | don’t know. It’s weird to think 
about settling down with people you’re gonna outlive, right?” 


“| never really did,” Philza admits. “Settle down, | mean. Never tried. 
Not even because of the hardcore thing,” he elaborates. “I just 
couldn't... love them, | guess? I’d go for a nice girl, and we’d get 
along and all that, but | couldn’t-” 


He tilts his head. 


“| don’t know. | kind of just don’t fall in love, | think. Not the way 
people look for when they wanna nest. So | kind of don’t bother 


anymore.” He shrugs. “Sometimes a girl catches my eye and we'll 
have a good time, but that’s about it.” 


“Huh. Weird.” Fit squints. “Are you sure you're not into guys?” 


“Techno’s still not my husband since the last time you asked, 
thanks-” 


-<>9<>- 


“How?” Fit asks. 


Philza looks up from the crow perched on his finger. “How what?” 


Fit gestures at the two crows hanging off his uncle. “How... that,” he 
lamely articulates. “They’re being unreasonably well behaved.” 


“Oh yeah,” Philza lightly says. “Yeah, | just tell Chatters to be good 
and that’s how it is.” 


“_..Chatters,” Fit repeats. 


“Yeah.” Philza lifts up his hand, bobbing the crow perched on it. 
“Chatters.” He points to the one on his shoulder. “Chatters.” He 
ducks his head as the other one lands in his hair. “Also Chatters.” 


“And you talk to them.” 


“Only when you’re asleep,” Philza reassures. “No need to have you 
interrupting our chats.” 


A brief silence reigns. 


“| talk to birds now,” Philza realizes with a frown. “Oh gods, | am 
losing my mind.” 


-<>9V<>- 


And they waited. 


And it was... 


...Was... 


(...was?) 


“Fit,” Philza’s voice staggers unsteadily from under his blanketed 
wings. “Fit, how long have we been down here?” 


“,..| don’t know,” Fit weakly responds. “I don’t know.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


philza living in a time period where words like aromantic haven't 
been invented: ((vibrates in unrealized identity)) 


21. Stargazer 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Free. 


And there is no grand audience. No public show of anger, of 
process, of regret or much of anything. 


They are marched before gods in chains. 


(They aren't asked to kneel, and they make no move to do so.) 


They stand before the gods in chains. And then they do not. 


The world dares to blink, and the chains are gone. One could almost 
believe they never existed at all. (The phantom weight on Philza’s 
wrists says otherwise.) 


Go home, Chip had simply said, and that had been that. 


-<>Y<>- 


Netherworlder. 


“Hallo,” Techno irreverently calls back to the god. 


Three blank purple eyes narrow. What is your purpose in this 
world? 


“Recently I’ve been trying to pick up the violin-” 


YOU WILL NOT LIE. 


Techno steps back at the sudden shout, just barely, little more than a 
hoof sliding against the ground. But he moved, nonetheless. 


Your kind was to never walk this world living. If such means 
existed, it died with the rest of your forgotten gods. Chip, once 
barely the size of a human, is this swirling, towering thing, the drape 
of their clothes falling like flowers as segmented black fingers barely 
hover over the piglin’s form. You, you , why is it after all this time, 
it is you that survives? 


The last wayward priest of a forgotten chorus stands before the elder 
god of an ancient world. Clouded golden eyes glow faintly under 


impassive brows, the brand of a crown glinting on his skull. 


“Did 1?” 
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| suppose you'll be going back to your Antarctic Empire, JoshA 
still bites, even if less bitterly than before. 


“There is no Antarctic Empire,” Philza clarifies. “There never was, 
really.” 


JoshA clicks his tongue, looking out at the waiting airships of South 
End. The flags on those ships are not of Sky. Not anymore. 


Philza smiles indulgently. “Let them have their fun. They only want to 
be supportive.” He spreads out his arms, only a little shocked there 
aren't any chains to stop him. “Besides. You won! The barrier is 
gone, just like you wanted.” 


Don’t insult me, JoshA scoffs. A pyrrhic victory at best. 


“Yes, well.” Philza hums. “We couldn't just /ef you win, now could 
we?” 


Your rebellion will be your downfall, Philza Minecraft. 


Philza pretends the shake in his voice is only the shock of freedom. 
“| haven't died yet.” 


| never said anything about death. JoshA looks back to the ships 
again- the motion is oddly refined, for such a brash young god. 
There are worse things in this world than death. You of all these 
players should know better. 


Philza’s answered chuckle is empty with forgotten graves. “Maybe 


So. 


Another uncharacteristic expression crosses over the god, a shrewd 
and almost accusatory glance. That piglin of yours. 


“He’s not mine,” Philza corrects. 


Either way, he should not exist. 


Philza narrows his eyes. “You still wanna go off about how much of a 
dog he is after what’s been decided today?” 


I do not say it to be cruel- he is an impossibility. He is out of 
place, almost... out of time. 


“It's almost like me and my friend have things in common,” Philza 
sarcastically notes. 


You are old, yes, as mortals would know it. But he reminds me 
of stories only older gods would know. He is _ unsettling. 
Something follows him, something... ancient. Unidentifiable. Be 
careful that you do not get too close to it. 


“I'll get as close to him as | want. Thanks.” 


Then do not say you were not warned. 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza had been a little... weird, the flight back to South End, and 
some of the savvier elytron soldiers had told Techno, much like Elijah 
had, that it was to be expected. A cage was a cage, no matter how 
kind, and elytron could never stand anything less than freedom. 


Philza had spent half of the flight, well, flying alongside the ship 
when he could, clear exhaustion be damned- and while that kind of 
made sense, the way he was clambering and climbing over 
everything in the ship, as if to reassure himself he could, was a little 
more worrying. 


This fun new climbing habit extended to Techno himself, who was 
getting routinely jostled and perched on like a particularly interesting 
tree. On one hand, Techno is indeed a tall climbable object. On the 
other hand, why. 


It’s a bit more than getting climbed, because when Philza isn’t 
treating Techno like a tree he’s being all touchy, too. On his hands, 
his face, tracing and soothing at the places he had once been 
shackled. Techno knows for a fact this probably isn’t the normal hello 
| just got out of prison routine because that particular quirk is getting 
some stares. 


(There’s also the crow thing, which definitely wasn’t a thing before, 
but that’s a whole other conversation that pales in comparison to 
everything else.) 


-<>Y<>- 


“You never used to touch me like this before,” Techno points out one 
day. 


Philza’s hand pauses over their shared hold on each other’s wrists, 
life marks beating into each other’s palms. “Is that a bad thing?” 


“It’s different. Just kinda wondered why.” 


Philza’s free hand runs over his hair, catching briefly against a 
branching snag along his scalp that he doesn't think about. “I’m just 
glad we're here, that’s all.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno looks up from behind his glasses. “Phil, it’s the middle of the 
night.” 


“And here you are. Life is funny like that.” 


“Are you here to tell me weird crow jokes again?” 


“Nah.” Philza taps his foot nervously on the ground. “Figured | should 
drag us both outside for a bit.” 


“Ah. Yes. Outside with the snow and all the new fog that’s rolled in. 
Lovely.” 


“Fog enough that you won't need water charms to work your trident,” 
Philza points out. 


And that had been a convincing enough argument to get them both 
standing around at some unreasonable hour, staring up at the fog 
smothering the sky. 


“Come on, then.” Philza flies, up and up until he threatens to go past 
the highest point of the base itself. 


Techno laughs under his breath, shaking his trident upwards with 
mock offense. “You know | can’t get that kind of altitude.” 


“You've got water!” Philza shouts down at him. “Use it!” 


So he does. Channeling the fog around him, his trident lifts him up in 
the air. Philza dives to circle around him, and with only a little 
hesitance, Techno swings his trident and finds that he sails up again. 


Huh. 


If a small laugh flies past Techno’s snout when he realizes he’s 
flying, no one has to know. 


And no one has to know about the gleefully mad cackling Philza 
goes through as they twirl sharply through the air. 


The elytron leads the odd flying dance, and he leads it higher and 
higher and higher still, until the air dares to grow thin and the once 
insurmountable clouds themselves fall beneath them. 


And there are stars. 


Undistorted by the blanket of fog and cloud, countless stars carve 
through the dark of the night, bleeding out of clustered raking scars, 
a death of titans painted across the sky. A sky on fire, rivers of fire in 
green and gold dusting unearthly shadows below. 


Here, free of all things, the fire of the sky catches the water scattered 
on Philza’s black wings, and as he fell, he could have almost been 
the stars themselves. 


Techno sees the golden shine of his own eyes, reflected in the frost 
falling past his tusks as he dares to breathe, and lets himself fall 
back to earth. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


It's the end! Thank you for reading! We'll see you in the next 
part. 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, and 
unsolicited professional mourners equally welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


my Discord server 
my_Twitter 


Moonglass by aenor llelo, BattleBlaze, Otakuforlife19, 
Rocket999 


Series: Orphan's Path [5] 

Category: Minecraft (Video Game), Orphan's Path (Fanfiction), SMP 
Earth- Fandom 

Genre: Angel of Death Phil Watson (Video Blogging RPF), Body 
Horror, Death, Dissociation, Dragons, Existential Crisis? Hear Of 
Her, Fictional Religion & Theology, Gen, Gods, Immortal Phil Watson 
(Video Blogging RPF), Immortality, Just A Little Divine Horror. As A 
Treat, Kristin Rosales Watson as Death, Moon, Near Death 
Experiences, Phil Watson's Chat is Made of Crows (Video Blogging 
RPF), Piglin Technoblade (Video Blogging RPF), Pre-Canon, 
Queerplatonic Relationships, SMP Earth - Freeform, Sieges, 
Technoblade Hears Voices (Video Blogging RPF), Winged Phil 
Watson (Video Blogging RPF) 

Language: English 

Characters: Josh | JoshA20 (Orphan's Path), Kristin | Trixtin 
(Orphan's Path), Phil | PhiLzA (Orphan's Path), South End 
(Orphan's Path), Technoblade (Orphan's Path), The Dragon Of 
Moon's Landing (Orphan's Path) 

Relationships: Phil | Ph1LzA & Kristin | Trixtin, Technoblade & Phil | 
Ph1LzA 

Status: Completed 

Published: 2021-04-11 

Updated: 2021-04-17 

Packaged: 2023-10-05 20:30:22 

Rating: Teen And Up Audiences 

Warnings: Graphic Depictions Of Violence 

Chapters: 7 

Words: 8,163 

Publisher: archiveofourown.org 

Summary: 


The Antarctic Empire has long since peacefully disbanded- really, 
there never was an Empire in the first place. A means to an end and 


nothing more, their work was done and they retreated back to where 
their simple work waited in the southern snow. 


That is, until one day, when Commander Philza Minecraft is 
nominated to be part of the first group of players to land on the 
moon. Just a simple trip to survey the land, to evaluate what could 
be built there one day. 


... The reports never mentioned the dragon. 


An angel wakes up on the moon. 


1. Photograph 
Author's Note: 
This is part of a series! Please read from the beginning. 
Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 


the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Or a helio-graph, or whatever those newfangled things are 
Called. 


“And you’re absolutely sure you can make that little murder of yours 
stand still for an entire group portrait,” Techno deadpans. 


“It's not a group portrait,” Philza flippantly insists. “We ain’t getting 
painted. It’s one of those, uh-” he squints uncertainly. “-one of those 
helio-graphic plate things.” 


“Sounds fake, but okay.” 


“Don’t quote me on that, it’s probably not even the right word.” Philza 
waves the thought away. “The point being, it's supposed to be 


instantaneous... or something. There’s light involved. And boxes. 
And maybe metal plates? | wasn’t paying attention much to be 
honest.” 


Because as fun as new technology is, there’s more pressing matters 
to attend to. Commander Philza Minecraft is going to be one of the 
first players to land on the moon. 


The idea of anyone landing on the moon isn’t too shocking at this 
point. South End’s moon portal has been running and stable for quite 
a long while now. It’s been tested beyond belief- the thing works, 
stuff can go in it, and there’s definitely something on the other side. 


It’s just all those other times they were just sending iron constructs 
back and forth. Some of which never made it back. Some of which 
came back oddly scuffed for what was supposed to be an empty 
wasteland. Which is slightly alarming but tells them jack all about 
what's actually happened. 


So now, it’s been more or less unanimously decided that they've run 
out of things to learn from scuffed constructs and might as well start 
sending people over. Of which Philza happened to be one of them. 


It only made sense. If they want to send people over, they need 
places to put said people- so they'll need builders and architects to 
figure things out, especially if there’s long term plans like Central 
Command was jabbering on about. 


Is a certain Commander Technoblade in any way jealous that he 
doesn’t get to go to the moon first? 


Surely not. The moon’s probably terrible anyway! It’s all weird and 
dusty and desert. Moon dust might turn out to be incredibly 
poisonous for all they Know. It’s probably super boring and not at all 
breathtaking and Techno’s totally not going to be bitter about it. 


Probably. 


Maybe. 


Well alright, maybe a /ittle. 


At least since it’s their South End that has the portal, Techno is 
allowed to be in the helio-graph too. 


As are Philza’s crows, apparently. (There’s seven of them now. 
Philza doesn’t know where they’re coming from, either.) 


“Why does your walking murder get to be in the picture anyway?” 
Techno totally doesn’t complain because he’s above being petty. 
“They’re not even going to the moon.” 


“They are, actually,” Philza corrects. 


“HEH?” 


“Yeah, Chatters is coming with me.” Philza leans to give one of the 
crows a gentle head scratch. “Because Chatters is very talented and 
helpful and well behaved, yes you are.” 


Techno hums skeptically. 


“Don’t you hmm me, you walking brick, you’re bringing your dogs to 
the picture, too.” 


“Excuse you,” Techno insists, “Floof and Doggo are very important 
members of South End.” 


“And so is Chatters.” As if on cue, the crows peck fondly at Philza’s 
hair. “Chatters, my beloved.” 


Techno snorts. “Okay, birdman. As long as nobody starts dive 
bombing the poor picture guy.” 


“We would never.” 


“I’m sure.” As Techno walks past, he pushes down Philza’s head with 
his hand. “And take the hat off.” 


“That hat is apart of my uniform, Mr. Commander.” 


“Ya look like a goon,” Techno drawls. 


“A goon that’s goin’ to the moon before you, smartass!” 


“Yeah, yeah.” Techno sarcastically flares his tusks. “Don’t collapse 
into feathery moon dust before | get there.” Techno takes Philza’s hat 
and pushes it into the elytron’s hands. “There. Now you’re almost 
presentable.” 


Philza snickers. “Thanks, mate.” 


“Time to sit pretty. Let’s get this bread, moon boy.” 


2. Moon Missive 


Summary for the Chapter: 


The last recorded correspondence between Moon's Landing 
and South End before contact was lost. 


Moon’s Landing reporting. Requested shipments have been received 
with no complications. Domain god Josha has arrived, we anticipate 
no further material requests. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing reporting that the moon appears to generate a form 
of slow falling effect, further observation required. Architectural drafts 
being adjusted accordingly. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing reporting- as suspected from golem observation 
there are high levels of electrostatic dust in the air, but only around 
ground level. Higher altitudes are clear. Moon’s Landing confirms 
respiration enchantments and/or facial coverings to be sufficient 
protection. Builds shall be raised accordingly. 


-<>Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing reporting to South End, requesting a full recall of 
previous lunar observations. 


-<>9Y<>- 


South End to Moon’s Landing, requesting specific reasoning for 
request. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Discrepancy. 


-<>Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing reporting unusual monolithic land structures. 
Uncontirmed presence of floating islands. 


-<>Y<>- 


South End to Moon’s Landing, requesting photographic imagery of 
monolithic land structures. 


-<>Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing to South End, photography does not appear to 
transfer in mirror enchanted book communication. Will provide 
illustrated observation. 


-<>Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing to South End, reporting unexpected levels of 
endermen activity. Several isolated stretches of endermen have 
been spotted, as well as endermites, enderpearl caches, and other 
species-associated environmental evidence. 


-<>Y<>- 


South End to Moon’s Landing, clarification needed on levels of 
endermen activity. 


-<>Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing to South End, endermen numbers are sufficient that 
we may require reinforcements. 


-<>Y<>- 


South End to Moon’s Landing, reinforcements on their way. 


Consultant's observation- this is not an enderman native 
environment. Endermen are known to cross dimensions and the 
lunar desert has likely become an unintentional safe haven due to 
lack of other native life. Further research may be required. 


-<>Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing to South End, please confirm there are no previous 
reports of lunar life. 


-<>9Y<>- 


South End confirms there are no previous reports of life other than 
above mentioned endermen activity. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing to South End. Previous reports may contain 
discrepancy. 


-<>Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing to South End, surveyors are reporting landscape 
changes in outer islands beyond spawn. Unknown if due to weather 
patterns, endermen activity, or other. 


-<>Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing to South End. Floating islands may migrate, 
hypothesis unconfirmed. 


-<>Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing to South End. 


it wasn’t an island. 


-<>Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing to South End, requesting immediate back up, 


immediate back up. 


-<>Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing to South End, surveyor squadrons Alpha and Delta 
are deceased. 


-<>Y<>- 


South End to Moon’s Landing, sending in more units. 


-<>Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing to South End, surveyor squadrons Alpha, Delta, 
Epsilon, Zeta and Eta are deceased. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Moon’s Landing to South End, domain god Josha has authorised 
and imposed prophet status to all remaining builders to maintain the 
wall s we have to keep the walls 


We have to keep the walls. 


We will keep the walls. 


-<>Y<>- 


MOON’S LANDING 


THIS IS MOON’S LANDING REPORTING 


SOUTH END, THIS IS MOON’S LANDING, THIS IS COMMANDER 
PHILZA MINECRAFT 


SPAWN IS COMPROMISED, 
| REPEAT, SPAWN IS COMPROMISED WE NEED BACK UP IT’S 


TEARING DOWN THE WALLS WE CAN’T BUILD FAST ENOUGH 
IT’S TEARING DOWN THE 


-<>9Y<>- 


It can get inside the walls 


Oh gods it can get inside the walls 


We have to t he walls 


-<>Y<>- 


it’s in the walls 


-<>9Y<>- 


South End to Moon’s Landing. What is your situation? 


-<>Y<>- 


South End to Moon’s Landing. Your response is not received. 


-<>Y<>- 


South End to Moon’s Landing, are you receiving us? 


-<>9Y<>- 


South End to Moon’s Landing, we are inbound. Relay status of 
portal. 


South End, do you copy? 
South End. 

What is your status. 
philza 


Phil it’s me where are you 


NORTH END INBOUND 
EAST END INBOUND 
WEST END INBOUND 
SOUTH END INBOUND 
STAY ALIVE 
PLEASE STAY ALIVE 


Notes for the Chapter: 


All further text from Moon's Landing was randomly corrupted, an 
indication of a destroyed/damaged enchantment. 


3. don't look up 
Summary for the Chapter: 
don't look up 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 
deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


Moon’s Landing is practically a map hazard by the time Techno’s 
party arrives. 


What remains of the soldiers from the previous waves are reduced to 
frightened, scurrying animals- well over a third of them pointed their 
weapons at the reinforcements before getting talked down by the 
rapidly dwindling portion that still had their wits on them. 


The portal is the only structure with any remaining semblance of 
sanity. Gouges of ground float aimlessly, broken equipment and 
bodies floating with equal discarded abandon as if they were 
suspended in water. 


And the walls? 


The walls are a new madness of their own. 


Curving, curling, senselessly carved basket weaves of obsidian and 
blackstone ring uneasily with the hum of divine handiwork. Builders 
crawl through impossible scaffoldings like players possessed, 
shulker boxes rattling under shaking hands as eyes twitch in sickly 
time to the whispers of a panicked god. These, then, must be 
JoshA's unwilling prophets, slowly but surely cracking under the 
stress of the divinity that’s been forced down their throats to keep 
them standing. 


And they don't. Stop. Building. 


“Good gods,” Techno lets himself whisper before turning back to his 
group. “Split off. Gather intel. Find out who needs medical attention 
and help where you can. I’m going to try and find whoever’s left of 
Moon’s Landing’s command.” 


It is a good order. Reasonable, pragmatic. No one questions it, not 
even the other groups who aren’t even from Sky. Groups from out of 
Sky, groups more native to the server, because that’s how bad it’s 
gotten- because something about the all too dead silence of Moon’s 
Landing spooked Chip bad enough that they’ve called for human 
factions to lend their hand, to find their lost godkin. 


Don’t like it 


Bad business 
god’s actin’ kinda sus 


Awful and suspicious and awful , why do THEY care 
all of the sudden- 


“Focus, Techno growls under his breath as he stalks the shattered 
ground. “We need to find Philza.” 


HE 
eE 
SKY MEAT 
Philza minecraft my beloved 
Philza Manifesting 


Pretty bird pretty bird pspspspspspspsps 


Trying to catch any of the first wave soldiers is like trying to beckon a 
skittish cat, and the ones he manages to grab feel concerningly 
tense, tired, weak. It is another battle entirely to try and get a 
coherent sentence out of them, but soon enough he’s fearfully 
herded towards the outer edges of the wretched mad hive the walls 
of Moon’s Landing have become. 


Commander Philza Watson Minecraft scales the walls on his talons 
alone with all the mechanical awareness of a rusted golem. Endless 


stacks of stone fall out from his hands along his spidery path, the 
desperately scarring layers of a festering wound. He shakes like the 
blatant aftermath of one potion too many as he stops along an 
improvised tower to scarf down a golden apple. Even now, the 
presence of whatever enchantments Josha’s forced down the 
builders shimmers unsteadily along his body. 


His crows notice Techno before the man himself does. Wild lapis 
eyes drift lazily in the direction of his murder’s attention, clicking into 
place as he finally notices his company a half step too late. (Even 
the sleepless exhaustion on his face is sick with gold.) 


ct 


“Techno?” Philza’s voice pitches unevenly. “‘s that you?” 


The piglin’s voice is level, underwhelming amidst the chaos. “Hello.” 


“No,” Philza half-warbles, “no, no, no, you can’t- you can’t be here, 
you can't.” 


“It's okay, it's okay-” 


“No, no, no, no.” A hysterical laugh flies out of the elytron’s throat, 
startling the puffing feathers of his crows. “No, you don’t understand. 
You're dead now.” Another choked giggle muffles into Techno’s chest 
as his friend’s talons dig into his cloak. “It's done something to the 
portal, it- it won't let us leave.” 


Techno stills. “What’s done something to the portal?” 


Philza doesn’t really respond, not at first. He steps away, eyes 
blankly fixed at some point in the distance. With one hand on his 
shulker box, the other slices through the air, and a thin spindling wall 
sprouts from the lunar sand at a tilted angle just in time for the 
dragon to crash into it. 


It is not the wyverns of the Overworld. It is not the wingless tunneling 
of Nether dragons, nor is it the graceful serpentine dance of a Sky 
dragon. 


The dragon of Moon’s Landing is white, bloated, terrible, its smooth 
wings spread out like the kite of a manta ray. Finned legs scrabble 
for purchase against the walls as it rams its head over and over into 
steadily cracking blackstone, the eternal promise of a hurricane in its 
wingbeats. 


Toxic green eyes seethe with blind hatred, its baleen mouth shrieking 
with the horrible song of a gale force wind, unyielding until the feeble 
peppering of crossbow bolts irritate its nose enough for it to sail over 
to a different section of the wall. 


“That'd be the one,” Philza distantly says in the direction of the 
dragon’s temporarily retreating form. 


-<>Y<>- 


It has been 70 days since the dragon's siege began. 


70 days since Josha desperately clawed his power through Philza’s 
life mark, a vice grip over his mortal soul as frantic divine will courses 
through him. A shulker box forced into his hands, whatever 
haphazard material his mind demanded willing itself into existence. 


70 days since he’s eaten anything that wasn’t laced with gold and far 
too many layers of magic. 


(So, so hungry.) 


70 days since he’s closed his eyes. 


(So, so tired.) 


For 70 days, he has been so holed in the walls of Moon’s Landing 
that he may as well be them. He scours the weeping wounds of 
fractured obsidian, forever scabbing a scar that will never close. 


(So tired. So, so tired.) 


70 days of life. 

70 days of death. 
Death 
Death 


Death 


So muchd eath 


That they can’t be bothered to stow away the bodies. 


Blood trails and floats on the breeze like ribbons. All those little blue 
uniforms, it’s it’s it’s it’s 


-it's almost funny, isn’t it? The way they’re all just floating there, the 
metal on their armor could almost be like... stars. 


That’s funny. Stars, stars, pretty little stars. 


A laugh bubbles in his throat. 


The pressure on his heart stifles it. 


A strangled trill gurgles out instead. 


His life marks hurt. His eyes hurt. His heart, 


(it hurts) 


(it hurts) 


Please. It hurts. 


Stop, stop, please. 


But it doesn’t. It doesn’t stop. It doesn’t sto p 


(They’re killing themselves. The messengers are killing themselves 
just to get the message out, just to respawn somewhere else in the 
Overworld, screaming desperately wherever they land.) 


Dear gods, somebody help. 


And if it isn’t the dragon, it’s the air it steals, choking people alive 
with full lungs. 


And if it isn’t the air, it’s the lunar dust, once harmless, rendered into 
horrible abrasive shrapnel from the dragon’s wingbeats, pouring into 
every wound until players are sanded alive from the inside. 


If it isn’t the dust, it’s the destroyed and dwindling supplies. 


If it isn’t the supplies, it’s the walls, crumbling and falling and 
swallowing people whole. 


For 70 days, Philza saw it all. 


And a person can only see so much 


death. 


Before it stops mattering 
Before it stops feeling real 


(before you stop feeling real) 


Before you stop feeling like a person yourself. 


His heart hammers against an ever mounting cage of pressure in his 
chest. The tether on his soul, once a steady weight, is a scorching 
iron brand and it hurts it hurts stop it stop it STOP IT STOP IT NO 
NO 


PLEASE 
NO MORE, NO MORE 
| CAN’T 
| CAN’T 
| CAN’T, PLEASE 


IT’S TOO MUCH IT’S TOO MUCH 


IT’S 


it’s 


It’s all too much to hold on to. 


-<>Y<>- 


He feels it before he hears it. 


He hears it before he sees it. 


He moves before he knows it. 


Technoblade sees JoshA’s face suddenly warp with panic, the young 
god’s fingers desperately combing the air for the invisible threads of 
his prophets. 


He sees a light like a star suddenly converging and condensing 
along the walls. 


He feels the chatter of the chorus ring and rise until it becomes a 
cacophonic scream. 


He does not know what it means, not yet. But he knows that he 
needs to listen to where it takes him. 


“GET DOWN!” Commander Technoblade barks, his voice echoing 
across the chaos. “TAKE COVER, DUCK, DON’T LOOK UP!” 


And he sees his orders heeded, the way people take shelter. 


And the soldiers duck in time. But Techno? 


Commander Technoblade wasted his time warning everyone else. 


He was fast. But not fast enough for himself. 


...He doesn’t look away in time. 


Commander? 


Commander Blade, what’s going on? 


Commander, we need to leave! Co- 


COMMANDER 
COMMANDER, 
RUN 

(oh gods) 
GET DOWN 


DON'T LOOK 


UP 


4. Snow Angel, Black Angel 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Death descends. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 
deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


And Philza saw stars. 


He was... 


He was. 


He was... hurt? It hurt, so much, and then it didn’t? It doesn’t. It 
was... bright, he thinks, but now... 


There is nothing. 


Just dark. 


Just stars. 


Stars, yes, that’s what that is. Nothing’s wrong, it’s only stars along 
the ground, little sleeping stars, fading and rising with some kind of 
glassy chime that rings in his head. 


(They’re only sleeping.) 


There’s another star, very far away. With... strings? Connecting it to 
other stars. Strange. 


He likes the stars. Small, precious things. (Fleeting. Sleeping.) 


Why are there stars on the ground? (Why isn’t that strange?) 


Well. There is one star in the sky. A big white one. 


It’s- it’s drowning out all the ofher stars, the ones on the ground. (It’s 
choking them.) 


It’s not allowed to do that. 


-<>9Y<>- 


And JoshA is trying. 


He’s trying, alright? 


These players, they live in his domain! It is only his right to tend to 
them, to keep them safe! 


Child, a voice scolds in the back of his mind. What can you do 
outside of your domain? The moon is not yours. 


But these players are his. He can't- he can’t do nothing, he has to do 
something. Anything. 


He’s handled prophets before! Not as many as Chip, and maybe 
he’s not as good at it, but he can do it again, right? He’s not the best 
builder, he knows, so he'll lend his power to the little mortals who 
could use it well. 


The threads of his power will protect them, they have to. 


He cannot focus on the souls breaking around him. He has to focus 
on his prophets, the builders. The young god hopes, vainly, 
desperately, that they are resilient enough to withstand his 
inexperience for just a little while longer. 


It is a delicate dance to keep them alive like this. To route his power 
through them in feeble waves, trying to alleviate the pressure on 
their bodies and souls. If only they had more time, this would have 
been no issue at all- if only they had time to adjust until he didn’t 
need to keep such a tight grip, if only he had thought to bring any of 
Chip’s own prophets with him when he first left. 


But he didn’t. And now, there is no time at all. 


And he feels a soul start to waver. 


The defiant hardcore elytron. It was with no small amount of unease 
that he’d made a prophet out of that one, but that brittle soul had 
proved resilient in the past. JoshA had thought it would be fine. 


(But the man is breaking before his eyes.) 


And it did not matter then, that player’s defiance, it did not matter 
that he was not of Earth, he was one of JoshA’s prophets and that 
was enough to try and save him. 


And he tries. He does not try with everything he has, that would only 
break the man faster, but he tries. 


...It's not enough. Not in time. 


JoshA doesn’t have enough time to bite back a scream as the thread 
of a soul shatters like glass in his hands. 


-<>Y<>- 


There's a light. 


Brief, blinding. 


It flares and swells. It inverts on itself with a sickening, bone splitting 
crack, and there is a darkness. 


...It grows. And it grows. 


It grows like static. 


It grows like a flooding stream. 


It grows like the steady march of time until it swallows the sky. Dark, 
darker, darker still. 


It is the chattering, deafening rattle of a thousand thousand wings, of 
a thousand thousand bird-shrieks, of a thousand thousand eyes. 


The sky above the dragon is a polished obsidian mirror, shattered 
into a thousand thousand writhing pieces- reflecting nothing, 
consuming everything. 


Someone’s shouting at him, he knows. Pleading that he look away, 
but he can’t, he physically cant. 


For what is there to look away to? What sanctuary exists for his 
mortal eyes? 


It is everywhere. It is the feathers on the ground, it is diamond 
dusted wings drowning the fields and the walls and the towers and 
the sky and the eyes and the eyes 


And the eyes, 
And the eyes, 
And the eyes, 


the eyes 


Eyes 
Eyes 
Eyes 
E ye 
Eyes 
Don't look up, but you must. 
Look at the eyes. 
Look. 


So many eyes, like a kaleidoscope of flesh and vision. 


A reality made up of 
only a single vision of horror. 


They are crying now. 


Tears forming a wave of inky black birds. 


And what then is Technoblade? 


What is this unwilling sentinel, forced upon his post, struck deaf and 
blind and mute to all things except the very eye of the storm? 


Technoblade, the commander. Technoblade, the piglin, the last lost 
priest- the lost, the lost, the lost, 


Why are eyes 
cracking? 


Wait. 


Wherearetheeyeswherearetheeyeswherearetheeyeswherearetheeye 
swherearetheeyeswherearetheeyeswherearetheeyeswherearetheey 
eswherearetheeyes 


And even if- even if- even if- 


Even if he could shut his eyes, the sound. Oh, gods, the sound. 


The crackling sound of a thousand thousand struck strings at the 
same time mixed with the eldritch scream of a dying god, dying, 
dying, dying. It surrounds him like a cocoon, wrapping him up in the 
everlasting- this everlasting song knowing and seeing and watching 
as it keeps 


going. 


A symphony conducted by the thunderous drum of a frantic beating 
heart, forever on the verge of breaking, forever hung on the precipice 
of oblivion. 


Technoblade, lost priest, stands, but only barely. A tin soldier, frozen 
in time, only kept in place because the orchestral wail of this new 
reality is beyond noise, beyond comprehension, but the choral 
scream in his mind is older, and louder still. 


A stop. 


No noise, no eyes. 


Silencesilencesilence 


Techno breathes a breath, a finality in the air of oblivion. A 
screaming chorus returns into his mind, scraping at the black 
murder. 


Protection. 


A death, an old chorus sings, but not for you. Bear witness and 
nothing more. 


A dragon swims the sky, a moon unto itself against an_ all- 
encompassing artificial night. 


And it starts rather like a match, at first. Just a small, trivial thing. A 
simple spark along the scales of a titan. 


Just one, single, fragile scratch of talons. Just one barest drop of 
blood. 


And the night shifts to a hunger. 


A supernova inverted, converged and engulfed with single-minded 
insanity upon the dragon’s form, the greedy fire of a thousand 
thousand beaks and and a thousand thousand talons, the unholy 
focus that devoured everything- blood and flesh and bone. 


Scales crack like fragile china, the dust of their remains falling like 
snow. And the murder was no more. 


No light. No birds. No dragon. 


A single elytron floating in the air, body contorted in pain. 


He falls, as if asleep. 


And Moon’s Landing sleeps with him. 


Technoblade hears a distant voice, screaming in the silence. It might 
have been his own. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


this is part of a double update! 


5. A Lady & The Fate Of Stars 
Summary for the Chapter: 


| know a lady, good and evil, 
showed me that | 
was a gentle man. 


A man- no, elytron- no, not right-no no no- 


A... being falls. 


It’s painful. And yet... not. What is there, to cause pain? What is 
there to know it? 


What body is this? (What did it lose?) 


He was here. Yet, he was everywhere. (A constant in the black 
void.) 


Philza. 


The stretch of sound is familiar even if the meaning escapes him. He 
finds he has eyes, and a head to turn them to this... novel sensation. 


Hello. 


There was another presence here. Or... not here? Is there a here at 
all? (There should be, shouldn’t there? He feels like there is, and so 
it was.) 


You're here as much as | am- as much as we can be, in this 
place. 


“| thought you'd be taller.” 


Oh. He has a voice, that certainly makes things easier. He also has 
hands, because he felt them clamp around his face with... shock? 
Embarrassment? Or maybe it’s fear. 


It’s definitely something, and he sure is feeling it. 


Well, mortals tend to get things wrong, don't they? The Other 
laughs, as if sharing an inside joke. Strangely enough, he almost 
feels like he understands it. Do you like it here? Something leans 
closer like a whisper. | don't get a lot of guests. 


What a strange thing to say. It doesn’t feel like they've moved 
anywhere at all since he... 


..since... since when or where, exactly? 


Oh dear, it's too much right now, isn't it? You look like you need 
to sit down. 


There was a chair? A cup of tea just floating in the void. Or at least, it 
feels something like it- he has moved, he has rested, and there is a 
new settled warmth about him. 


He feels like he must have been walking for a long, long time. This is 
important somehow, but he can’t remember why. 


You aren’t dead, by the way. If that matters to you. 


A woman, sitting on a plush sofa, hands wrapped around Her own 
cup of tea. Or at least the scenario reminds him of it- there is nothing 
that he can say he sees, or hears, or much of anything, but the 
voice’s cadence strikes some kind of... nostalgia, he might suppose. 
Some half-forgotten memory of a kind stranger met on... 


...Hm. He doesn’t remember. Something about that feels like it 
should be alarming. 


Would you like to stay? With me. A silence. It's your choice, of 
course. The image of the woman seems to shrug, even in his own 
imagination. For better or worse, who can Say. 


Dead, and not. Returned, and not. Home, and not. The concepts 
flicker briefly through the space of his mind, and their weight is 
minimal. 


He feels like he’s walking, still. 


What's that little song of yours? Did you make it? 


This, too, is another surprise to him. Rising in his throat, perhaps all 
along, he finds a sustained, wandering note. Melody. Song? 


Songbird, his mind compulsively provides, context long lost to him. 


“| thought the stars might like it,” he hears himself distantly say. “It 
might help them sleep. | think they deserve the rest, they really are 
such pretty little things.” 


The woman almost seems... not quite sad, but She shifts with a 
knowledge he does not yet possess. 


A lot of stars fell today. 


“That doesn’t sound good.” 


| don't think it's good or bad! It just is. But it is over, for now. 
The suggestion of Her smile almost looks impressed. You saved 
many stars with that little song of yours. The stars that will 
never light, the stars who were forced to ignite by the grip of 
another, a star surrounded by whispers protecting its life with a 
single chord, breaking your song in twine around it. You even 
saved the lives of two beings whose time protecting was not up, 
but could’ve been cut so very short. 


Oh. That’s... good. He thinks. (Goodness, he’s been doing quite a lot 
of thinking, hasn’t he?) “Could | do it again, you think?” 


If you wanted. But there's reasons most prefer not to. 


“| suppose it did feel rather dramatic,” he hears himself concede. 


They always are. Divine sparks burn bright, whether they live 
through it or not. That is their choice. And yours. 


Decision. This concept, like others he hears Her speak of, floats 
briefly and disappears. 


Don't think so hard, She gently soothes. You know your answer. 
Take your time. 


“| wouldn't want to leave you alone, my lady.” He does not know the 
title, the name that he speaks with such fondness, but he says it all 
the same. 


She might have laughed, then. | am never alone, really, but you 
can always visit, if you want. Dreams are powerful doors- and 
what is sleep, if not death in miniature? 


A contemplative sound leaves him. 


“If it pleases you, my lady,” he smiles hesitantly, “I think | would find 
myself with the stars again. It is a beautiful thing, to watch them 
burn.” 


A sound like shifting silk, the shadowy movement of a veil. The 
memory of a hand on his face, tracing softly the lines it finds there. 
He thinks his breath catches then, for a moment. 


| like the way your mind chooses to paint me, She almost 
whispers. The fact that you choose to see me at all is... very 
sweet. | wouldn't mind being seen again. 


Until next time, my Angel. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


this was part of a double update! 


6. Divine Error In Your Favor. Please Collect Your Antlers 


Summary for the Chapter: 
The Angel Of Death wakes up. 


He is walking again. He thinks. 


It’s still dark. The only light he sees is the stars, scattered on the 
ground, resounding with airy chimes in the empty cage of his skull, 
and he does not know if the hum in his throat belongs to them or his 
long forgotten voice. 


He hopes it’s his voice. It would be nice to sing to the stars again. 


Distantly, there are stars... moving. Somewhere far away. 


Interesting. He didn’t realize they could do that. All the ones around 
him simply spin and still and fade. 


He feels sand on his feet as he walks towards them. They shy away 
from him, for some reason. 


One does not. A larger, golden star cloaked in harmonic whispers. 
He decides he likes this one. 


“Don’t run,” a voice says. “He'll probably give chase if you do.” 


“Commander-” 


“It’s alright.” The whispering star wanders closer. “Hello again.” 


He tilts his head. A star has never spoken to him before. 


The star hums to itself, the chord of sound rippling like waves. “Okay, 
| guess it’s gonna be like that. Come on.” 


Oh, something’s carrying him now. He’s not walking anymore and 
there’s a weight settled on his head. 


“Just a precaution. Try not to look at him,” the star murmurs to the 
others. “It’s still not safe.” 


“,..You’re looking at him, Commander.” 


“I’ve already seen. I'll be fine. Let’s just- let’s just go.” 


-<>Y<>- 


He wakes up. 


He isn't on the moon anymore, the lack of white and obsidian gave 
that away instantly- instead the pastel blues and greens of a familiar 
hospital ward greets him. 


Moon. Obsidian. Hospital... ward. These words settle in his mind as 
if they have meaning now. Perhaps they do. 


Players- no, no- people- no, is it? 


... Yes, it is. People ran in and out, carrying supplies and an almost 
comical amount of gapples with them. No one sparing any thought to 
him as he sits up. 


Hmm. He has a body. He doesn’t quite remember if this is a new 
development or not. 


A player- a person- a domain- a... god? His name is JoshA. 


JoshA is there, sitting sullenly in a similar hospital bed opposite him 
chewing on a gapple. The skin of his human form was mottled with 
disjointed checkerboard burns. Deeper than skin, deeper than blood, 
deeper than bone, it is unreal to behold. Threads and seams come 
off his skin where the burns are not, an unstitched tapestry trying to 
weave itself together again. 


The god, the bone, the tapestry. The weave, the stitch, the melody. 
These words, too, flit briefly in his mind, but do not yet settle. 


It is... odd to look at. He is... unused to looking at it? Alright then. He 
squints at the sight for a moment but chooses not to dwell on it. 
Instead, his head turns around looking, searching. 


There is gold. Gold and strings. A taloned hand- his own, he 
remembers a step too late- grazes along the shapes, taking in the 
chime that echoes along his fingers. 


Bells, strings. Player. Prayer. Do you remember? 


His eyes drift to find a more muted shade of gold, closer than the 
other person-player-person- person, people, those are people. 


A person. Bandages littering a wide form, old glasses perched on a 
bearish snout, quill in hand and newspaper scrunched up on his 


knees. A tufted tail waves idly behind a chair in irritation, a hoofed 
foot swinging slightly at the edge of a crossed leg. 


He feels a sense of ease, and remembers that this, at least, makes 
sense. Cloudy eyes (well, they’ve always looked like that, haven’t 
they) look up from their work to regard him with a detached, guarded 
Curiosity. 


Hm. Strange. 


“Hey there, mate,” he finds himself saying. 


The faded eyes blink. “Oh, you can speak Script this time. That’s a 
good sign.” 


This time? “|... guess?” He looks around the room again- the motion 
is somehow both heavier and lighter than it should be, for reasons 
he cannot yet place. “What was | speaking before?” 


“You were straight up speaking in tongues a few times,” the man 
drawls. “Il caught maybe half of it, but lemme tell ya, | know JoshA 
caught a real earful of that-” 


The sullen god bristles back to life, threads of his form whipping 
around with irritation. “None of your fucking business what | do and 


don’t catch.” 


“-but hey,” the man continues, “at least we won't have to worry about 
that anymore. Hopefully. Seems like you're properly awake now, 
that’s what really matters.” The man huffs. It’s a long suffering, 
familiar sound. “Gods, Phil, you nearly scared me half to death.” 


Phil... Philza. (He calls you Phil, and sometimes you even let him.) 


This body’s name is Philza- he is Philza. 


And this man would have known it, and he would have known this 
man. He does know this man, he knows he does- he knows the glint 
of a longsword, and a netherite axe always left by the door, and a 
hand dragging him away from a bakery for the hundredth time in a 
row and... 


“Fuckin’ hell, Techno,” Philza asks like the words were written in him 
his entire life, “what the devils happened to you? Y’look like you've 
gone and got struck by lightning.” 


Techno’s answered laugh is this labored, wheezing sound. It’s a 
smile carving past his tusks, warping tired lines and shifting the wild 
white streaks cut into his fur like snowfall. 


“You did,” the piglin finally answers, voice so bitterly fond in spite of 
it. 


Oh. 


“| did?” Philza weakly parrots. 


“What do you remember?” Techno gently asks. 


“There was...” Philza pauses. “...we were on Moon’s Landing. There 
was a- a siege- no, no, there was- there was a dragon. The dragon, 
and-” His talons nearly tear into the fabric of his clothes. “-dying-” 


“Woah, woah.” Techno softly guides Philza’s hands away before they 
dig any deeper. “Come back, Phil. Don’t wander off just yet. It’s okay. 
Anything else?” 


Philza thinks about walking, and darkness, and a woman ’s voice. 


“Stars,” he says instead. “I think.” 


“Okay.” 


Techno doesn't really bother elaborating on his last word- instead he 
turns his attention, and pocket knife, to a gapple set on the table next 
to them. At least Philza thinks it’s a gapple. It’s all... shiny. He 
doesn’t remember normal ones being like that. 


“JoshA wants you to eat it and tell me what it tastes like,” Techno 
says. “At least when you feel up to it.” 


Looking at the cut fruit, Philza suddenly feels borderline ravenous in 
a way he hadn't before- he barely bothers to chew the pieces, simply 
shoveling it down his mouth. There’s almost a static shock kind of 
taste, but only for a moment, and it definitely didn’t taste like an 
apple in the slightest- it’s this paradoxically full sort of thing, like he’d 
eaten an entire meal as opposed to a sliced apple. 


“Kind of tastes like a bread pudding, to be honest. Don’t Know what’s 
up with that.” 


JoshA snaps up to look at Philza. “Nothing metallic? Or apple-like in 
the taste?” 


“No? Why would it?” Philza asks. “Gold doesn’t have a taste.” 


JoshA hums uneasily and gets out of his bed, hissing slightly from 
pain. “I need to test you.” 


Philza leans back with a nervous laugh, trying not to let his wings 
flare too much at the sudden movement. “Seems a bit much, mate.” 


“| just need your wrist and arm.” 


Another laugh, another uncomfortable memory of far too many 
doctors. “I'd really rather not.” 


“| really need to check.” JoshA moves closer. “It'll be quick, | 
promise.” 


Before Philza can really say no, the god’s hand clamps down on his 
life mark and the touch courses through him like an iron brand. He 
feels his beak click forcefully in his mouth at the sensation. 


He’d nearly started to see white before JoshA finally pulled away. 


“So, | was right, then,” the god resignedly whispers. “Though with 
what’s already happened to your face, it should have been obvious 
enough.” 


“Oh.” Techno’s eyes settle on Philza again, as if he’d only just now 
been reminded of something. “Oh, yeah, that.” 


“With what- what’s happened?” Philza’s hands unsteadily wander 
over his own face. “What do you mean?” His fingers catch through 
his hair, snagging on fragile branching shapes. He should- that 
wasn't there before, that shouldn’t be there, get it off get it off GET IT 
OFF- 


“Philza.” Techno looks nervously above the elytron’s head. “Philza, 
you're gonna tear your skull out if you do that.” 


A mirror is put into his hands- whether by Techno or JoshA he’s not 
quite sure. It’s hard to remember those kinds of little things when he 
sees the reflection that stares back at him. 


He used to be blond- and he still is, sort of. But there’s a difference 
between a pale borderline silver and the sudden kind of sungold 
that’s dominated his hair. Only a few stray lines of his old colors 
remain. It’s hard to even look at his face at all- his reflected self is 
vague, unfocused, as though trapped in a perpetual shadow. His 
skin's all gone and colored itself ivory like a corpse. 


The pale antlers on his head are almost like a deer’s- but they are 
delicate, spindling things, just barely branched and smooth like coral. 


“You're the first I’ve seen,” JoshA admits. “But it's common, I’ve 
heard, for player-born gods to... change, when they ascend.” 


My Angel, a far away memory whispers. 


A single fragile heart still beats on both his wrists, the slant of their 
angry eyes as warped as ever past his frantic pulse. 


“| think I'd like to go back to my blueprints now,” Philza hears himself 
unsteadily observe. 


7. Sick Responsibilities 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Philza learns. 


Philza could frankly care less about the whole god thing, honestly. 


He doesn't need to think about it, he doesn’t want to think about it, 
he wants to go back to work and finish up his damn blueprints and all 
this divine tomfuckery is getting in the way. 


He is physically fine. Emotionally? That is a different question that he 
can choose to think about later when this all wraps up and he can 
Just go back to work. 


But no . He’s on medical leave out of concerns for his mental health 
or some shit. Or on, like, some kind of made-up quarantine. He is 
surrounded by work and unable to actually do a second of it. 


At least Chatters is still okay. Kind of? There’s even more of them 
now. And the, uh, talking thing is new. 


Good morning! 


Hello... 
Dadza pog! 


Hello father philza we have found your house. 


“Yes, yes, hello to you, too,” he wearily chirps back as he sits up ina 
disappointingly familiar hospital bed. “And | don’t live here, you 
know.” 


One of them walks on the bed frame to hop onto his shoulder. Today 
| saw a baby seal. Pog. 


“Oh, is it that time of year again already? That’s nice.” He stifles 
another yawn. Why is he always so fucking tired now? “How do you 
lot keep getting in here, anyway? | swear you’ve been kicked out five 
different times by now.” 


They can't stop all of us. 


Philza’s ears flick back at the volume adjustment. “Keep yourselves 
down low, would ya? Gonna make me look like a crazy guy. Again.” 


Because naturally, no one else can hear Chatters’ constant stream 
of nonsense. Philza’s just built different or something now. Or 
legitimately insane by this point. It’s a real coin toss at this point. 


At least Techno doesn’t look at him weird for it. He’s kind of the only 
person who looks at Philza these days. Everyone else... 


...well, they’re trying. But it’s hard to look at gods. Freaks people out. 
And the only other people that can, the domain gods, well... he’s 
been avoiding. As much as he can from a hospital ward, anyways. 


And it’s not like Philza’s trying to be petty, but those are still the guys 
who were two steps from putting his best friend down like a dog, that 
long while back- and they haven't changed. Not one bit. 


They keep trying to herd out everyone just to talk to Philza, but 
they’ve failed to get Technoblade to leave so far. 


“What’s this one talking about?” Techno asks, gesturing to the crow 
that’s decided to climb him. 


Big doggy, Chatters croons as one of them pecks Techno’s ears. Big 
bear, big doggy, pSpspsps. 


“Callin’ you a little bitch,” Philza answers completely honestly 
because he’s never lied ever in his life. 


“Wow. | feel so loved,” Techno drily responds. 


“At least you aren't getting swarmed by talking crows.” 


“That's just ‘cause you're talking crow enough by yourself.” 


Philza did not slap Techno with one of his wings. Definitely not. He is 
but an injured old man, his wings just coincidentally slipped. “Fuck 
you, too.” 


“Uh oh, incoming.” Techno jerks his head to the doors of the ward. 
“Your new best friends are hangin’ around again.” Whether it’s his 
hearing, his odd priestly magic, or just that unfair sense of smell, 
Techno always knows when those two wayward gods are coming 
before they can take Philza by surprise. 


“Do you think | can pretend to knock myself out again?” Philza grimly 
jokes. 


“| don't know, do you think they're dumb enough to let you do that 
twice?” 


Philza slumps. “Probably not.” 


Techno snorts. “Only probably?” 


Philza lets out a long, drawn noise, echoed by every Chatters around 
him. “Fine,” he nearly warbles. “Suppose I'll have to deal with it 
anyhows.” 


Even so, he glares at the two gods as they enter the chamber, 
suspiciously aware of the countless threads that ripple so angrily 
around their forms. He’d thought it strange at first that they didn't 
hide them, but a faraway memory of the last time they met comes to 
mind- he’d never seen those threads as a player. 


Doesn’t mean he has to /ike it all of the sudden. 


JoshA almost looks nervous. Good, a vindictive thought whispers. 


May we speak now, brother? 


Philza looks aside. Don’t be presumptuous, JoshA. 


“Okay,” Techno mutters to himself, eyes dancing unsteadily. “Okay, 
god voices, we're doin’ this now.” 


You have no place in this conversation, lost prophet. Chip’s 
voice shifts to something more gentle, almost mortal. “It is not for 
your ears. Return some other time.” 


Instead of fighting the order, Techno stands ungracefully, roughly 
drawing his hands over his eyes with a hiss as he leaves. Hooves 
clicking on the floors with unknown urgency, he looked almost 
literally sick of being here. 


If you’ve done something to my friend, Philza dispassionately 
notes, you’re going to find me very uncooperative, very fast. 


We’ve done nothing at all, brother, Chip refutes. Players simply 
do not cope well with the voices we reserve for each other. 


“See, now there you go with that brotherly crap again!” Philza clicks 
harshly, voice going back to normal from sheer spite. “I don’t get why 
you two give a damn about me all of the sudden. You were perfectly 
happy with smiting me and Techno when we first met, what’s so 
different now?” 


You are one of us, brother. Whether you wish it or not, JoshA 
tensely mutters. 


The beaks of Philza’s murder snap irritably around him, in time with 
his own hands tapping onto his arm. “So what? You’ve come to steal 
me away to your server’s patheon? In case you’ve forgotten, I’m not 


from here, and I’ve got no plans to stay here when I’m through with 
South End.” 


You misunderstand. We do not want to ‘steal you’ or something 
of the sort. We wish to warn you. 


Philza’s feathers bristle just a little less. Warn me. 


You are new and impressionable, Chip bluntly states. It is in our 
best interest and yours, for you to know how our...politics work. 
You will die young, if you are not told. 


He bites back the urge to say that dying ‘young’ doesn’t sound too 
bad at his age, but some slightly less sarcastic corner of his brain 
reminds him that would sound suicidal. (It's not his fault Death is 
such a fine conversationaiist. ) 


You are player-born, once mortal, yet the life marks on your 
skin still hold true. You can die, even to a simple mortal blade if 
they ever get close enough. 


Everything dies, Philza simply says. Why would the gods be any 
different? 


JoshA scoffs in annoyance. There are no marks on our skin. We 
are not player-born as you are. We do not die by mortal blades. 


Philza sees the still loose threads of JoshA’s form, the remnant 
damage of dragons. If you insist. 


It is not as simple as origin, JoshA, Chip corrects, rather of 
nature. Domain gods can always rebuild from their server, 
patrons will never fear death so long as they are worshipped. 
Aspects such as this are more fickle. Unpredictable. 


Aspect, Philza repeats. So, I’ve turned into some minor god. 


Aspects are neither minor nor major, they simply are. Chip’s 
three eyes close with contemplation, a delicate segmented hand 
brought to their face. You will have to navigate this new existence 
on your own for the most part. Even gods who share aspect 
have their own eccentricities- you would only be able to learn 
so much from them. 


You could join a pantheon eventually, JoshA observes. Perhaps 
one of Sky, your home dimension. It would offer security and 
community as you grow, perhaps expand your power. 


| would advise against it, personally, Chip rebuts. 


JoshA squints, turning back to his fellow domain god. How so? 


Philza. Three lavender eyes meet two hawkish blue ones. | will not 
presume the details of your aspect, nor will | ask them. But what 
| have seen of your nature speaks of grave danger. | do not wish 
to find out what would become of the pantheon that wields you. 


Well, that’s a lovely sentiment, Philza snorts. 


One born out of concern, Chip insists. It would be best for 
everyone, at least for now, if you rejected the offers of other 
gods. Or any offers in general, no matter how friendly they 
seem. 


Especially the friendly ones, JoshA abruptly agrees with a sudden 
vigor. 


Do you understand? 


His murder snickers with his selfish amusement. A blanket order to 
stay away from gods is fine by him, thank you very much. 


Do you understand? Chip presses. 


“I’m...” So ready to never see your faces again. "...tired,” Philza says 
as his voice falls back to earth. “I'll take your advice, for now,” he 
adds, seeing their tenseness. “Just... just leave me alone. | get that 
we’re godkin now, and that makes you feel responsible or whatever, 
but you aren't my friends. If | want to see you, I'll find you.” 


“Yeah, you heard the man,” Techno suddenly drawls from the 
entrance. “Get outta here.” 


Certainly, Chip sarcastically allows as they move to leave. Anything 
to avoid dealing with the headache you are, netherworlder. 


“The feeling’s mutual,” the piglin growls. 


JoshA looks back at Philza before he leaves. (The expression on the 
god’s face almost looks like guilt.) 


“Good grief.” Techno slumps back into his old spot by Philza’s 
bedside. “I thought they’d be here for moons.” 


“Thanks for annoying them outta here, mate. Probably would’ve 
snapped if they tried to stay.” 


Techno’s laugh pulls at the aged weariness under his eyes. (Were 
those lines always there?) “Go to bed, young man. You look like 


death.” 


“You're a young man,” Philza petulantly mutters, eyes not quite 
meeting the ones under the white-marred brows of his friend. 
“Besides, | practically just woke up. No point in getting tired all over 
again.” 


“But you are tired. Rest.” 


“?m not-” Strong hands gently push Philza down on his side like 
snowfall, and for some reason he can’t quite find it in himself to resist 
it. “-’m not...” 


“Sure, you aren't,” an amused voice floats around him. 


“Y’know,” Philza sleepily says as his wings curl around himself like a 
blanket, “ ‘m supposed to be a god or some shit now. Should 
probably be watchin’ o’er you ‘stead of dozin’ off.” 


He hears the sound of a glove being taken off. A coarse, too-wide 
hand softly cards at his hair, gingerly avoiding the new coraled 
antlers peeking rudely out of his skull. 


“All the more reason for me to watch over you for a bit, old friend. 
Rest.” 


So he does. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


After looking at this chapter again, this felt like the end of 
Moonglass. The things we wanted to say afterward, now that 
I've had some time to think about it, felt like they needed a 
separate installment- sorry about the tags we didn't get to 
deliver on, we've removed them! They'll apply to the next one, 
though! 


We'll see you, very soon, in Snow Angel. 
Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, and 
unsolicited professional mourners equally welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 
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my_Twitter 
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Summary: 


Philza attempts to continue an Antarctic life despite a suddenly more 
godly existence, but fate has bones to pick with the newly crowned 
Angel Of Death whether he wants the title or not. 


War will find a way. Politics will find a way. Lies and schemes and 
death will find a way. Even in his dreams, he will be chased- if not by 
the interests of the divine hosts, then by his own plague of 
nightmares. 


Through all these decades, Technoblade- his co-commander, his 
self-assigned minder, his bastion, his dearest friend- has remained. 
And so he will always remain, because Technoblade will not ever 
willingly leave him, and Technoblade never dies. 


...Right? 
(Philza, undying, is suddenly less certain.) 


The Angel Of Death, now more than ever, is faced with the prospect 
of eternity. He selfishly hopes he will not fly it alone. 


1.1 See A Dreamweaver 


Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series. Read the previous parts or you 
won't get it. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Do gods dream? 


It’s not that Philza can’t afford tailoring. He absolutely can, and he 
can tailor things by his own damn self if he wanted. A life of constant 
travel breeds those kinds of skills and all. He just doesn't really 
bother making sure things fit him specifically. If it doesn’t fall off of 
him, it fits, and he can tie things snug if he has fo. 


South End, of course, had been different. Professionalism will do 
that. As will formal events, apparently, seeing the green dress he’s 
found himself in. 


It really is lovely, though. The golden heart buttons are a nice touch, 
it makes the white birds of the embroidery pop out. The collar of the 
clothes is comfortably snug on his neck, and the silver of his wrist 


braces shine finely. The thread of golden chains whisper around his 
antlers. 


The ballroom is tall and vaulted, the floor so smoothly polished it was 
a faded mirror in its own right. The varied suite of sandals and boots 
and hooves and claws conduct their simplistically percussive rhythm 
against the patterned tile, while distantly murmured conversations 
disappear into the backdrop of the music. 


Instruments and their players hang unseen. He thinks he might have 
designed a trick like this once in his own builds- creating a boxed, 
echoing space somewhere far above the dancers to let the sound 
carry uninterrupted to the hall below. He looks up, and sure enough, 
he can see the black uniforms of musicians disappearing into the 
shadows of lantern light. 


He watches people drink and dance and mingle. Pieces of these 
players feel familiar- a braid he must have seen on a fine lady, the 
dress coat of the soldier of a distant land, a brooch recalled with 
sudden clarity for its craftsmanship. Familiar pieces, familiar shapes. 


Briefly, he realizes he recognizes none of their faces. The thought 
lingers for a moment as if significant, drifting out of place until it 
fades. 


An elytron man dances carelessly to himself in the crowd, the loosely 
thin drape of light clothes moving almost as smoothly as the one 
wearing it. Agile wings shift through iridescent blues and greens, 


shouldered by a white shell, and Philza dares to blink at the sight of 
an aimlessly twirling bare wrist before noticing the silk ribbons that 
had been on those arms all along. 


Philza suddenly feels a bit more inclined to dance. 


Weaving through the crowd, trying to keep track of the fleeting sight 
of olive skin and silver hair, is half a dance unto itself. His nervous 
laugh doesn’t quite stifle itself when they nearly crash into each 
other. 


Green eyes squint with an easy smile. “Hello, stranger.” 


“H-hey there, dancer.” Philza feels his wings flex idly behind him. 
“What brings you around here?” 


The dancer leans in secretively. “I snuck in,” a mellow voice lilts. 


“Well what did you do that for?” Philza huffs goodnaturedly. 


“| thought | might have some fun. Meet some interesting people.” A 
green gaze sweeps Philza’s form with appraising intent. “I think | 
did.” 


Philza laughs lightly, hoping that the red he can feel creeping on his 
face and antlers isn’t too obvious. “Did you, now?” 


“| can’t say | was expecting to see the life of the party himself, 
though. You were the one who slayed the moon dragon, weren't 
you?” 


Oh. Philza did do that, didn’t he? Yes, he did. That’s- well, that’s 
what this entire ball is, wasn’t it? 


Right, right, that’s what it was. Those Overworld factions who’d 
joined up in the second half of the battle, they’d- they’d wanted to 
celebrate the victory, or something. 


He can’t for the life of him remember why those human countries 
cared so much about a dead moon dragon. 


“| did hear about me doing that, yes,” Philza deadpans. “Seems like 
that’s how it went down.” 


Gods, he doesn’t even want to think about that. Just- just give him 
something to drink, or eat, aren't there usually snacks at these kinds 
of fancy things oh hey, a table of tiny cakes. 


Philza savors the flavors of orange and cream. All is right with the 
world. 


Weird. Usually by the second helping, Techno would somehow 
magically find out about Philza’s forbidden wheat related 
misadventures and drag him away from the snack table. 


...Actually, Techno’s usually never left him alone this long before. 
And Philza himself has never wandered away this far. 


Where’s- 


The dancer snickers under his breath. “Of all the things you could 
have gone for, you go for the junk food.” 


Philza scoffs, train of thought already forgotten. “What's it gonna do, 
kill me? I’ll do what | want, dove.” 


The dancer shrugs. “Fair enough.” 


“You want one of these?” 


The dancer snickers. “Sure, I'll bite.” A pause. “Wait, no, this is 
actually really good, where did you get this?” 


Philza points back at the snack table. 


“No, | mean-” The dancer shakes his head with a private smile. “- 
never mind. I’m pretty sure these things have become the accidental 
highlight of the entire event.” 


“Sucks to be this whole shindig, then,” Philza sharply smiles. 


“I'll say.” The dancer’s own resting grin shifts a little wider. “What do 
you say we get out of here?” 


“Hm?” 


And then they’re in a forest. 


Philza blinks. No, no, they’re not in a forest, of course not. They went 
into a courtyard outside the hall, right, he remembers seeing it from 
the ballroom windows. They’d walked and talked for a bit and 
wandered out into the courtyard, that’s how it went. 


“It really is a lovely night.” It is night now, or at least steadily 
approaching it, a full moon bright in the sky. “You can’t see the 
structures from this far away, can you?” 


“We used materials that would blend in,” Philza recalls. “And even 
when we didnt, the lunar dust would go and paint everything 
anyway.” 


“Was it beautiful up there?” The dancer easily asks. 


“It was cold,” Philza starts. “But our kind have always liked a little 
cold, so | never really minded.” He leans back slightly as he looks 
up. “I thought it would be darker, seeing the stars all the time, but it 
was actually really bright. All that dust on the moon, it’s made of 
somethin’ different, makes the whole place like a giant mirror. 
Caught all the light in the sun.” 


“Like a giant diamond,” the dancer hums. “Sounds beautiful.” 


“It was hell,” Philza says into the waiting silence. 


The music of the dance hall has long since faded in the distance. 


“It was beautiful, but it was hell. Seventy-” a laugh bursts from out of 
him. “-seventy days and nights of just... hel/. Earth's domain god 


was there, and he was getting his ass kicked, that’s how hell it was.” 


His hands thumb at his sleeves. It feels like dust. 


He breathes and it- 


“People said | did this big, impossible thing, like | was-” A bitter 
laugh. “Some kind of guardian angel.” His hand curls for the handle 
of a sword he does not possess. “Old Saint Philza, make way, for he 
has slain the dragon.” 


The quartz tiles of the courtyard shine like a lunar desert. 


His hands feel like dust. His tongue is slow and heavy like too many 
layers of gold. 


Everything feels like dust. 


“| don't know why everyone acts like | did something great.” He tries 
to breathe as a strangled trill rolls and drowns in his throat. “All | did 
was die.” 


Dust, dust, dust and stars. Dust and stars and endless dark oblivion. 


Don't think about it. 


Don’t think about it. 


“I'm sorry,” Philza’s voice shakes as he remembers his companion. “I 
think I’ve gotten terrible at small talk.” 


“Im the one who asked,” the dancer neutrally reassures. “It’s not 
your fault for giving an honest answer.” 


Philza feels an unsteady laugh fall out of him. “Still, this is probably 
horrid entertainment.” 


“Not at all. | just feel like getting to Know you a little better.” 


“That’s kind of you,” Philza weakly responds. 


The dancer hums, leaning against a pillar. 


Philza, for a while, simply breathes. The conversation could have 
been over. 


“Got any retirement plans?” The dancer starts again. 


Philza sputters. “What?” 


“| can’t imagine you'll be holed up in that military base of yours 
forever.” 


“I’m staying for a friend,” Philza vaguely explains. “But after that... | 
don't know, really. Might start traveling again, see where it takes me.” 


The dancer tilts his head contemplatively. “Pretty lowkey, considering 
your resume.” 


“| don’t need any kind of legacy. If people forgot Philza Minecraft 
ever existed, that’d be just fine by me. I'll put down my roots when 
I’m dead.” He smiles, and this time it’s almost real. “It’s probably 
boring, but I’m alright with that.” 


“You're an interesting man, Philza. | think I’ll keep that in mind.” 


“What, for the next time we find each other snuck into a party?” 


The dancer smiles. Olive skin smooth like porcelain, green eyes 
shining dull like jade. Maybe in your dreams. 


-<>Y<>- 


Off-white sheets are the color of quartz in dim twilight. 


There's a ringing dull ache in antlers as he wills his heart to stop 
pounding against his bones. 


Philza wakes up with a start, coughing up the ghost of lunar dust that 
hasn’t been in his lungs for weeks. 


2. (Do You Blame Yourself?) 
Summary for the Chapter: 


He didn't notice, so he doesn''t. 


And things go back to normal. 


After a fashion. 


He- he does try to get things back to normal. 


...He’s gone back to work again. 


Or at least, he’s trying to work. It’s rather hard when the entire base 
was looking at him like he was some type of god. 


But you are, a crow whispers from the window. 


“That's not the point,” he whispers back. 


His work never needed that much player interaction in the first place- 
look at the buildings, look at the drafts, adjust the drafts, just look at 
the papers, just look at the papers. 


Ignore how joshA seems to be spying on you everywhere? Chatters 
laughs from a perch on his wrist. Al/ the time? 


“Well, at least someone thinks it’s amusing,” he scoffs, turning his 
head slightly to see JoshA’s shadow duck out of view. 


“You see something with those extra eyes of yours?” Techno asks, 
looking down to Philza. 


They're not my extra eyes. “Something like that,” Philza says 
instead. “JoshA again.” 


Techno’s steady walking pace slows slightly. “He’s been hangin’ 
around an awful lot, hasn’t he? Practically the phantom of South End 
at this point.” 


Philza’s murder laughs around him. Mother JoshA, mother JoshA! 


“Don’t say that,” he scolds. 


We could just pluck his eyes out, a crow offers. /t would be easy. 


“I’m almost tempted to let you, at this rate.” 


Techno snorts. “Do it, it would be hilarious.” 


“You don’t even know what Chatters just offered.” 


“Something violent, Knowing you,” Techno correctly guesses, 
prompting Philza’s mouth to twitch with an aborted smile. “Let your 
crows have their fun. I’m sure JoshA wouldn't mind.” 


“| do mind,” JoshA states as he manifests in front of them. “Good 
day, brother.” His eyes flick briefly to Techno. “Lost prophet.” 


“My dearly detested,” Techno dispassionately greets. 


“Please stop trying to plan my murder-” At that minor slip, the entire 
murder of Chatters starts cackling. “Yes, yes,” JoshA sarcastically 
concedes. “Very amusing. Do keep control of yourself, Philza.” 


Philza raises an eyebrow. “Not sure what my self-control got to do 
with Chatters. The whole set of bastards have a mind of their own.” 


JoshA’s expression twists into confusion. “I- nevermind. I’m here for 
something other than your plans of getting rid of me.” 


“| do have a job, you know,” Philza points out. “Godkin doesn't 
change that.” 


“Your job can wait. It's important.” JoshA stalls with a vaguely tilted 
head. “Have you... had any... dreams recently?” 


“Why, you want a whole biography of me now?” As JoshA’s frown 
deepens, Philza relents, clicking his mouth as he looks aside. “l 
dream a normal amount, all things considering. I’m not liable for 
night terrors, if that’s what you’re asking.” 


You woke up screaming twice just last night, Chatters clucks in his 
ear. 


Philza blinks. That's... actually news to him. Alright then. “Yep. 
Normal amount of dreams.” 


“Any weird dreams?” JoshA presses. 


“Im pretty sure a// dreams are weird,” Techno cuts in. He stops 
walking, glasses pushing up as he pinches at his snout. “Look, we're 
both not high IQ enough to get what you’re driving at, so you're 
gonna have to start bein’ a little more direct with what you're looking 
for, here.” 


Josha frowns at Technoblade. “It is not as simple as that, lost 
prophet.” He glances back at Philza. “Did you meet anyone in your 
dreams? Someone you do not know, someone who may be asking 
about you.” 


A memory of green eyes and a strange smile floats briefly, then 
disappears. 


“Not really, no. | never remember much of my dreams, to be honest.” 
Philza waves a finger around his head. “Give it a day and bwoop , 
gone.” 


JoshA hums uncertainly. “Spirits can linger in dreams- among other 
things. The realm of sleep affects creatures of our caliber differently 
than it does players. Try to keep your guard up.” 


Techno snorts. “Phil, maybe if you start sleeping with a sword it'll 
show up in your dreams. That'd be pretty cool. Then you could 
literally fight your inner demons.” 


Philza snickers. “Gods, could you imagine?” 


JoshA scoffs. “You’re as cooperative as ever, brother. | suppose 
that’s the most Ill be getting out of you today.” 


“Oh, good, you’re learning.” 


“Whatever. | won’t treat you as a child. If something comes up, you 
know how to find me.” 


Guilty, a murder mocks. Guilty, guilty JoshA. Why do you always act 
so guilty? 


“| do know,” Philza assures. “Now shoo. Let me go back to work.” 


And the god is gone. 


“For Prime’s sake.” Philza lets out a long tense breath, trying to will 
the creeping red away from his antlers. “That man is like a clinging 
ex. I’d love nothing more than to go a week without having to deal 
with his twisted mother henning.” 


“Same,” Techno agrees with a slight wheeze. 


Philza’s ears twitch with the labored sound coming out of his friend. 
“You alright?” 


“Yeah, yeah.” Techno leans back into the wall. “I’m just- / just-” 


Techno’s hands press unsteadily over his eyes. His breath steadies 
with a shuddering rhythm. 


“’m okay,” the piglin finally says. “I just- | just needed a tock.” 


-<>Y<>- 


An Angel of Death stalks South End. 


He walks in player’s skin, wearing the uniform and body of what had 
once been Commander Philza Minecraft, but whatever walks the 
world now is not that man. His skin has turned to bloodless ivory. His 
hair shines with sungold, and a coral crown of antlers rises out of his 
head, the tips of its white bone rich with blood. His wings were black, 
once- not this living, breathing night that walks on two legs. 


An Angel of Death stalks South End, living out the duties that had 
once been given to its mortal host. He still uses the same name. He 
even still responds to the name, most days. 


But sometimes... he does not. 


Sometimes he turns silent, tired eyes suddenly wide and sleepless 
on an unknowable face. On those days, he is found along the walls 
and rafters, hands mutely searching for some unknown breach in 
their defenses- nothing to betray his drive but the wide mantling of 
the wings at his back. 


The Angel of Death had been Commander Philza Minecraft, once. 
But not anymore. 


Even if he retains so much of the man’s deceptive gentleness. 


“Hello-” The Angel pauses, eyes shuttering. “-Doctor Kyger.” (The 
Angel often slowed over names the Commander once knew, at least 
the first time.) “A few questions.” 


“Of course, Commander.” Kyger doesn’t quite meet the Angel’s 
eyes- it’s hard to focus on his face, to remember anything familiar in 
it. “Did you need a check-up?” 


“No, no, it's not about me.” A gloved hand rakes through the Angel’s 
vibrant hair, not quite avoiding the coral antlers spindling out of his 
skull. “I’m jus’ wondering if Commander Blade’s ever checked in 
recently.” 


A familiar question from an unfamiliar face. “Not since I’ve last 
checked,” Kyger neutrally offers. “Why? Have you seen something 
strange?” 


“I'm just- well, I’m just a bit worried about him lately, is all. He looks 
like he’s been getting these random migraines out of nowhere, gets 
all shaky sometimes. Thought he might have come down with 
something.” 


It’s little things like that, that make the Angel almost sound like the 
player he used to be. 


But he’s not. Not anymore. Remember that. 


“Medical confidentiality applies, of course,” Kyger reminds, “but | can 
tell you that he’s contracted no illness or injury. Physically he’s as 
well as he can be.” 


The Angel relaxes slightly. “That's good, | suppose.” 


“But,” Kyger goes on, “well- you know how it is. Players are not 
meant to see gods for what they are.” 


“What-” The angel’s voice grows small. “-what do you mean?” 


“Commander Blade was the only one who hadn't taken cover in time 
when the siege of Moon’s Landing ended. His watchfulness saved 
many lives, of course, but most players wouldn't have survived that 
level of divine exposure, much less stayed standing.” Despite it all, a 
gentle note enters the doctor’s voice. “It’s only reasonable that there 
have been... long term effects.” 


“Oh. | see.” The crows around the Angel are watchful eyes as his 
expression settles blankly. If the red on his antlers bleeds further 
down than usual, neither of them comment on it. “Thank you for your 
time, doctor.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Chip, do we hurt people?” 


Chip tilts their head. Elaborate. 


“Gods being around players- does it hurt them?” Philza asks. 


One eye blinks. And another, and another. What brought this on? 


“Te- Someone saw me. At Moon’s Landing. And now they’re...” 


Chip hums with a new understanding. That netherworlder friend of 
yours, | assume. 


“It’s like he’s aged overnight,” Philza worriedly recounts, a stressful 
red creeping on his antlers. “His fur’s sprouted white, he gets all 
achy out of nowhere, he can hardly stand to be around me and 
JoshA when we're all in the same room now.” 


Mortals are not equipped to see the truth of gods, Chip explains. 
And your ascension was exceptionally violent. Consider it 
blessed that he lives at all. 


“| just- | can’t stop noticing it now. Every time | look at him, | just 
see-” Philza’s wings shudder under their shell. 


...dow long have you known that man, brother? 


Philza pauses. “Nearing... 30 years, | think. Maybe more.” He 
laughs. “We've gone and lost count already.” 


Chip looks down at Philza, a considering look on their face. | do not 
know the lifespan of piglins. That knowledge was already lost 
by my time, and they mostly keep to themselves. But 30 years is 


a long time for most players to live, much less know someone. 
He may have already lived longer than most. 


“He was- he was fine before-” 


Before you noticed, brother. For a moment, the older god’s gaze 
has a sliver of pity- maybe even sadness. Those untouched by age 
often fail to see it in others until they are forced to. 


Philza’s mouth turns to a flat, tense line. He says nothing. 


However your presence may have... accelerated things, you 
would not be to blame for his passing. He would have died 
soon, no matter what- 


Philza never hears the rest of what Chip would have tried to say. The 
air cracks as he snaps open his wings, and his murder flies with him. 


3. Speak Of Angels, 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And the angel shall appear. 


Philza has been acting odd. More so than usual. 


They were never paragons of normalcy or even sanity. Being turned 
into the Angel of Death has surely done no favors. Discounting even 
that- the elytron, for all his smiles and surface friendly manner, was 
far more reserved than he looked. Always had been. For an average 
person, trying to get into the truth of that man’s head was like pulling 
teeth. (Or beaks, in Philza’s case.) 


Technoblade used to be an exception to that. 


But his friend’s gotten distant lately. Philza still acts like usual for the 
most part, still talks about everything and nothing when the two of 
them are together, and yet... 


... and yet. Something is off, he can tell. 


Techno can’t speak to the claims that Philza is no longer himself- 
Philza has always been Philza- but he’d be lying if he said he wasn’t 


concerned. 


It's the /ittle things. Like the red on Philza’s antlers. Philza says it’s 
just stress, but that’s not exactly a comforting answer- sometimes 
the young god will startle and his antlers will bleed down to the roots 
just from the shock. It’s a puzzle Techno does not yet know how to 
touch. He will leave it be- he will trust , for now, that it will resolve 
itself, and that Philza will bring it up if it does not. There are more 
pressing matters at the moment. 


The dull glow of ocean lanterns stikes ominously against pristine 
prismarine speckled walls. The discordant rhythm of familiar voices 
hangs heavy with debate as he marches closer. 


Several scouts from every cardinal base surround a still dusty war 
table. Not just the cardinal bases- he looks around and sees 
representatives of the auxiliary bases, too. Good gods, even North 
Base Katla decided to show up, and they’re usually so out of the way 
they don’t bother with anything . (In fact, the Katla group appears to 
be leading the conversation.) 


“| was havin’ a good sleep," Techno lets his voice carry through the 
high-ceilinged room. “A good hibernation, even. Which one of you 
decided to drag us all in here?” 


The nervous hand of Captain Ralten, the leader of North Base Kalta, 
went up. Tension wafts off them as they hand over a small sepia 
photograph over to Techno’s awaiting grip. 


Techno hums. “Why am | staring at the king of Newfoundland?” 


“The carriage, Commander.” 


William Cedric Larime, ruler of the northern island nation of 
Newfoundland. Interesting man, as far as humans went. He’d 
headed an ocean crossing railroad in his princely years, back in 
South End’s early age. Ambitious in his projects, but the Nation Of 
Flowers had never done anything to concern Sky before. (They had 
a dog of all things as a patron god.) 


And in this lovely, innocent photograph, the man was staring rather 
intently at a clutch of dragon eggs. 


“How many?” Techno neutrally asks. 


Ralten’s tail swishes nervously. “Four as far as we saw,” the fox 
moblin relays. “Maybe five.” 


Techno finally takes his seat, tapping the crisp edge of the 
photograph on the table. “Dragon egg possession is permitted, from 
my understanding. Newfoundland’s relatively wealthy, these days. 
Wouldn’t be uncharacteristic of them.” 


“Sir... these aren’t Overworld dragon eggs. At least as far as we can 
tell.” 


One of his South End scouts pipes up- one of the Moon’s Landing 
survivors. “Newfoundland was part of the disaster relief at Moon’s 
Landing. It’s possible they could have found something.” 


“_..90, we're talking moon dragon eggs. Oh boy.” 


Ralten nodded. “Seems to be the case.” 


Concerning. Even so... 


“Still legal by server law,” Techno points out. “And general domain 
law. It’s something to keep track of, but not a cause for concern.” 


Dragon eggs, in most hands, were useless indestructible trophies, 
functionally nothing more than another shiny rock in a rich man’s 
treasure vault. Ticking time bombs, but for the large part only in 
theory- next to nothing could hatch a dragon egg aside from a 
dragon itself. 


Next to nothing. 


“It wouldn’t be cause for concern on its own,” someone from West 
End reports, “but Newfoundland’s trading patterns have been startin’ 
to shift. Buyin’ materials it didn’t used to before, lowerin’ prices out of 
nowhere.” 


“They started buying entire libraries of books out of Jordan,” an East 
End representative pipes up. “Natural sciences.” 


“Then they're saving up for something,” Foreman Voice concludes. 
“Something big.” 


“So they’re being idiots,” Techno mutters. “Great.” 


“How do you think we should proceed, Commander?” 


All the Sky bases on the server were largely meant to operate on 
their own- the auxiliary bases reported to the cardinal bases, but 
among the cardinal bases there was no one in charge. Central 
Command was supposed to be the highest authority. 


Ever since the whole Antarctic Empire incident, though, South End 
had become an inadvertent ringleader for the cardinal bases. As 
much as Techno and Philza had assured that they weren’t in charge 
of all that business, that it had been a democratic group effort, 
everyone went and got it into their heads that South End seems to 
have their head on a little straighter than everyone else. 


Techno doesn’t regret having done it, of course. But he’s not fond of 
the new level of authority that the other bases put on his head now. 
Philza used to be improperly looked up too, as well, but... well, he 
wasn't as trusted these days, due to the whole dying and still being 
alive thing. 


Even if the official reports said otherwise, a number of people 
decided Commander Philza Minecraft died that day in Moon’s 
Landing. The Angel Of Death would have to re-earn the respect his 
player existence once had. 


“Prime’s grace, I’ve already missed it, haven't |?” 


And speak of angels. The man himself wanders in, hair and clothes 
all too obviously ruffled from flight. Most of the room avoids looking 
in his tired eyes. 


“You're late, Commander,” Techno calmly states. 


“Just found out about the meeting, rushed over as soon as | could.” 


Wispexe, one of the newer South End lieutenants, nervously flicks 
his eyes between the two commanders before leaning closer to 
Techno. “Should he be here?” the young man lightly whispers. “Does 
the Angel have that kind of clearance?” 


“Commander Minecraft’s position remains unchanged,” Techno 
corrects. He pulls out the chair next to him. “We've got evidence 
Newfoundland’s trying to hatch dragon eggs. We're debating if we 
should do something about it.” 


“Hatched dragons would file as a WMD, wouldn't it?” Philza asks as 
he takes his seat. 


“Yep,” Techno answers with a nonchalant pop in his voice. 


Philza clicks to himself as he straightens. “Is that Sky’s concern?” He 
raises his hands appeasingly as the others look at him incredulously. 
“Hold up, hold up- hah - | don't- | don’t mean that it ain’t alarming. 
But our business is just keepin’ the portals safe. We aren’t here to 
fuck with the politics of the Overworld.” 


“The eggs came from the Moon.” Techno looks away from Philza and 
back to the others. “At least that’s the working assumption.” 


“We don’t know if Moon dragons can cross servers easily, but it's a 
possibility,” Voice clarifies. 


“Oh.” The lilt of Philza’s mellow voice flattens, even as the smile 
stays on his face. “Oh, | see. Yes, that does sound like a problem.” 


“There haven’t been any successful hatches- yet.” Ralten fiddles with 
their claws. “But at this rate, it may only be a matter of time. We 
can’t-” Ralten looks at Philza, if only for a moment, before their eyes 
turn sharply away as their voice edges smaller. “-we cant have 
another Moon’s Landing.” 


“Then we need help. None of us here are dragon experts. Hopefully 
there’s one not working for Newfoundland.” 


The scout from East Base Solomon gingerly starts to speak. “Might 
have one. There was a dragonmaster, goes by the name Jean- he 
stopped by our base a few weeks ago, hasn’t left yet." 


“Is he trustable?” Techo asks. 


“Can never be sure with people who deal in dragons, sir. They’re a 
mercenary lot. But he hasn't killed anyone yet. We can trust that he 
wants dragon work, and he’s not gonna care where it comes from.” 


“Anything else we need to know about this person?” 


“Nothin’ we can know unless we hire him outright. Snagged a quick 
photo, though.” 


The man in the picture wears long gloves, a fur collared cape pinned 
by an eye of ender. A thin smile pushes a squint into sharp stony 
eyes that peek from under careless shoulder length hair. Philza 
frowns when he looks at the image. 


“What, you know the guy?” 


“No,” Philza distantly murmurs, mouth hidden by a thoughtful hand. 
“No, | don’t think so.” He blinks to himself. “Right. Either way, he’s 
our best bet at the moment. At the very least, if we hire him, that’s 
one less advantage for Newfoundland’s effort.” 


“That tracks.” Techno looks one last time to the gathered assembly. 
“So, we hire the guy, keep him from the Newfies, get all the info we 
can out of him. Any objections?” 


A rippling unanimous no echoes across the room. 


“That'll be it, then.” Techno slaps the table. “Everybody get off my 
lawn.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“So, did you know the guy?” Techno asks. 


“He just looked a little familiar,” Philza answers. “Not sure why, 
though. Can't remember knowing any dragonmasters.” 


A silence. 


“You looked a little twitchy today with all the dragon talk,” Techno 
decides to say. 


“It’s fine,” Philza dismisses. 


“It's okay if you wanna stay out of that business,” Techno offers. “| 
can tank the dragon stuff myself if you take on more of the daily 
management-” 


“It’s fine,” Philza repeats, trying not to let a rattle start up in his wings. 
“I’m involved whether | want it or not. | just- | just wasn’t expectin’ to 
think about the moon again so soon.” 


A hooved hand clasps over Philza’s wrist, right over his life mark. 
“You sure you're okay?” 


Philza lets a hand clasp over Techno’s mark in turn, the other 
reaching for the piglinss face, and perhaps both of them are 


pretending not to notice that Philza’s antlers are red down to their 
roots. 


“Of course I’m okay.” Taloned hands knead at a stubborn coarse 
streak of white by Techno’s ear. “I’m always okay. I’ve got you.” 


4. Moths Behind Glass 


Summary for the Chapter: 
It looked like gold. 


So Techno isn’t going to say he’s an elytron expert. 


...Alright, maybe he’s a little bit of an elytron expert. He’s certainly 
not an elytron /diot. He’s lived around that flighty bunch for far too 
long not to have learned a few things. 


And if that wasn’t enough, well- he does have quite a lot of selfish 
reasons to be mindful of such knowledge. (One. One selfish reason. ) 


Still. 


He’s pretty sure elytron aren't supposed to randomly sprout antlers. 
He won't say no one should be randomly sprouting antlers. He’s not 
expert enough on Overworld nonsense to make that kind of claim. 
But he will say e/ytron probably aren't meant to do that. 


And then there’s Philza. Then again, Philza’s just kind of built 
different these days. JoshA did mention that player-born gods were 
prone to kind of... mutating or something, when they first turned. 


So, it’s probably fine. 


Kind of. 


Maybe. 


Honestly, the really weird part is that no one else is pointing it out. 


On account of the new appendages, Philza’s largely given up on the 
old grey hat that came with his uniform. They are right there, in the 
open, with nothing to hide them, and even still no one comments. 


Techno knows, for a fact, that he’s not hallucinating antlers on his co- 
commander’s face. They’re definitely there, because Philza keeps 
catching his hands on them, and he knows everyone else can see 
them. 


Except in everyone else’s case, it’s like- it’s like they see and then 
dont. Their eyes catch on the things and then sort of glaze over, 
eyes drifting until out of view. It registers in their minds and leaves in 
the ticks it takes to perceive them. 


Techno doesn’t know what it says about himself, that he can look at 
them and really remember that they're there, but he tends not to 
dwell on it. The problems of the future will bother him when they 
wish, and he will not rush to meet them. It is nice, though, that 
despite everything, the two of them can still see each other for what 
they are. 


Even if it's sad sometimes that no one else will. 


Philza’s hair has gotten longer now. It’s growing out of the short cut 
he kept it in since he first made South End, and he’s letting it 
happen. It spills like golden thread, grazing at his shoulders, and falls 
over a shadow that will never leave his face again. Taloned hands 
stumble over a hair tie with half-forgotten muscle memory, and as he 
pulls his hair back, he misses the way some of it catches and loops 
on his antlers. 


“You missed a spot,” Techno says, as if the simplicity of the moment 
bears repeating. 


“| did?” 


A hooved hand reaches. “Yeah, got a snag on-” 


When Techno’s hand reaches toward the spot, the coraled antlers 
rotate back with a clicking noise. He withdraws his hand, and the 
antlers swivel back. 


Blue eyes blink. 


“What the fuck?” Philza reaches with his own hands- the spindling 
attachments don’t move. “Hold on, no. Do that again.” 


Techno reaches. The antlers move back. He moves his hand again, 
and the closer antler even moves a little sideways in an effort to 
escape him. 


“Oh-ho-ho-ho,” Techno laughs uneasily. “That’s so scuffed.” 


“You’re fuckin’ telling me, I’m the guy who’s face branches suddenly 
decided to be alive and shit!” 


“So, you're not controlling this?” Techno asks. 


“Fuck if | know.” This time, Philza turns towards him properly, brows 
furrowed with concentration. “Okay, do it again this time. | wanna 


” 


See. 


This time, the antlers twitch, but don’t move away. Techno barely 
touches their dark roots as he untangles a stretch of hair from them. 


The texture of it was neither bone nor branch- it felt, if anything, 
somewhere between polished glass and velvet. 


“This feels... really, really weird,” Philza admits. 


“Like painful weird, or-” 


“| have no idea, to be honest.” A pause. “But if you were literally 
anyone else, | would probably stab you about it.” 


“Duly noted,” Techno says. A flat smile tweaks past his tusks. “Look 
at you. You’re like some kind of weird moth man now.” 


“Am not.” 


“You totally are. Oh, | can see it now.” He sweeps his arm 
dramatically. “You'll disappear for a day, and I'll find you crashing into 
glass, chasing lamps.” 


“No.” 


“Staring at the moon like a lost lover.” 


“I do not.” 


“Moths eat bread, you know. Maybe this was always meant to be.” 


“Oh, fuck you too-” 


“You're right,” Techno gravely intones past Philza's protests. “The 
branches feel more like one of those fancy beetles. | need to keep 
you in a gourd bottle and feed you tiny pieces of fruit from now on.” 


And sure, maybe Philza punches into Techno’s chest for his troubles, 
but he’s smiling. Techno chooses to take that as a win. 


(It's the first time Philza's smiled in a week.) 


5. It's Pronounced Je-an 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The dragonmaster arrives. 


It was, to put it lightly, a real bitch working out whether or not to hire 
the dragonmaster at all, and then another entire bigger bitch figuring 
out where they were gonna keep him while they did. 


Like many things the Sky military didn’t want to deal with, it got 
shoved to South End. 


Oh well. At least it’s not North End. (Fuck you, Arlus.) 


Dragonmaster Jean is wearing a Sky uniform when he steps out of 
the Nether station, but the starry tilt of his blue cape is his own, as 
well as the clunky unevenness of odd falconers gloves. He’s an olive 
toned man, sandy hair perpetually threatening to fall over his face, 
and his green eyes are just a few shades off from the eye of ender 
staring dauntlessly out of his cape clasp. 


“You would not believe how hot that ride was,” Jean opens up with, 
readjusting his grip on the lead of a grey horse. “How the ice tracks 
in that place don't just evaporate where they stand is beyond me.” 


“The wonders of packed ice, | guess,” Philza laughs. “Never really 
understood it myself.” 


“Still, the Nether route was probably for the best in the end.” Jean 
takes a small bag out of his inventory, fishing for a sugar cube that 
gets gently mouthed out of his hand by his horse. “Spirit is a terrible 
passenger on long boat rides, you know.” His smiling eyes narrow 
shrewdly as he looks Philza up and down. “Commander Minecraft, | 
presume.” 


Philza feels the gaze catch on his antlers, on his shadowed face, 
and finds himself once again missing the days when he could just 
hide behind his hat. 


“That'd be me.” His voice doesn’t quite stutter, but it’s a close call. 
“Don't wear it out.” 


“| was told you had contact with the server's domain gods,” Jean 
notes. “If I’m not overstepping, I'll need to set up a meeting. Dragon 
work is always legally dicey, I'll need to clear certain permissions 
beforehand. | know Central Command’s given me the all clear, but | 
don’t want divine retribution just from getting too close to the wrong 
side of general domain law.” 


“Fair enough.” 


And for the rest of the walk they just talk. 


It's strangely easy to talk to Jean. Philza doesn’t quite know why. It 
might be the smile that pushes into the human’s eyes and voice, 
lending a friendly lilt to his words. It might be the fact that against all 
reason Jean doesn’t have that literal fear of god when he looks at 
him. 


Or you just think he’s pretty, a Chatters cackles on his shoulder. (He 
clamps his hand over the offending Chatters’ beak while the others 
laugh. Fucking weirdchamp.) 


Or maybe it’s because- 


“Have we met?” Philza asks when they finish setting up Jean’s office. 


Jean tilts his head, and his secretive smile is as smooth as porcelain. 
“Maybe in a dream,” he vaguely answers as he stows away his 
books. “That happens, | believe.” 


6. :) 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Cheater. 


The world blinks, and a god is in the dragonmaster’s office. 


Dreamweaver, you ill-begotten whorechild of a pity fuck. 


The human face of Jean smiles. “Hello, god brother.” 


Why are you here? Chip flatly asks. 


HOW are you here? JoshA follows. How is he even outside his 
server in the first place? he demands to his elder. He should be 
as domain bound as all the rest of us! 


“But I’m not here,” Jean smiles. “I’m still at home, in my own server. 
Technically.” 


Dreamweaver is fond of making puppets, Chip patiently explains 
to the younger god. It’s how he delegates, since he’s never 


bothered to host a pantheon for himself. 


“If you want something done right, you do it yourself,” Jean brightly 
recites. 


Ah, yes, all by yourself, | suppose that’s why you’ve gone and 
inserted yourself with our newest god brother, JoshA irritably 
snaps. 


“| don’t know what you're talking about. | am but a humble 
dragonmaster at his post.” 


Where you conveniently can persuade a new god to your 
crimes. 


Jean raises an eyebrow. “What, a man can’t have hobbies? Maybe | 
am just this invested in dragons. It’s not every day that an entirely 
new type gets discovered. And so violently, might | add.” 


Chip almost looks unimpressed- more than usual, at least. Your 
interests are, as always, dangerous. To everyone around you. 


A gloved hand waves dismissively. “Details.” 


If you’ve suddenly found a craving for godkin, you won’t find it 
here. Philza’s already been warned away from the likes of you, 
and he seems keen on following it. 


“So presumptuous, Chip.” A head rested on an idle hand, an ever- 
present smile that grows more irritating by the tick. “From what | 
hear, he’s quite unspoken for! Let the little bird make his own 
choices.” 


JoshA and Chip glare. Jean- Dreamweaver- what difference was 
there, really- only laughs. 


Come on now, the man continues, green eyes as lifeless as clay. 
What kind of dick do you take me for? | have no reason to mess 
with the fledgeling god- unless he messes with me first, of 
course. 


A tense silence reigns. 


Chip sighs. At least you’re not trying to start another war, | 
suppose. 


You guys really have no faith. 


We really don’t, JoshA snarks. 


“Relax,” the voice of Jean reassures. “I really am just here to be a 
dragonmaster. Nothing you two need to worry about.” 


If you try to pull any stunts on this server, I’ll smite that puppet 
of yours where it stands. 


“Fair enough,” Jean’s face smiles. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
My schedule's been a bit Fucked these last few days and a | 
had to cancel doing something | was really really looking 
forward to because of how fucked things got. 
| just miss them. 


It's only been about a year. 


| think. 


7. And Time Passes Like Dreams 
Summary for the Chapter: 


An open invitation. (To what, | wonder?) 


“First question.” Jean leans closer. “I’m going to need 
Newfoundland’s trade map. And a record of their recent imports.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“| thought | was just hallucinating it earlier, but | was right.” Techno 
holds open a book with a gold leafed illustration of a dog. 
“Newfoundland really does have a god dog.” 


Philza wheezes. “Holy- seriously? Oh, wow. That’s adorable!” 


“Hey now. Have some divine respect.” Techno’s tone is grave, but 
the smile on his face gives him away. “No need to make fun of a 
country whose main sources of power are flowers and puppies.” 


“HaHA-” 


-<>Y<>- 


An angel stalks South End. “What are you doing up so late, Jean?” 


“| don’t sleep,” Jean smiles. “You probably know the feeling.” 


Philza laughs. It’s a tired sound. “I think | do, actually. Come on, | 
think there’s some chocolate we can brew around here somewhere. 
No use tiding the night alone.” 


“| would love that.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Jean slides into the room. “Quick question! Do you have a 
flamethrower?” 


Techno frowns. “A what now?” 


“Do you have one?” 


“Why-” Philza pinches his brow. “Why do you want a flamethrower?” 


“Don’t worry about it.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“One of the dock horses got a lame leg!” 


“Got it.” 


With little more warning than that, Techno shrugs off his cloak and 
takes on the horse’s harness, dragging a stalled ship to anchor. 


Jean squints. “What kind of strength potions is that guy on?” 


“Techno’s just like that,” Philza says. 


“Horrifying! | love it.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“The lady loved him and the kingdom they shared,” Technoblade 
recites. “But without her above, not one flower would grow. So King 
Hades agreed that for half of each year, she would stay with him 
there in his world down below.” 


Hooved hands pluck gently at a pocket violin as he walks. 


“But the other half, she could walk in the sun,” the piglin continues, 
an almost wistful note in his tone. It’s not quite singing- it’s not quite 
speaking. There is a musical weight to the meter of his low voice, 
holding the light audience of soldiers at rest in attentive suspense. 
“And the sun, in turn, burned twice as bright. Which is where the 
seasons come from.” 


He turns slowly in place as he speaks, hooves striking the floor with 
an unseen rhythm joined by his bow skating across the strings. 


“And with them,” his voice falls harshly in time, “the cycle- of the 
seed, and the sickle, and the lives of the people...” His voice trails off 
gently. “...and the birds in their flight.” 


As his music settles into its looping dance, timed by the continued 
drumming of his own steps, the concentration on his face cannot 
quite be called happiness. But perhaps it is at peace - and there is a 
sort of beauty in peace, in all its forms. 


“So," Jean pointedly asks, "is he like your boyfriend or something? | 
hear people are allowed to do that these days.” 


Philza turns to Jean, fond smile still on his face. “Say that again and 
I'll stab you in the shins.” 


“Fair enough.” A pause. “So, husband then?” 


“Say goodbye to your kneecaps, dragonmaster.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Sorry Philza.” Jean chuckles, patting the smoke down from Philza’s 
coat. 


“Jean, mate, this is the 5th time this week you’ve set my coat on 
fire.” 


“Well, it's kind of a fire hazard? Not my fault your fashion is 
so...flammable.” 


Philza and his entire flock of crows all share the same vaguely 
disappointed stare. “I’m sure everything is flammable when you point 


a flamethrower at it for long enough, Jean.” 


Jean’s smirk freezes slightly as the world blinks, and the pressure of 
the room changes behind Philza as JoshA teleports. Jean, it has 
come to my attention that we need more talk about fire safety. 


“Be polite to our guests, JoshA,” Philza forcelessly reprimands. 
“Inside voices.” 


You can’t make me do anything, the god hisses as he disappears. 


A silence. 


“Wanna see what happens when | set moon rocks on fire?” Jean 
smiles. 


“Sure, mate.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Uh, Commanders.” A young soldier flicks her eyes between the 
close seats of the two, like she’s not quite sure where to look. 
“You've received invitations to a Newfoundland ball?” 


“Okay.” Commander Blade turns to Commander Minecraft. “Philza, 
you're attractive, right?” 


The elytron commander bursts into nervous laughter. "What the 
fuck?” 


“Could be a good spying opportunity, if you can stand all the 
swooning women you'll be meeting.” Commander Blade leans 
across the desk with a smirk toward the soldier. “Do you think he’s 
pretty enough for the job? | can never fe// with these kinds of things.” 


“|, well-” the poor soldier’s face looks like it could practically set on 
fire. “Y-yes... Commander Minecraft is quite uh... handsome, sir.” 


“Ah, | see!” The piglin commander, all too earnestly, looks like a 
student happy to find they've gotten a correct answer. “I thought he 
would be to other people, but | wouldn’t know. Bias makes blind 
players of us all.” 


“Y-yes sir.” 


“Good gods, you've already harassed the lady enough,” Commander 
Minecraft insists, as if the red on his face isn't practically blending 
with the mortified flush of his antlers. “And me, at this rate! Besides, 


shouldn’t we be thinking of why we’ve been invited to an event in the 
first place?” 


“The invitation mentioned... findings,” the soldier offers. “From the 
moon, sirs. That the king wanted to share.” 


“Alright then.” A hand is waved. “Go back to your post. No need to 
keep you any longer.” 


When the soldier is gone, Commander Blade hums, turning to his 
deskmate. “You think he’s suddenly decided to come clean?” 


“Fuck no,” Commander Minecraft bites. “He went this far to hide his 
bullshit- he won’t stop now.” He leans his arm on the table as he 
turns to his friend. "And speaking of bullshit, don't fucking ask people 
if I'm pretty! Good fucking gods!" 


"| don't know what people think is pretty!" Commander Blade 
defends. "| gotta ask!" 


Commander Minecraft leans back with a loud sigh. "Y'know, it's this 
kind of foot-in-mouth shit that makes people think we're an old 
married couple." 


"I-" Commander Blade raises his hand, as if to argue the point, but 
lets it fall back to the table. "You know what? Fair." 


A pause. 


“We're going to commit some kind of crime at a royal event, aren't 
we, Commander Blade resignedly concludes. 


“Yes. Yes we are.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


what techno meant when he said "bias makes blind players of 
us all": | don't know what being attractive is and at this point i'm 
too scared to ask 

what it really really sounds like: What's Up | Think The Homies 
Are Hot 


8. There's A Joke About Heist Movies To Be Made 
Somewhere 


Summary for the Chapter: 


A grand old time like the good old days. 


If Technoblade was going to be honest, he didn’t really want to go to 
a foreign ball. Or any balls for that matter. 


Why is it called a ball, anyway? Why does one word get to have 
multiple meanings? It’s a scam. It's such a scam. If he was going 
around inventing languages, he wouldn't make words have so many 
meanings it makes kids and second language learners cry. 


...No, he’s not speaking from experience. Why do you ask? 


Besides, he’s at /east 90% sure that this whole shindig is probably a 
guise for... something else. Possibly more rich person 
grandstanding. Possibly death. He doesn’t want to be involved in 
that kind of nonsense. 


But, as Co-commander Blade, not going would just put more targets 
on his back. Such a faux pas (more weird Overworld words, lovely) 
was considered a complete snub to not just the host but apparently 
everyone else that went to the event. Politics, my abhorred. 


That, and Philza would be there. It would be unfair to leave his co- 
commander in enemy lines, after all. 


So here he was in the slightly itchy formal uniform ‘worthy’ of his 
rank. His original pale blue coat had been changed into a heavy 
violet blue with enough tassels and decorative knick knacks that 
makes it look like he’s more of a toy for cats than a man suited for 
combat. 


At least he didn’t have to deal with wing decorations. He looks over 
at Philza, struggling to place a weirdly glittery chain onto his shell, 
and does not envy the man in the slightest. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“You need some help there?” Techno finally asks after watching 10 
whole tocks of properly Sisyphean suffering. 


Philza’s wings puff up defensively. “You fucking know what?” He 
slumps with defeat. “Yeah, actually. These bastard appendages are 
not letting me reach around properly today. | can never tell when my 
wings are gonna be okay with having stuff put on 'em.” 


Techno glances at the rippling glint of chains catching the light as he 
settles them into place. “Personally, it seems a bit excessive.” 


Philza scoffs. “And here | thought you'd like all the random gold 
tearing through our dress code.” 


Techno scoffs back. “I have taste, you know. All this gold is useless 
jewelry and glamour.” He almost looks thoughtful. “In that old tribe | 
lived near, only the tribe mothers get to dress like this.” 


“Only the mums?” Philza chuckles. 


“Sounder is important,” Techno answers simply. “More precious than 
a thousand pieces of gold. Those who form the roots of sounder all 
the more so.” 


Philza stills. Techno... he never talked about before, not really. 
Before Sky, before the Overworld, before him. And even when he 
did, it was only in brief comparisons to the now. 


He’d never sounded nostalgic for it. (He’d never sounded like he 
missed it.) 


“Of course,” Techno bluntly continues, “/ imagine the intended image 
was less of a golden chicken and more of a golden boar.” 


“Wow. | feel so loved. Should | be offended right now?” 


“Yes. Feel shame as the tasteless painted damsel you are.” 


“No need to be so harsh, Commander,” a new voice cuts in, “I think 
he looks perfectly dashing all dressed up.” 


“Oh, of course you would, Jean,” Philza half-hisses. “Look at 
yourself.” 


Jean rolls his eyes. His hair was tied up for once, allowing for his 
eyes to actually be seen instead of being hidden by a sandy 
coloured barrier. 


Unlike the two commanders, his dress was not befitting of a military 
officer but instead that of a dragonmaster. A loose blouse with 
incredibly puffy sleeves seemed to swallow him up alongside a much 
more expensive set of falconers gloves, two sky dragons were 
etched with what seemed to be almost golden thread. But most 
gauche of all (in Techno’s eyes, surely) was the large amount of ear 
jewelry and chains of gold and copper delicately placed around his 
hair. 


“If you must know, this is actually rather tame for someone in my 
profession.” The man dramatically draws his hand over his eyes. 
“This is really the bare minimum | can get away with or | would be 
drawn and quartered for my lack of flare.” 


Technoblade’s expression flattens. “And there was much rejoicing.” 


“There would be more if you actually put any effort into that outfit.” 


“I have taste, something you clearly lack.” 


“Make all the assumptions you want, Commander.” 


Philza groans. “We're supposed to work together tonight. Just 
tonight. Then you two can fight in a closet for all | care afterwards.” 


“Fine, fine, fine.” Jean sighs. “Are you at least ready? The sky ship is 
waiting.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Newfoundland, Nation of Flowers. 


Land of waterfalls, of stone, of ancient glacial fjords, of creeping 
vines and rolling fields so bled with color that the richest of tapestries 
would have wept with envy. Simply riding the elegant ice trains 


through the lupine plains would have been worth the visit alone. The 
lands were austere, almost somber, its beauty dependent on the 
canvas of nature. 


The halls were not made of marbles, quartz, of any of the usual 
luxuries. Tall wood and mossy stone made the bones of the walls 
here, and a latticework of wild flora climbed with cultivated abandon, 
echoed in the arabesque of the tiles below. 


Crows silently mingle with the songbirds of the windows and 
courtyards, whispering accusingly amongst themselves. 


“You,” Philza pointedly bites as one last member of his murder flies 
away from his fingers, “are looking way too excited about this for 
your own good.” 


Fit snickers as he adjusts his collar. “Cut me some slack. It’s been 
way too long since we've properly broken some laws. And with so 
many new faces, too.” 


“Leave the kids alone, Fit,” Techno snarks. 


“If my Lieutenant Sal catches you calling him a kid, I’m pretty sure 
he'll sock your nose,” Fit throws back with a smile. 


Techno looks at the surly eyebrows of the lieutenant in question. 
“Fair enough.” He turns back to his own South End lieutenants. 
“Wisp. Cxlvxn. Behave.” 


“Glowing vote of confidence, Commander,” Wisp mutters. 


“Everyone remember their roles?” 


“Oh, yeah, sure.” Cxlvxn points to everyone in turn. “Fuck it up, fuck 
it up, fuck it up.” He points over to Jean in the corner. “Have eyes.” 
He points to Commanders Blade and Minecraft. “Have brain cells." 


“| have brain cells!” Jean complains. 


“Yeah, and they're goin’ in your eyeballs to snipe dragons and shit.” 


“No one’s sniping dragons, Cxlvxn,” Philza says. 


“Damn it.” 


“Dragon eggs are indestructible- their shells are almost as strong as 
bedrock.” 


“Basically, it’s a spicy cannonball,” Techno summarizes. “If you shot 
it, the arrow would just bounce off.” 


“Whack,” Wisp elegantly adds. Thanks, Wisp. 


“Ugh. Dumbasses, all of you.” Jean taps his hand to his head, and 
even past his constant resting smile he a/most looks irritated. It’s 
hard to tell. “Let’s just split up already. Spread out, go party, browse 
the gallery.” 


“Don’t drink, obviously,” Techno adds. 


“If you find what we’re looking for, grab your buttons.” Philza 
conspicuously taps a talon on the round object in his hands. In 
everyone else’s' pocket, their own buttons rattle. “Mirror 
enchantments are holdin’ steady. We'll go to whoever taps in first.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza taps at the shoulder of one of the attendants. “What’s with the 
dog?” 


The attendant follows his gaze, settling on the sight of a giant golden 
dog. “Oh! That’s the avatar of Petra, patron god of Newfoundland. 
Their incarnations live under the care of the royal family.” 


Philza feels his antlers swivel forward as his eyes narrow. The hound 
stills, tilting its head with a knowing curiosity. 


“| see.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wisp leans to Cxlvxn. “Reckon twenty irons | could snipe that vase 
before someone notices.” 


“Please don't.” 


“Thirty irons.” 


“Imagine Commander Minecraft’s face when he finds out.” 


“Ah, fuck, you’re right.” 


-<>Y<>- 


This party’s almost okay, actually. 


“Good lord, is that a piglin? | know the king keeps exotic pets, but not 
this type.” 


Ah. 


The party is terrible. As Techno suspected. 


-<>Y<>- 


“We're getting stares,” Philza nervously mutters. “Think someone 
might have found us out?” 


“We're pretty, Commander,” Jean smugly explains. “People like to 
look.” 


Philza hums uneasily. “Don't like it.” 


“Get used to it, buddy. It’s gonna be a long night.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Technology's pretty swell these days, huh?” 


“It is pretty neat.” Techno looks down at his enchanted button. “Do ya 
reckon maybe they'll be able to do this kinda thing with redstone one 
day? | hear redstone can do all sorts of tricks.” 


“Talking redstone boxes?” Philza laughs. “Absolutely not. Pretty sure 
that shit’s a bit beyond belief, mate.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Oh.” Jean pauses with a frown. “Oh, absolutely not.” 


Sitting in an ostentatious collected cluster of jeweled eggs is another, 
larger egg- dark like night and dappled like obsidian. 


“Absolutely not,” he smiles, clutching the button in his pockets. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Okay, but how are we gonna get the thing out of here without 
someone raising an alarm?” Techno asks. 


“Some kind of distraction, | imagine,” Jean breezily answers. 


“Yeah, but what kind of distraction is gonna be bigger than a dragon 
egg?” 


Sal raises his hand. “I have a solution. You just can’t ask where | got 
it.” With that lovely warning, Sal pulls out a live end crystal. 


“Sal,” Fit levelly says. “Sal, have you been walking around with a live 
end crystal in your inventory this whole time?” 


“Ask no questions and be told no lies, Commander.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“WHO THE FUCK JUST PLACED A LIVE END CRYSTAL IN THE 
NEWFOUNDLAND CAPITAL?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Listen,” Jean stutters, holding a dragon egg in a _ half-open 
enderchest, “the important part- the important part is that no one 
caught us.” 


Off to the side, a body slides down to the floor. One heart on each 
wrist shatters before the body despawns, off to wake up elsewhere 
like a bad dream. 


“No one important.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Wild night, huh?” Philza asks as they settle into their cabin on the 
airship. 


“Definitely wilder than we’ve had in a while.” 


“Ugh, | know-” Philza’s wings half snap as he properly looks at 
Techno. “- holy fuck.” 


Techno frowns, confused, before patting a hand on his neck and 
finding a knife sunk into him. “Ah. | appear to have been lightly 
stabbed.” 


Philza smiles caustically as he tries to remember if he stowed any 
potions or salve in his inventory, ignoring how the angry red of his 
antlers buzzes behind his eyes. “What, you couldn't just dodge?” 


“Not this time.” Techno wheezes as he stiffly pulls out the blade, the 
waver of his mouth pulling the white streaked linage of his face. 
“Gods, I’m getting old.” 


“No, you’re not,” Philza simply says as his talons snag on the lid of a 
salve. 


“Woe is me,” Techno dramatically intones. “The great Ice Emperor of 
South End, slain in his old age.” With a spare cloth, he cleans the 
freshly removed knife as his still open wound bleeds all too slowly. 
“Remember to place gold on my eyes for the ferryman.” 


The watery pink of the salve glistens. “You stop that.” 


“Too late,” Techno hums as he nudges his shirt open far enough that 
the root of the wound is visible. “l am fading to Elysium as we 
speak.” His hum echoes into the hand that glides on his neck. “Burn 
me somewhere pretty and feed my bones to the hounds.” 


Philza laughs oddly. “Don’t say that, you big fucking baby. Look, 
you've already healed.” 


“So | did.” The piglin falls onto the cot with all the grace of a felled 
log. “And now | will sleep away my agony for a thousand years.” 


“Oh, if only,” Philza bites meaninglessly as he sinks down with him. 
“If only | could be free of your philosophical prattling for such a 
blessedly long time.” 


“Ah, you know you love me.” 


By the time Philza remembers words again, his friend has already 
fallen asleep. 


He smiles and scoffs. It’s a despairing sort of sound. His antlers click 
as they lazily back- a bow unstringed, a branch laid low by an idle 
gust of wind. 


He rolls close enough to blanket the both of them under his wings. 


9. It's All Very Scientific 
Summary for the Chapter: 


What do you do while I'm gone? 


“You're leaving,” Philza notes simply. 


Techno neatly ties back his steadily growing mane. “I’m taking the 
nether highway to East End, and from there a ship to Jordan.” He 
sighs. “Now that we’ve confirmed Newfoundland has dragon eggs, 
we need to know what sort of research they imported. Central 
Command gave us the clear to update them on the situation, look 
into possible alliances.” 


“So then- then you'll be gone for a while, then.” 


A slow blink. “Probably.” 


“| ” 


I'll miss you- 


I'll worry- 


| should have gone with you- 
| wish you'd told me- 
| wish you didn’t have to go- 


| wish | said I- 


“-['ll... make sure Lieutenant Wispexe doesn't start a war while 
you're gone,” Philza finally says with a light tap at Techno’s chest. 


Techno laughs. “Good luck.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Just for the record, Philza’s not moping. He’s not. He’s just doing 
things more slowly today. 


That’s all. 


“That's literally all it is.” He squints accusingly at a neighboring crow. 
“Don’t make fun of me.” 


You even talk like him sometimes, the crow chatters back. 


He clamps his fingers over the bird’s mouth. “Shut.” 


Kill? Killza? 
Father is cruel? Father is Unyielding? 
Oppression? 
KILLZA 
KILLZA 
KILLZA 


“Stop calling me Killza, Chatters.” 


A Chatters taps at his gloves. Military brutality. Abuses of power. | 
am suing you for emotional damages. 


“You wouldn't even be able to hire a lawyer without me, don’t get 
cheeky.” 


No lawyers only Chatters 
Court of Chatters 


We are the judicial system now. 


Guilty! Guilty Philza! Jail for a thousand years! 


“| can’t feed you from jail.” 


A pause. 


Free! Freedom of Philza! 


The court is merciful! 


“Yeah, that’s what | fuckin’ thought.” 


He may be downing a bitterly dense cup of chocolate like it’s his new 
lifeblood, but whatever. He just designed an entire fucking 
greenhouse on zero (zero) days of notice and on Prime’s name, he 
is not gonna fall asleep to it. 


Chocolate for the chocolate god 


S/urp 


Hydrocheck goes brrrr 


“It’s fine.” He doesn’t know if he’s talking to his murder or himself, but 
at this point it’s a bit of both. “It’s fine. It’s only been about a week. 
Maybe. Time is fake anyway.” 


Wait, had it been a week? 


..ohit, he doesn’t actually know. 


“| know what calendars are,” he mutters under his breath, “Il swear.” 


Philza is loneza 


Loneza? 


Endless worry of the loneza 


“Chatters, | am literally the opposite of alone right now. Seein’ as 
how surrounded I’ve gotten by-” He frowns. “-however many you are 
at this rate.” 


One 
Two 


Three, Four, Five, 


“That wasn't an invitation to start counting how many you are, 
Chatters.” 


Six 
Seven 
Eight 


Nine, 


“You can stop now.” 


Number ten, paces, fire! 


One of them hops up to his ear and lets out a loud echo of a 
crossbow bolt while the others cackle. 


Philza chuckles under his breath. “Okay, that was actually pretty 
good. You lot have been getting awfully coordinated these days, 
haven’t you?” Of course, right as he says that, one of them decides 
to fall face first into his now empty cup. “I take it back, you're all 
nitwits.” 


And of course, they’ve still got things to say even when he fishes the 
little idiot out of the cup. 


Cup? Empty 
Dadza? Loneza 
Face? Stuck 


We are forcibly removed from the chocolate 


“Stop calling me lonely. What am | to you, some kind of grieving 
widow?” 


Well, you said it, not me 


“Why am | even trying to debate you?” Philza idly realizes. “Il can't 
believe I'm talking to birds.” 


and not so much as a shadow to dance with 


“That was the one time!” Philza’s voice doesn’t pitch with any kind of 
feeling as he says it, no one can prove it. “Besides, it’s not like he’s 
gone off the grid. He still answers the mirrored books just fine.” 


A crow splays its wings dramatically as it raises its head to the sky. 
But you don't TALK! 


It’s not the same, another whispers from his arm, you know it’s not. 
Dadza is a dog. dogza 
Separation anxiety go brrrrrrrrrrrrr 


Dadza needs his husband 


"Don't you fucking start the husband debate again," Philza wearily 
says. “You've been listening to way too much barracks gossip, 
haven't you?” 


Yes, praise be. We are Chatters, All-Knowing. 


“Still not moping, though.” He baps the nearest crow with a roll of 
blueprint paper. “Get the fuck outta here with that shit.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Okay, maybe | am moping, he managed to admit to himself on the 
following Spiritsday. 


That’s called progress. 


Yeehaw. 


Still sad, though. 


One bird’s glance is so frighteningly clear he can see his own eyes in 
it. If this is what you're like after a week, what are you going to do 
when he- 


“DON’T-” Philza stops, slowly winding down the angry rattle of his 
wings. “Don’t. Don’t talk about- just don’t, alright?” 


“Uh..." The slightly concerned face of Jean pops into view. "...you ok 
there, Commander?” 


Have you ever thought about how his antlers turning red is basically 
blushing? A crow randomly asks. 


“I'm alright, Jean,” Philza says instead. “It’s just that some people,” 
he continues with a pointed glance at his murder, “are being all 
morbid again. It’s toxic for the work environment, is what it is.” A 
pause. “I am not insane.” 


“Not what | was gonna say, but okay.” 


Philza sighs. “Nevermind. What are you up to now?” 


Jean opens his door slightly. “Trying to get this egg to hatch, mostly.” 


“Well, that doesn’t sound illegally alarming.” 


“In my defense, I’m not trying to hatch it all the way.” The 
dragonmaster wanders back to his cleared out desk, empty save for 
the dragon egg sitting in its box. “It's just that these things are 
practically impossible to tell apart except by hatching method. Can’t 
really tell what it is unless it responds to something.” 


“And is that why there’s just lava in a bucket leaning ever so 
precariously on your desk?” 


“Its a fireprot bucket,” Jean helpfully adds as if that’s any more 
reassuring. “But yeah. We know it can’t be an Overworld dragon 
since there aren’t any on this server, and there’s been no egg traffic 
going in, so I’m trying to rule out stuff like Nether dragons first.” 


Philza laughs nervously. “That's not gonna accidentally cook a baby 
alive if it happens to be the wrong type, is it?” 


“Not at all.” Jean lightly knocks the shell. “Hard shell, protects a 
dragon from basically everything, and | mean everything. The 
internal environment is kept in total stasis until something kickstarts 
the hatching.” 


“So, it really is just a neat rock right now.” 


“Basically.” Jean takes out- well it’s practically some kind of hearing 
tube, pressing it into the shell and tucking himself next to it. “Hmm. 
No change since last time. | think this isn’t hot enough to trigger a 
reaction.” 


A Chatters flies down from the rafters, taking a spot on the egg. 


Jean pokes it. “Shoo.” 


The crow ruffles its feathers and raps its beak on the hard shell. 


“If you poke that egg wrong, you’re either going to break your face or 
die.” 


The crow, who clearly understands Jean _ perfectly, remains 
unmoved. 


“Commander, permission to break your bird’s face.” 


“What if you didn’t do that?” 


“But it would be so easy, and also you have, like, 10 of them.” 


Jean grabs the crow a bit more swiftly than it looked like he could- 
not really hurting it, just holding it in his hands. He’s not hurting it. 


He’s. Not. Hurting it. 


“Please put me down,” Philza quickly whispers. 


Jean’s head whipped from the bird to Philza, an odd look in his eyes. 
He releases the crow, his eyes never straying from Philza’s face. 
“Better?” He asks curiously. 


Philza feels an antler flick carelessly on his head. “Yes, thank you.” 
He pauses. “Put the bird down. Not... me, ignore that, | don’t know 
why | said that.” 


“That’s alright.” Jean throws a bit of dried meat to the Chatters. 
“Everyone slips up once in a while.” 


“Mm.” Don’t think about it. “Right. Heat... reaction... thing, right.” 
Philza’s knuckles dig at his brow. “You mean you need something 
hotter than lava, or you want the lava itself to be hotter?” 


“Im no engineer, but | have a sneaking suspicion that an open 
bucket isn’t the best method of retaining heat in an arctic climate. | 
need something a little more... sealed?” Jean hums, knocking on the 
egg. “Like an Elytron incubator, but hotter and more airtight.” 


Oh, yeah. Incubators. He remembers those. 


Definitely. Maybe. 


“| can probably figure it out,” Philza easily says. “Shouldn't be too 
hard. Might have to look around for the right fire charms in the base, 
though.” 


“You don’t have incubator charms?” Jean asks. 


“Why would |?” Philza confusedly asks in return. 


“Huh.” Jean frowns. “I kinda thought you had kids or something.” 


Philza sputters. “Do | look like | have kids?” 


“You just had that kinda vibe?” Jean offers. 


Dadza 


Dadza 


He is very Dadza 


“Stop calling me Dadza, Chatters,” Philza mutters. “I’m literally just 
man doing thing.” 


“And also a man talking to crows,” Jean adds. 


“They are annoying.” 


Dadza wounds us 


“Chatters, my abhorred.” 


Nooooooo000 
nOOO 
Crying. Crying and tears! 
Sadness, unending! 


Jean raises an eyebrow. “You really should be nicer to yourself.” 


“| don’t see what that has to do with anything,” Philza flatly says as 
he pets a crow’s head. 


“Just making an observation, Commander. Now, do you want to 
throw things at this egg? It's rather stress relieving.” 


“Sounds vaguely unscientific.” 


“Not if we write it down, though.” 


“Let's start with one of Techno’s knives, he keeps an entire 
collection under his bed-” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


techno just has a collection of every knife that's been 
accidentally or purposefully been stabbed into him 


10. And Beneath The Mask 
Summary for the Chapter: 
There's rabbits loose in South End. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Brief instance of exotic text. 


His laugh rings hollow, even to him. “And | was being so careful, 
too.” 


He hadn't needed to be, of course. He was never in danger, and the 
domain gods knew about this face- he made sure of it. But it really 
was such a shame that he’d slipped so soon. He’d almost broken his 
previous record. 


Oh, well. It was bound to happen eventually. This body had been 
away from the server longer than most of the others. 


But right now, taking in his scattered papers and knocked over 
enderchest that have been flung carelessly through the rest of the 
library from the impact of his fall, he has a mild suspicion that this 
particular run is dangerously close to coming to an end. 


Talons curl into his clothes, just barely daring to dig into the clay of 
his body. 


“Fair warning,” the Dreamweaver notes, “if you do that hard enough, 
| will actually bleed. | added blood this time! | thought it was kind of 
useless before, but it turns out that it’s a rather efficient system of 
transporting-” 


“Shut. It.” Its kind of funny how much elytron hiss when they’re 
pissed off. It’s like watching an angry cat, claws and all. “What have 
you done with Jean?” 


The Dreamweaver blinks. “Oh, that’s what this is! Here | thought 
you'd gotten lost to your aspect. That happens, I’ve heard, it’s a 
terrible thing to behold.” 


Ah. The angel's gotten more angry. Whoops. The Dreamweaver 
never was good at this whole delicate conversation thing. Not the 
best learning curve. 


“In my defense,” the Dreamweaver continues, “I can’t exactly do 
anything to Jean when I’ve been Jean the whole time.” Clay shifts to 
skin and an unyielding carved rabbit snout shifts into an actual 
mouth. “See? Same guy. Got a face and neck and everything.” 


“The fuck?!” 


The Dreamweaver wheezes a light laugh. “Man, the look on your 
face is freaky right now! What is that, some kind of anger-shock 
cocktail?” He tilts his head maybe a bit more than humanly 
acceptable, but the jig is up anyway. Might as well have fun. “I think | 
might copy that sometime. It really conveys the danger.” 


Philza’s grip tightens. “Explain. Now.” 


“Okay, okay! Jeez, tough crowd.” The joints of the body’s fingers 
click as they flex. “So, like, first off, Jean doesn’t exist? It’s just the 
name | gave for that face. My title is the Dreamweaver, but | guess 
you can keep calling me Jean if you want. Or maybe AEFOwsO AN. 
That works, too.” 


Philza tilts his head. "Lus-agi?" he repeats, the word accented 
clumsily in his elytron accent. "L- La-gos?" 


"Sure," Lagos decides. "That works." Philza’s antlers swivel forward, 
and look at that! They almost fi/t down trying to zero in on Lagos 
himself. “Gosh, those horns of yours are adorable! Such a unique 
mutation. | don’t think I’ve ever seen it on another player-born.” 


“A shapeshifter.” Philza’s ear flicks. “So we have met before, when 
I'd asked.” 


Lagos winks. “In your dreams.” It’s practically pocket change to shift 
the quirk of his smile, for hair to change from blond to silver. “I'll 
admit | was a bit lazy about our first meeting, but | was honestly kind 
of hoping you’d remember. It’s much more interesting that way.” 


Philza drops his grip like it burns, a brief bit of mortified stardust 
running across his face before it disappears. “So, you’ve gone and 
stalked me all the way here? Is that what this is?” 


“Not completely. Though | will admit | was a bit curious about you. 
Such a violent ascension causes gossip even / get to hear.” 


Philza’s expression flattens. “You’re a god.” 


“And circle takes the square! Took you a while, brother, but you are 
new to this whole business, | guess | can cut you some slack.” 
Lagos' closed smile widens until it pushes into his blank eyes. 
“That's the other half of why | bothered hiding at all, really. You’re 
rather divinely dismissive of your own kind, aren’t you?” 


“And what?” Philza bites rudely. “You're trying to convince me to be 
nicer? Or something?” 


“Eh.” Lagos shrugs. “Il could care less how friendly you get with all 
those other gods. | don’t care about them enough to speak on their 
behalf. And I’m not gonna try and recruit you,” he adds. “I can run my 
domain just fine on my own, | don’t need to babysit a new intern.” 


Philza doesn’t quite drop his guard, but the aggressive mantling of 
his wings tones down, which is probably a good sign. (Lagos really 
should do more body language observations. Communication can 
get so dicey without proper research.) 


“| really am just here for the dragons,” Lagos tries to say sincerely. 
“’m not going to mess with you unless you mess with me. Or you 
ask for it.” 


“ve been told not to hang around your type,” Philza neutrally 
mentions. “In retrospect, they might have been warning about you 
specifically.” 


“Probably!” Lagos happily concedes. “So, what are you going to do 
about it? I’m curious. Gonna try to kill me?” Human flesh falls back 
into white clay. A featureless head smiles blankly, suspended in 
nothing, leaning vaguely towards grey jointed fingers. “You can if you 
want. This is just a doll, after all.” 


Philza tilts his head. “What, you’re mucking around inside that 
thing?” 


A scoffing sound escapes Lago’s body. “Oh no. I’m al/ the way back 
in my own server, safely within my domain. You could turn this doll to 
ash, and it wouldn't hurt me in the slightest! | can just come back 
with another. And another and another and another.” The head of the 


body rotates on its floating perch until it’s almost upside down. 
“There’s no killing me like this.” 


His head snaps back to a rightful angle with all the gentleness of a 
bowstring. 


“Of course,” he adds, “I'd prefer if you didn't. Our experiments have 
been so interesting lately, and it would be such a pain to make 
another Jean from scratch. | actually quite like this face.” 


There’s a light trill in Philza’s voice as he lets out a tense breath. “If 
you were trying so hard to pass for player, what were you even doing 
walking around skinless in the first place?” 


“Mortal bodies come with mortal needs,” Lagos bluntly responds. 
“Jean was getting tired, but | really wanted to finish looking over your 
incubation designs before pretending to sleep. The doll doesn't feel 
as much when it’s not pretending.” 


“So, you just dropped it?” Philza incredulously asks. “With so many 
people around?” 


“| thought players slept at this time,” Lagos defends. “It’s like 3 clicks 
past nightfall already. It’s not my fault you’re an insomniac now.” 


"Mim." 


Lago’s smile seems to get even wider. “Do you want to see 
something funny?” 


“sure,” Philza slowly says. "What?” 


JoshA. | want to talk to you. Lagos winks. “Play along.” 


It takes about 4 whole ticks before JoshA blinks into existence with a 
rudely ear-snapping crack. What do you want, jackass? 


It takes JoshA another 6 ticks to notice Lagos is in his doll form, and 
another 4 to realize Philza is standing next to him. 


Dreamweaver. Dreamweaver, you haven’t gone and done 
something terrible, have you? JoshA briefly locks eyes with Philza. 
Has he done something inappropriate? 


The eyes of Lagos’ doll squint with mirth. Jeez, what kinda god do 
you take me for? | haven’t touched a fallen feather on the guy. | 
would never do that... to my newest pantheon member. 


Absolutely right, Philza immediately jumps in with a charmingly 
innocent smile. Don’t know what you guys were on about, the 
Dreamweaver’s a real swell guy. I’d trust him with my life! 


JoshA’s form ripples like a disturbed puddle. 


Lagos moves his head back. Don’t have a heart attack, young 
man. 


Think of all the people in South End trying to sleep, Philza adds. 


A silence. JoshA takes a deep breath. 


WHAT DO YOU MEAN, PANTHEON, WHAT IN THE DEVIL- 


Another ripple and the thwack of a newspaper hits JoshA in the 
head, rippling his form like nearly set jelly. Shut up, Chip hisses. 


But- pantheon. 


Do you actually fee/ a pantheon bond between them? 


JoshA’s eyes flicker between Philza and Lagos, a dawning 
realization crossing his face. Ah. You absolute motherfuckers. 


Lagos bursts into wheezing laughter. “Still easy to fool, then?” 


He’s a slow learner sometimes, Chip drily responds. 


“This works every time! It’s hilarious!” 


JoshA huffs, rippling form finally weaving back together. I’m leaving. 


“Sweet!” Lagos turns to Philza. “Want to learn how to make your 
head detachable from your own body?” 


Philza smiles in slight relief at the familiar attitude. At least it looks 
like relief, Lagos will probably have to ask later. “Sounds good to 
me!” Ah. Curiosity. That was the smile. 


JoshA’s body wavers again. STOP THAT- 


11. Distantly, You Realize. 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Fates met on the road taken to avoid them. 


“Welcome back,” Philza simply smiles. 


Techno unshoulders his cloak with a soft huff. “Anything interesting 
happen while | was gone?” 


Philza’s eyes flick briefly to the dragonmaster’s office. 


“Not really,” he hears himself say. “Tell me about your reports.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza sidles into the commander’s office. “I didn’t see you at dinner, 
you alright?” 


Techno looks up from his map, blinking blearily past the lantern in 
Philza’s hands. “Wait, is it night already?” 


“,.. fechno, have you been in here all day?” 


“Huh.” Techno’s mouth twitches. “Guess | just forgot.” He frowns. “It’s 
almost like when- nah.” 


“Like what?” Philza asks. 


Techno waves away the question. “Stupid thought. Sorry for ditchin’. 
I'll find you later.” 


(The next morning Philza finds him in exactly the same spot, not 
realizing he’s skipped breakfast because he didn’t even see the sun 
come out.) 


-<>Y<>- 


“For the last time,” Philza insists, wings rattling under their shell until 
it almost aches, “I’m not going to talk about it, | don’t want to talk 
about it, there’s nothing TO TALK ABOUT!” 


The murder falls silent. 


“| should- | should-” Philza falls into his chair and puts his head in his 
hands. “I shouldn't have done that. Turned into a shoutin’ dickhead 
for a half tock there. | just-” An unsteady sound lingers in his throat. 
“-what is there to even say? It’s not going to change a thing.” 


It might give you peace of mind, Chatters softly chirps. 


“Or | really do lose him for good this time.” A sigh. “I just- | can’t 
gamble that, Chatters. | don’t have the heart.” 


-<>Y<>- 


A hooved hand glances fondly over a resting crow. “Mornin’, Phil.” 


A taloned hand claps at a broad shoulder as it passes. “Mornin’, 
Techno.” 


All is well. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza doesn’t wake up screaming, bolting out of bed like a 
frightened soldier. He never does. 


Philza wakes up with the disjointed whisper of a sound he can’t 
remember how to finish, curling haltingly into himself and the tangled 
nest of blankets he’s drowned himself in during his sleep. 


He wills the ringing headache to fade away from his antlers and he 
does not shake. 


He can’t be bothered to tie his hair when he shrugs his coat on. His 
footsteps patter like clockwork, a murder of crows lingering on every 
window like a hundred tiny echoes behind him. 


There is no light behind Techno’s room. 


It’s so rare these days for Techno to remember to sleep. Philza... 
Philza shouldn't bother him. 


His hand turns away from the door and he keeps walking. 


-<>9Y<>- 


A worn cloth polishes a suspiciously new knife. “Afternoon, Philza.” 


A hand just barely catches on coraled antlers. “Afternoon, 
Technoblade.” 


It was a good day. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Techno walks by with a tiredly blank expression, a bracelet of bells 
held limply in his hand. 


“Hey,” Philza hesitantly starts, “l was thinking-” 


“Commander!” A soldier suddenly cuts in. “One of the docks just fell 
apart! Guardian infestation.” 


“Ah, fuck,” Philza swears under his breath. His hand snags on 
Techno’s cloak. “I’ll- I'll catch you later, mate.” 


(He doesn't.) 


-<>9Y<>- 


I guess I’m just worried, Philza admits. It just- it reminds me of 
the early signs again. Back when the rot almost got to him the 
first time. 


Lagos neutrally tilts his head. | wouldn’t rule out a relapse of 
sorts. 


But- Philza’s voice falls back to earth, his wings shyly blanketing 
around himself. “But he got better.” 


You don’t know that. 


It’s been so long, Philza points out. Why would it come back 
now? 


Are you sure it ever really left? Lagos' voice is not kind- it never 
truly is- but it softens somewhat. Of course, I’m no expert on this, 
we could be pleasantly wrong. But whatever stopgap existed, it 
was not unbreakable. And divine ascensions are powerful 
things. 


“No.” Philza chuckles as he shakes his head. “No, no, no, | wouldn't 
have - | didn't-” 


But you did. The doll’s beady eyes close in a parody of thought. 
You did, and he saw. Even if you never meant for it to happen, it 
has- and you can’t change that. No one can change that, not 
even gods. 


“I- it was only-” 


He’s only mortal, Philza. This... happens to all of them 
eventually. I’m sorry. 


“,..S0 that’s how it is then,” Philza finally says. “I've killed him.” 


And the Angel of Death does not cry. He does not rage or beg or 
scream. He does not mourn. 


He laughs. 


He laughs until the sound could have killed him, and he laughs 
again. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Commander Blade.” (Why did he say it like that?) 


“...Commander Minecraft,” Techno hesitantly reciprocates. 


-<>Y<>- 


“You know,” Jean’s face tilts with a curious glint. “I’ve been thinking 
of some experiments for you on the side. Trying to figure out what 
your deal is, how your current form works.” 


“What's the catch?” Philza asks. 


“It might hurt. Nothing permanent, of course. But it might hurt.” 


It's late. Philza should go to bed, and Lagos should go back to 
pretending to sleep. 


“Sure, mate,” Philza says instead. “What do you have in mind?” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Hey.” Techno’s large form blocks the door. His heavy brows are 
furrowed. “Is there something | need to Know about?” 


He hasn't put on his gloves yet. His arms are crossed, and Philza 
sees white fur on his hands. 


“You don't need to worry about it,” Philza says. “It's not worth 
troublin’ over, anyhows.” 


The piglin pauses for a good full tock. His mouth is flat. 


“Okay.” 


And he doesn’t ask again. 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza had gone on a trip for a few days to check in on one of the 
auxiliary bases. When he came back, Techno wasn't there. 


“Where’s Commander Blade?” 


Lieutenant Cxlvxn hums absently. “Oh, he took a leave of absence, 
sir. Honestly, he deserves the break after what happened.” 


Philza’s hands stutter. “After what happened?” 


“You didn’t hear?” Cxlvxn frowns. “Him and the dragonmaster nearly 
got assassinated.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“He didn’t even tell me!” Philza shouts balefully as he paces, angry 
red flooding his antlers. “Didn’t even leave a note in the 
correspondence books!” 


Crows hover uneasily around him, perched on bookshelves and 
cabinet drawers, a thousand thousand eyes trained uncertainly on 
the loud rattle of his wings. 


“And now he’s gone and vanished, | just- | just don’t get it! What 
could make him just up and /eave after that, he- he didn’t even tell 
me, after |...” 


As Philza wheels around again, he catches sight of the state of the 
room. 


The room. Their room. 


The usual clutter of the commander's office rendered crisp and 
orderly. The pictures on the walls drowned by the latest projects, old 
star maps smothered by server trade routes. 


Books collecting dust on the shelf. Two cups, unused. 


For the first time in over thirty years, their chairs are set on the 
opposite ends of their desk, professionally and distantly apart. 


“After | did it first,” Philza whispers. “After I’ve already been doing it 
for months.” 


He leans into his chair, breath catching as he tilts it back to its old 
place because he realizes he's terrified. He’s terrified of Techno- 
he’s terrified of losing him. 


“| did this,” he murmurs with a strangled trill. “/ did this.” 


(Terrified, most of all, that he didn’t even need death to do it, and he 
already did.) 


12. | Promise 


Summary for the Chapter: 


An old man returns. 


Technoblade doesn’t know why they’re here. 


He does not know who sent them. 


He does not care. 


The attacker’s head is in the wall before the first knife is even done 
sinking into him. 


They aren't moving. 


He feels blood move languidly down his arm. 


He smells iron in his throat. 


Blood. Blood. Blood. 


Foam bubbles with the growl rumbling in his mouth. 


He moves the player’s head away from the wall. 


The second time he strikes that fragile skull on the wall, the white 
unyielding stone paints red. 


The third time, he sees a lifemark snap on the player’s wrists. An 
odd laugh flies past his tusks. 


So he does it again. 


And again. 


And again. 


BLOOD 


BLOOD 
BLOOD 


BLOOD 


BLOOD 


BLOOD BLOOD BLOOD BLOOD BLOOD BLOOD BLOOD 


“COMMANDER"” 


His tusks snap together as his eyes focus. He blinks. “I’m- I’m okay.” 


Lieutenant Wisp’s eyes flick nervously between him and the player in 
his hands. “What happened?” 


“Th- There was an assassin. And-” 


He just killed someone. He just killed a downed, disarmed player so 
many times over they’ll never respawn again. And his mind sang for 
it. 


(And the chorus in his head didn't need to do a single thing. ) 


“-and now there’s not an assassin.” Techno’s uninjured arm 
straightens his collar. “| need to go to medical.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Go to the Nether 


“| will not,” Techno growls. “Look at what just happened, | can't just 
go along with everything you want. Things get too out of hand.” 


Lame 

Technolame 
technoboomer 

Go to the Nether 


Netherhop like the Cool Kids 


“| have a job,” he mutters. 


Technoleave 


Technobreak 


“Ah, yes, a lovely vacation destination,” Techno instantly fires back. 
“Remember why we left? The village burnings? The raids? Where 
would | even go, you children?” 


Home. 


A pause. 


“That place has been dead for ages,” he whispers. “Even if there’s 
anything left, it's gotta be several servers away at this point.” 


Not for us. 


Techno leans against his desk. He drags his hand over his tired, 
lined face, and sighs. 


“?m going to need gold,” Techno finally says. “And a strider. And 
some warpwood. Can you find that?” 


Yessss 
Roadtrip 
Technotourism 


technoQUEST 


“Just this once,” he clarifies. “Just this once we go back. Never 
again.” 


Just this once. 


-<>9Y<>- 


The Nether station lets him wander off without too much protest. 
They won't lecture a piglin on Nether safety. 


The village looks at him a bit funny for his dogs and his clothes, but 
the common language of gold speaks for him well enough. It’s easy 
to find himself a saddled strider, and the large warpwood baskets will 
let his two dogs come along for the ride with minimal protest. 


He bids his chorus to count the days- the ticks, the tocks, the clicks, 
the clocks. He refuses to lose track of time in this starless hell he 
once called home, and the task will keep them from becoming more 
demanding. 


For the next two clocks (there are no days here, he has to remember 
that now), he hunts and gathers. The village has supplies, of course, 
but food is not for sale to strangers, and he remembers the order of 
things well enough not to ask. He sets up camp outside as he 
gathers his things, and he realizes as he cooks down hoglin meat to 
portable crisps that maybe it’s weird that he’s doing all of this with 
not a sounder in sight. 


Whatever, his mind bitterly whispers. Let them stare. He’s been 
stared at for most of his netherbound life for his glaring lack of 
sounder, why would it be different now? 


Why would it be any different, why would Philza- 


“-allo, old stag.” 


He stiffens. He’d forgotten how high piglin voices rang. “Hullo, young 
gilt.” 


His own voice is horrifyingly basal in comparison, surely lower than 
any voice she’s heard in her life- but to the other piglin’s credit, she 
does not flinch when she hears it. “Me dam says I’m nearly a sow 
now, old stag. | best not be catchin’ you callin’ me a gilt.” 


“And yet you call me a stag,” Techno finds himself smiling. “Look to 
your elder, young sow.” 


The sow snorts, a toothy smile peaking past her dainty tusks. “You're 
no elder of mine, stag.” 


He huffs a small laugh. “Maybe so.” 


Gods, he’s terrible at this, isn’t he? He barely even remembers 
children, much less piglin ones. Buried memories rise to the surface 
of his mind, creaking with the melancholy rust of pain and disuse. 


(She looks so young.) 


“| have no barter for you,” he says with a pointed glance to her 
hopeful expression. “Traveled as | am, | am not a merchant.” 


Her ears flick back with embarrassment, her trinket eagerness 
tempered by bashfulness. “I’m sorry, stag, | don’t mean to stare.” 


“Mm.” 


“It’s only-” Her eyes flick over his face before looking away again. “- 
you have very pretty eyes.” 


His book drops out of his hands. “Uh, thank you?” / know words, | 
swear. “That’s- well- | suppose that’s kind of you, sow.” 


Gods, it has been too long, hasn't it? All his Khorsh sounds so 
twistedly formal from all his years of prayer. 


“Where’s ya sounder? You’ve been walking here solo.” She looks to 
the rest of his camp. “Sides from the strider and those small woolies 
with ya.” 


Doggo, as observant as ever, pokes his head up, and Techno spares 
a firm pat for the hound’s fur. 


“My sounder is... far, far away from here. | was away, living 
somewhere else, and now I’m returning to visit them.” 


“May | follow you there?" 


Techno smiles sadly. “There are no people in that place. Only their 
graves.” 


“Oh.” Her face falls into something like sympathy- it’s strange to see 
it soared for him, at least on a piglin face. “Oh, no. What happened? 
Should | tell the village?” 


He was aiming for a grim laugh, but the sound that leaves him is 
more of a tired wheeze. “It was long past- probably before your time. 
I’m only... I’m only paying my last respects.” 


The sow hums. “You can’t well stay there, can you? Where will you 
go after that?” 


Hah. Funny story, that. 

Techno’s not sure about that last part. 

He goes there, he pays his last respects, and then... 
..and then. Hmm. 


He might stay there a bit. Just- just for old time’s sake. Or-Ret ein 
ther 


...Boy, that’s a dark thought. Golly gosh. He'll just- he'll just put that 
one on hold for a bit. 


He’s not sure. He'll... he'll figure that last part out when he gets 
there. 


(He'll figure it out.) 


“Nowhere in particular,” he says instead. “I think.” 


“Well...” the sow bounces slightly on her feet. “...maybe consider 
coming back the way you came? When you’re done with your trip. It 
would be a shame if | never got to tell all my other friends about the 
wooly children in your saddle.” 


Oh, she’s talking about the dogs. 


Wait. Wait, that’s so silly. Wooly children. 


There’s this... stupid, giggly, bubbling sound spilling out of him. 
Utterly embarrassing. He should probably stop that. 


(He doesn't.) 


“Jeez,” he snickers, “couldn't they just take your word for it?” 


The sow tilts her head, putting her hand to her snout with mock 
consideration. “But they look so fake. They wouldn't ever believe me 
if they didn't see it for themselves.” 


“Well then, we can’t have people calling you a liar.” 


“Exactly!” she brightly responds. “So make sure to come back when 
you're done, alright?” 


“Alright,” Techno wearily smiles. “I'll come back. That’s a promise.” 


13. And He Plays The Stars 


Summary for the Chapter: 


You may not rest now. There is love nearby. 


Strider travel is so achingly familiar to him. The bobbing rhythm of 
gangly legs stepping gingerly over the perpetually glassy snap of 
flowing lava, barely spared the fire by the lanky height of the animal 
under him. 


He gives a reassuring pat to his warpwood baskets, and the dogs 
held snugly within, water charms soothingly tied in their collars to 
protect them from the heat. It was inconvenient, in some ways, to go 
the extra block to try and accommodate his traveling companions, 
but they had a very important use in this journey. 


They were alive. They needed to eat and drink and rest, and they 
would poke their heads out to beg for it when they needed it. Living 
clocks for the passage of time, for mortal needs. 


Which is going to be very important, because he’s about to get very, 
very good at forgetting. 


He turns about the bells of a golden bracelet in his hands, a murmur 
of prayer on his lips, and unlike so many times before, he does not 


fall into the stream. The stream falls into him. 


Letting go. Relinquishing control. He had been better at it than most, 
in a way that the high priests had praised to his face but whispered 
worriedly about when they thought he was asleep. 


He is Technoblade, piglin. This is his body and these are his 
movements and these are his thoughts. 


But it is not his whim that seeps into his bones, it is not him that turns 
his head, and it is not him that steers the strider. Not anymore. 


The constant pressure upon his mind, now that he is part of it, has 
faded to a blanket weight, a siren song he has no reason to resist. 
The world is nothing but the song and the stream, and the strider’s 
steps underfoot. 


Ever faithful to his request, a number moves steadily in his mind, but 
the meaning is lost to him for now. The song and the stream are all 
that matters. 


He feels the sensation of having rested, of having eaten food and 
soothed at the furs of his companions. He remembers the warmth of 
fire charms woven into the strider’s saddle, of passing through 
forests and deltas and achingly long valleys. 


A number moves in his mind. He does not remember his origin or his 
destination. The song and the stream are everything. 


Everything. Everything. Everything. 


The song and the stream, everything- he is the sea and the ceiling, 
he is warpwood baskets, he is the lingering smoke of soulsand 
valleys. 


He is, 
he is, 


he is. 


And he is home. 


The old strider stables have been spared from ruin. He opens the 
baskets for his dogs to run free and nestles his patient mount to rest 
comfortably against magma floorings. The world is ash and dust, 
exactly as he left it. 


An old fire bowl lays against the ground, half toppled and yet ever full 
of soulsand. He gingerly lays the round carved quartz back to its 
rightful place, and with an afterthought, he strikes it with the flint of a 
creeper’s stinger. 


The blue flicker of soulfire casts along the shadow of a bastion, and 
it whispers welcome home. 


“Now what?” He asks to nothing. 


Remember, a chorus whispers back. 


He remembers the fire. The blood. The sound. His hooves curl on a 
branch of twisted rope still tied to the bridge,and he remembers 
bodies, mouths still frozen with unfinished screams, hung from their 
necks like slaughtered hoglins- 


And further still than that, a chorus whispers again. 


And further still. 


“My brother would train here,” Technoblade starts. “He was a terrible 
shot,” he laughs. “Good with a crossbow, but he was terrible at 
longbows.” His hand slides along the shelves, still docked with 
broken arrows. “That was why he kept trying. Until the bitter end.” 


Sand-flooded tile shifts under his feet. 


“My sisters-” His voice wavers. “-my sisters loved to dance on this 
road because something about the ground was just better here. 
That’s what they always insisted, I- | never really got it.” 


A shuddering breath. His dogs lean into his legs, and he ruffles their 
necks gratefully. 


He keeps walking. He sees splashes of color, untouched by time, 
where his steps uncover wreckage from the dust. 


He walks along the path until he reaches the exact center of the 
commune. 


“It’s still here,” he murmurs disbelievingly. “After all this time. | 
thought someone would have melted it down by now.” 


The bastion’s prayer wheel, in all its golden glory. A suspended pillar 
of layers and layers of moving parts, each tier carved with ancient 
prayers. His hand just barely reaches toward the top, and as his 
steps glance by, it moves with him, chiming weakly. His palms 
soothe over a thousand thousand worn handprints. 


“| don't remember their names anymore,” he realizes. 


A weathered priest kneels alone in a sounder’s unwilling tomb. His 
knees lock with protest as he sinks to the ground. 


“l can't even remember their faces.” 


Technoblade is, in that moment, entirely alone, in every sense of the 
word. More than alone, he is orphaned. Orphaned in the way of 
piglins, orphaned in the way that perhaps no other race can 
understand. 


For let it be known, the sounder is everything. What greater tribe, 
what greater place, what greater vow, more precious than the purest 
gold, is there above the covenant of the sounder? 


From the sounder you are made, and by the sounder your bones 
Shall rest. 


From the sounder you are risen, raised, shaped, loved, as no other 
thing in this world can give. For this world is cruel and blind without 
measure, shote. This world will not love you. 

So the sounder will. 


And it shall be your very life. 


For hell is not a place or a person or a thing. From all things can 
come both suffering and joy, hell is not a physicality that can be 
fought or feared. 


Hell is beyond even death. Hell is the sounderless. Hell is the 
nothing, and hell is alone. 


That is orphaned. 


Technoblade, sounderless, is not so out of place in the ruins of 
forgotten legacy. 


He has been dead for a long, long time. 


He kneels against the painted pillar of the prayer wheel, and he... 
simply is. He is the pillar and the wheel and the bone-driven dust on 
the ground, and even still it is, for a brief moment, better than the 
alternative of being himself. 


He can’t even remember their names. Their faces. 


His sounder, his sounder - and he- 


And he- 


Gods. 


How could this happen? He thought- he thought they were- he would 
always, he promised, he promised he would- 


He promised. 


He cannot bring himself to stand, not yet. The only will left in him is 
the thrum of a lullaby that hums in his throat as he rocks his head, 
and the pretense that it gives him comfort. 


He should have done more. He should have tried harder. He thought 
he would remember, but he didn’t, and now it’s all gone. 


It died with him. 


It died it died it died it died died died died died died 


...He’s panicking. This is a panic attack. Lovely. Just swell. He'd like 
to stop stop stop stop stop stopstopstop 


He slaps his own face. The sting of the impact forces a sharp breath 
into his lungs. He breathes. He is alive. 


He came here for a reason. He will not break before he sees it 
through. 


Standing is... hard. He is old, and he is tired, and he hurts. 


But he is not dead. Not yet. 


He takes out his pocket violin. It is small and delicate and awkward 
and thin, tied with a bunched-up scarf as a shoulder rest, but it is his. 


And he plays the stars. 


He weaves no riches, no grand victories in his melody. He plays the 
memory of grass, of rain, of fragile candlelight and snow, stars 
painted in his hoofsteps. 


He weaves a memory, a memory of a memory. His hooves click 
along the tile of the ground and there is a wind, suddenly, as he 
plays. A music that sweeps away the dust of the ruins. 


Wind rolls its melody through the bastion, golden hooved hands 
reach out from the ground in worship and the prayer wheel turns. 


He lifts his bow and the world blinks. 


Golden shadows of piglins walk in the gilded ruins like they had 
never been destroyed. 


He strikes his bow back down again and they dance. 


A choir of hooves drum the ground to the faded memory of a fire 
dance’s tune, gold and blue lights of fire crashing against the 
shadows of revelry. 


He is the dancers and the fire and the melody, he is the delightfully 
wayward trumpets of a successful hunt. 


He is soldiers gracefully evading each other’s swords with the 
familiarity only a brother in arms could provide, presenting their skills 
to a pleasantly surprised crowd. He is battle rallies on flutes and 
hoglin drums, he is the forgotten meaning of banners still laid 
tenderly on bastion walls. He is a hand guiding a young priest 
through solemn funeral rites. 


He is lovers wreathing each other in veils of gold and crimson, he is 
the soothing weighted shine of matching rings on tusks, the subtle 
smiles of expectant dams and overwhelmingly proud sires. 


He is Technoblade the shote, Technoblade the boar, Technoblade 
the soulsinger. 


He is other shotes being pulled away from a priest child by their 
mothers, of regretful apologies being turned into wary suspicion, he 
is bodies laid dead on the street never able to smile at him again. 


His melody is the rusted, glass edge memory of meditative lullabies 
sung in smog-soaked wreckage, the last living memory of a dying 
faith. 


He is lost friends, he is surviving alone, he is a bitter young man 
realizing that there is no one left of his sounder and that he must 
learn to live without it. 


He is one high priest after another in an endless line, presenting their 
successors on tiles of gilded blackstone to an altar of skulls, he is the 
awe in the clouded eyes of a guardsman and the reflection there of a 
piglin crowned. 


He is lovers and fathers and priests and royalty and gods, he is the 
unanswered choir of a thousand thousand voices. 


His sister is held in his arms so she doesn’t ruin her new dress and 
there are freckles on her nose when she smiles. His brother wearing 


armor because he forgot to make dancing clothes in time, his hair 
freshly clipped from losing a spar. 


His father’s hands are scarred and there are cracks in his hooves. 
His dark unruly beard pulls with a smile and his braids are woven 
with gold. His mother’s mane spills like fire, like the red ribbons 
lovingly tied there, and she laughs when he tells her she looks 
beautiful. 


He is Technoblade, a young priest in a warpstem blue tunic, crying at 
his father’s wedding watching him dance with his mother. 


He is Technoblade, old weathered stag in a soldier’s uniform. 
Technoblade, old stag, wearing priest’s clothes at his father’s 
wedding. 


He sees his mother’s face- he sees his mother’s face and she turns 
to him and she smiles at him. 


A broken sound wells in his throat. He steps toward her. 


He’s so tired. He’s so, so tired. 


...But he will not rest today. 


Haltingly, ungracefully, he lifts his bow from his string. The music 
fades. The shades of his sounder smile as they sink back into the 
earth. 


“| miss you every day,” he hears in his choked whispers. “So / will not 
die.” 


Because if he stays here, they die. Because this memory- this 
precious, goldspun, fragile thing- will die with him. 


He stows his instrument away. He feeds his dogs extra, and a little 
more for himself, too. The food is simple, but real, and tastes so 
achingly alive. He passes by a dusty longbow of twisted vine, 
pauses, and takes it. 


He mounts his strider, steers back into the sea, and never looks back 
again. 


He is the last memory of this place. 


And he will not let that memory die. 


(He promised. ) 


14. Hypothetically 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Philza just wants everything to go well. 


Philza shouldn't worry. (Does he even have the right?) 


He doesn't have the right, but he worries nonetheless. How can’t he? 


It’s- it’s his f- 


It’s his- 


It's... Technoblade. 


It's Techno. 


It’s Techno and he doesn’t- he doesn’t even know if that reckless, 
terrible man even brought the other half of the correspondence book 
now sitting on his desk. 


If he’s even coming back at all, a Chatters balefully cries. 


“We can’t think like that,” Philza mutters to himself. “He won’t- he 
can’t die out there. The Nether’s his home field, there’s nothing he 
can’t handle there.” 


But he left. 
Techno left 
(your techno) 


Why did he leave at all? 


“No point answerin’ what we don't know.” He sighs. “And | think 
there’s a lot we don’t know, these days. Suppose we’ll have to ask 
him when he gets back.” 


When. 


Because he will. 


“That's the spirit,” he smiles. 


He turns back to where he last left off his book. 


He reads to his murder sometimes, now. That’s a thing. It helps him 
think. 


“Right.” Talons skirt across the page. “Petra, patron. of 
Newfoundland. Protector of the prosperity and treasures of the 
people, he is worshipped through his chosen avatars in from a 
specific breed of working dogs, raised in the care of-” 


There’s a sound of scratching paper. 


The correspondence book is rattling, its enchantments shimmering, 
a signal of change in its other half. 


He tries to be gentle in his movements, even if he does sort of slam 
the thing open. 


It’s not a long message. It’s quick, professional. This is a military 
correspondence book, after all. 


Commander Blade. Two weeks. Returning home. 


Home. 


Philza breaks out a brief, hopeful laugh. 


“He’s coming home.” He pauses with a new horror. “Oh gods, he’s 
coming home.” 


Fuck, fuck, fuck, FUCK. 


“Oh gods, I-” His mouth stumbles disgracefully over his own 
thoughts. “-| mean, this is good! This- this- this is what we wanted, 
we were waiting for- for-” 


A line of nervous clicks rolls in his throat. 


“There’s- there’s just so much to say.” He laughs. “Where would you 
even start? I... [-” 


He slumps. 


“| fucked up,” he realizes all over again for the thousandth time this 
week. “Gods, | know | did. | just-” His hands catch on his antlers. 
“Fuck, what do | even say to him?” 


Everything! a murder cries around him. You fool. You coward. You 
absolute brick dense fucking buffoon. 


“But how?” Philza’s voice pitches. 


He laughs again, and it’s a compulsive, almost ill sound. 


“Welcome back, mate!” he starts sarcastically. “How was the 
vacation?” He swings his arms with a caustic grin. “Sorry I’ve been 
an emotionally unavailable FUCK for the past few months! | can 
explain, | swear! |’m just so all-consumingly terrified of losing you, all 
the time! To an unsettling, unhealthy, dare | say pathological degree! 
That's right, PATHOLOGICAL! I’m just full of fun words today!” He 
tilts his head with mocking innocence. “Did you know | dream about 
you almost every night? | sure fucking didn’t until you started dying in 
all of them! I’m sure that’s not gonna fucking creep you out!” 


His nervous, giggling trills peter out like a dying stream. 


“| miss you? And | lo- I- I- | know | haven't been... talking about 
things, and- and | know | b-broke our promises not to do that to each 
other, but | can do better, and I-” 


Philza’s breath catches, wavering and unsteady. 


“-and I’m sorry,” his voice breaks. “I fucked up. I'll do better this time. 
Please don't leave.” 


Yeah, something like that. 
It’s a start, at least 


Dadza could stand to be a little less mean to himself about 
it but ok 


“Oh, I’m sorry,” Philza wearily hisses, “it’s just that the sheer terror of 
loss is just a bit distracting!” He slaps the table. “And speaking of, 
what a great fucking time for this heartfelt bullshit, I’m sure we’ll have 
plenty of time for that when the whole server’s teetering on the edge 
of a dragon war.” 


Talk to him anyway, you coward. A crow pecks the feathers at his 
ears. Make time. 


“| can’t just spring this shit on him at a time like this!” His ear flicks 
when the crow gets close. “It’s the fucking timing, Chatters! What am 
| supposed to do, just end the war before he gets here?” 


A silence. 


A very long silence. 


Dadza. Crows hop closer with mild concern. Father, you are going to 
do something dramatic, aren’t you? 


“How long did he say it would take again?” Philza distantly says. 


NO 


Oh god oh fuck 


Father nO 


Kill? Killza? 


“| don’t know what you're talking about,” Philza deflects. “I just want 
a nice talk. Long, calm. No distractions.” 


He walks out of their office with more crows than he entered with, but 
that’s just business as usual. He knocks on the dragonmaster’s door. 


No distractions. 


No more distractions. 


Lagos opens the door. “Hey.” 


“Entirely hypothetically,” Philza asks, smiling serenely, “just checking. 
Gods die, right?” 


“Entirely hypothetically,” Lagos answers with his own easy smile, 
“that happens pretty often. Mostly because of other gods. 
Hypothetically, of course. Why do you ask?” 


“Oh, no reason in particular.” Philza’s hands curl around his book. “I 
think I’m going to take a walk.” 


15. "Love Letter." 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Impressions of an angel. 


Dearest William, 


It really has been. So long. | can’t quite recall when we met. A friend 
once told me time is fake anyways. 


Ah, but you would probably know, wouldn't you? You were always so 
clever as a child. So ambitious. 


| imagine it must be such an unreasonable hour for you. Your guards 
have either given this note to you, or you’ve seen it first thing in the 
morning. | do hope you were the one who found it. The location is 
rather fitting, | think. 


If you’ve found this on your own, well- you’re a clever young man, 
aren't you? But just in case you haven't, here’s your funny little hint! 


PETRA IS NO LONGER IN NEWFOUNDLAND. Dreadftully sorry! 


This ts all very upsetting. I’m sure. 


But see, you’ve already gone and found yourself a few exotic new 
pets, haven't you? It just seemed a little unfair. You can either have 
your dragons or you can have your god, William. You cannot have 
both. 


Lady Death has been so lonely as of late. I’m sure she’d gladly take 
anew companion if you don't value yours. 


Yours, 


An Angel 


-<>Y<>- 


“Dearest is the correct word in Script, right?” Philza asks. "Sure, I'm 
alright at it, but it's not exactly my first language. 


“| have no idea,” Lagos honestly responds. 


“Dearest it is.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


King William Cedric Larime is in a pickle. A real bind. Rock and a 
hard place. Torn in twain. 


Quite absolutely fucked. 


“Daddy, where Petty?" 


Just so, incredibly fucked. 


Queen Soph stares across his desk at him. Her gaze aimed at him, 
ignoring their son’s cries and attempts to climb on her. 


They never loved each other. They could hardly even be considered 
married. He had ambitions, she had clever eyes. It had been a 
tactical decision, naming her the queen. At the time, he’d seen it as a 
bonus that they were never romantically involved, that their 
relationship was first and foremost for the sake of the nation. 


But oh boy. He fleetingly wonders if a hypothetical loving wife would 
ever glare at him quite like that. 


“So,” the queen starts diplomatically. “Not only have you been 
cheating. Your new mistress stole Petra.” 


“Don't insult us both. A mistress would be a waste of my time.” 


“So, a Mister?” Soph smirks caustically. “I always did wonder.” 


“Oh, if only.” He frowns down at the letter and its meandering Script. 
“At least then I'd have an inkling to what the fuck just happened.” 


A sprawling, neatly folded, twisted little love letter, pinned to the face 
of one of Petra’s tapestries by a single black feather. That had... 
certainly been a sight to walk in on. 


Queen Soph’s glare doesn't waver. “I find it hard to believe you have 
no idea why there would be such a well written Jove letter in your 
study. And with such exotic trappings. What kind of bird would have 
even made that feather, anyhows?” 


Because it wasn't just any old bird feather- it was unreasonably 
massive, far larger than what even the largest hunting bird could 
provide. Long and black, speckled with white diamonds at its tip, so 
ludicrously sharp that it was probably enchanted. 


An angel, the letter had been signed. 


“No,” William mutters under his breath. “No, surely not.” 


“Out with it.” 


“Rumors,” William insists. “Just gossip and folktale. | shouldn't have 
even thought of it.” 


“What is it, William?” 


“Ever since Moon’s Landing, there’s been... stories, coming from 
traders and soldiers.” William taps his fingers. “An angel, the Angel. 
A walking apparition who ripped the moon dragon to shreds. The 
soldiers who were there seem to see him in everything now, and 
traders have been spinning tales of a black angel that favors the 
cold.” 


“Daddy! Daddy look, pretty bird!” His son shouts in joy, pointing 
towards an unnaturally large crow sitting in the window, staring at 
them with clear, intelligent eyes. 


And clenched in one of its gnarled, twiggy legs is another letter. 


“Suppose | just shoot you right now,” William bites out against all 
reason. “What do you think of that?” 


The crow laughs. Literally, truly laughs- mellow and bubbling and all 
too human, fading away like a breeze as it disappears. 


“So, you're haunted by spirits now.” Soph mutters. “Why did | even 
bother marrying you?” 


“Public work projects funding,” William nostalgically recalls. “And 
some very well-spoken ambitions for the colonies of Britanny.” 


“Hmm. True. Let’s just see what this mysterious non-mistress of 
yours has to say next.” 


Your son is an observant one. That’s good, | think. And a proper 
animal lover, too! 


You're quite the same. | remember that about you. 


All you really understood at the time was that they were special 
dogs, but you kept talking about what an honor it was to look after 
them. | don't think that’s changed. 


Petra is safe, for now. 


But that won't always be the case. If you don’t give up the eggs. 


Don't be coy about it. | know what you’ve done. You could never 
keep it a secret forever, William, and the kingdom of Jordan keeps 
very thorough records of its traded knowledge. 


If it helps- probably not- | don’t care about the eggs in the slightest! | 
do not want them! I just also do not want you or anyone else to have 
them, either. 


You think you can control this because you started it, but you cant. 
No one can. 


Moon’s Landing on Earth. What a terrible thought. 


-Once again, An Angel 


Soph’s eyes darken. “They know.” She kneads her knuckles into her 
brows. “Good gracious. I’m taking back the mistress thing. This 


sounds like your father at some parts, and | don’t know if that’s any 
better or not.” 


“It's fucking creepy, is what it is.” 


“Do you think he might be the reason one of the eggs is missing?” 


“Might be. Still too little information to say one way or another.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Hey, do you think | should have mentioned that one heist?” 


“| don’t see why you should.” 


“Yeah, fuck it. Let ‘em wonder.” 


-<>Y<>- 


There is a murder in his room the next morning. A dozen black birds 
staring at him all surrounding a single jeweled egg where a new 


letter lays, and the ghost of a golden liquid seemed to speckle it, 
echoes of a spatter of ichor. 


It’s so funny that humans will sleep on their backs- bellies all 
vulnerable and exposed. Don’t you think? 


“Wouldn't it be easier to kill me?” William deadpans. “Honestly.” 


He turns the paper over. 


You know what | want, it says. It’s only a matter of what you love 
more. 


William tents his fingers. 


Leans his elbows on his desk. 


Takes a deep breath. 


Thinks. 


With a moment's consideration, he clasps his hands together as a 
murder stares back. 


“Pl play your game,” the king finally says. “Tell me where you want 
me.” 


A crow plucks one of its smaller feathers, placing it into his inkwell. 
The feather floats, spinning on the liquid surface for a moment, 
before defiantly deciding on a singular direction. 


Tick, tock, click, clock, the rest of the paper reads. 


16. Slaughtered Conjugation 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The problem with ambiguous syntax. 


Trade is one thing, sharing is another. Trade is for anyone with 
enough gold, but sharing is for sounder. 


Sounder, and maybe a friend. 


Apparently Techno counts as the latter. 


Because that kind stranger of a young sow had decided he was. Just 
looked at him and thought, yeah, you too. 


A bowl of fungus and ghast blubber soup had been pushed into his 
hands almost the moment he had arrived back to the small 
settlement. She was happy to see him. It was... odd. 


Or maybe the odd thing was that he thought it was odd at all. 
Wouldn't that be something? 


He’s thinking all sorts of weird thoughts like that now. That’s fun. 


Which is fine, probably. This is probably fine. For the first time in... a 
long, long time, the strongest current of thought in his mind is his 
own. He’s simply had more to think about these days, it seems. 


The sow smiles, waving down an older figure, with trinkets of gold in 
their ears. The clan’s sounder mother, it looks like. He tries not to 
step back as she trots closer. 


“Hello stag outsider.” She snorts. “Your intentions with my honored 
daughter sow are clouded to me. Explain or we must expel you from 
the area.” 


Techno inclines his head respectfully. “Honored dam. It is as you say, 
| am a stag. One a bit too old to bother with intention.” He gulps 
down a grateful sip of soup. “I’m just passing through, maybe hoping 
to borrow a place in your forges. Your daughter sow was kind to me.” 


“Your intentions have been made. | accept your word as truth, you 
may borrow a place among our forges as long as you listen to our 
honored forgemaster.” 


“Your sounder’s heart is fair as gold.” 


It’s easier than he expected, to fall back into the patterns of piglin 
speech- easier still than the Script that’s been falling past his tusks 
these last few decades. 


It’s the structure, he thinks. Script had all those different /evels of 
tone to it, where piglin language simply had the one. (In retrospect, 
that might be why people think his voice sounds dead. Hm.) 


He’d almost missed it, that kind of straightforward intent. But he can’t 
say it comforts him, as tolerant as this settlement has been so far. 
The last piglin village he'd lived in had been tolerant, too. That hadn't 
stopped them from trying to hunt him down in his own house. 


But it’s fine. He doesn’t plan on staying here forever, anyway. Just 
make good use of the forge, put the strider back in good hands, and 
leave. He could even leave right now- he knows Nether portal 
stations have their own tools and forges. It would be easy to leave. 


It would just be a little annoying to have to explain away the netherite 
he’s trying to hammer down. 


Because apparently netherite is rare to Overworlders. Preciously, 
dizzingly rare, and so very difficult to acquire no matter how much 
netherrack they digged through. 


Techno had tried to stifle a laugh when he'd first heard that. Of 
course those idiots wouldn't find netherite by digging. The netherite 


was all in piglin circulation. 


The forgemasters and metal workers of each clan wouldn't just hand 
that over to anyone. And Overworlders did have a bit of a reputation 
for greed. No one had really made a law of it, but most clans 
generally agreed it was good sense not to flaunt a// their valuables to 
anyone who asked, no matter how good their gold was. 


However, Techno was not no one. The sounder mother’s approval 
seeped into many parts of the clan, and the forgemaster allowed him 
to work with some of their stores for a price that many Overworlders 
would froth at the mouth for. 


He hands over a small bag of gold ingots and nuggets in exchange 
for what he needs and nothing more. He’s not here to profit and it 
would be in poor taste to exploit their hospitality. (And the lingering 
glances at his eyes have a tint he doesn’t want to find out has an 
unfriendly edge.) 


All that’s left is to forge. 


Funnily enough, he doesn’t know what he’s forging. 


Oh, he knows in theory. A vague trajectory of a desired outcome. 
He'll know when he sees it. 


But, boy. It’s probably going to be one hell of a road to get there. 


Or maybe not! Maybe he’s just being a pessimist and it'll all be 
laughably easy. It’s just- it’s just one little thing, after all. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Okay, so that was a lie. 


It was, in fact, not easy. He was a fool for thinking it would be. An 
absolute buffoon. 


Each attempt is so close, but they’re all so wrong. So frustratingly 
wrong he would break the tools in his hands if he could, but that 
would be unfair to their true owners. 


Instead, he huffs a long, slow breath out of his snout, swinging the 
small face of a hammer into his palms. 


Close and yet not. Wrong and yet not. Each iteration individually 
acceptable, but that’s not enough. Never enough. Never enough. 
These inconsequential minutiae. Why isn’t it enough to just accept 
what he has the first time around? Why isn’t it enough? Why can’t it 
be enough? Why aren't you- 


A scratching noise interrupts what little train of thought he had. 


The young sow (Chrysopoeia, that was her name) looks up from her 
writing. “Sorry! Don’t mean to distract.” 


Techno lets out a noncommittal noise. “Il wasn’t doin’ much thinkin’. 
What do you have there, sow?” 


Chrys fiddles with her writing stick. “I’ve been trying to learn to write.” 


“Well, never too old to learn.” 


“| know how to write Khorsh, you silly old stag!” Chrys’ cheeks puff 
indignantly. “It’s this stupid Endewrit. I’m trying to get it right, but I’ve 
just been working off of books. No one else in the village knows it.” 


Techno blinks. “Well... / know it,” he hesitantly offers. 


Chrys sheepishly draws back. “I shouldn’t pull you away from what 
you're working at.” 


“Look to your elder, sow. I'll be fine. | probably need the break 
anyway. What are you having trouble with?” 


“?’m not really getting the con-” She squints at her other book. “Con- 
jun- conj-” 


“Conjugating,” Techno easily finishes as he stands. “Wait for my old 
stag knees to start workin’ again and I'll show you how to slaughter 
those things.” 


17. Be Not Afraid 
Summary for the Chapter: 


An angel threatens to shank god. More at 11. 


If anyone told JoshA that he was needed due to a ‘situation’, he 
would probably, at least at first, assume that the Dreamweaver had 
done something. It was almost a sure bet that whatever chaos had 
happened would be the Dreamweaver’s fault. 


JoshA, a familiarly irritating voice rings in his head. Wanna come 
watch the light show? 


What have you done this time? JoshA wearily asks. 


What have / done? The Dreamweaver laughs. What have you 
done, brother? 


...| don’t follow. 


He’s causing quite a stir, that little angel of yours. You really 
have taught him nothing, haven’t you? 


He does not belong to us, JoshA easily refutes. You know that. 


But do they know that? 


Right on cue, he feels it. A ringing click in his mind, and another, and 
another. The telltale headache of gods entering into the server 
spawn. 


Oh shit, JoshA whispers. 


Oh shit, indeed. Prime’s grace, JoshA can fee/ the smug little squint 
the Dreamweaver’s probably wearing, wherever the bastard is. 
Sounds like you’ve got a situation on your hands. 


WHY are more gods here?! 


The Dreamweaver wheezes gleefully from a thousand kiloblocks 
away. Come find out, kid. 


-<>Y<>- 


The Angel of Death is not dressed in black. He wears lively greens, 
covered in a loose grey traveler's coat. 


There are armored claws on his hands and feet- sharp and shining, 
broad and deadly. The sword at his side feels like an afterthought, a 
half-remembered stage prop playing at being player. 


His wings are the night itself. A black veil falls off the edge of a 
sunhat, and the Angel of Death has no face. 


...ourely he does. For there are eyes, brows, a nose. The flicker of a 
smile. A hundred isolated features of being, none quite meeting with 
the resemblance of a cohesive whole. 


He is standing in a field of flowers. An arm is laden with asphodel 
and bleeding hearts, while another runs gently over the golden fur of 
a large dog. The image is charming, almost. Harmless, even. It could 
have belonged in a painting. 


But this is not a picture that William would have ever painted, even in 
his strangest dreams. The Angel of Death was there, with his dog, 
stroking twisted gnarled claws into the fur so close to the animal 
god’s delicate skin, with an ambivalence approaching boredom. 


A melody lilts like distant water. An inhuman, bellstruck tenor, like a 
songbird suddenly given speech. 


“I know a lady, good and evil, showed me that | was a gentle man.” 
Asphodel flowers weave into Petra’s fur, a mockery of gentleness. 
“Wait for the girl to blossom, into colors... that grow, where you can.” 


So innocent. So harmless. So very, very dangerous. 


Even with an army at his back, with Queen Soph armored steadfast 
by his side, King William Cedric Larime is afraid. 


A black feather shifts and rattles in his hands, pointed stubbornly at 
the figure before them. He snaps it in his fingers. 


Blue eyes stare back at him with hawkishly pinpricked pupils. 


“| hope you got my letters.” Even now, the Angel’s voice is friendly, 
almost disturbingly so. “I did try to be friendly.” 


“| hardly see what's friendly about all this.” 


“This?” the Angel parrots as he pets the dog’s lush coat. “This is just 
bein’ practical, William. No reason to be cruel about it.” 


“We’re far past practicality now,” Queen Soph gravely intones. “You 
threaten to murder our nation’s patron, angel. That’s past your right, 
even for gods. Even for you.” 


The Angel hums, an easy smile creeping into the worn tilt of his 
eyes. “Maybe. But by the time anyone tries to stop me, it'll already 
be done.” He rests his head against Petra’s. “So, | guess you'll have 
to make your choice.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


The Angel of Death entered this life on the moon, and he ate a 
dragon alive. His body is made of a thousand thousand birds and he 
lingers in cold places. His wings are the night and he has no face. 


The Angel of Death stole a god from the heart of its worship and his 
message was Clear. Give me the dragons or your god dies. 


The Angel of Death was supposed to be a young god. He wasn't 
supposed to know gods died. He wasn’t supposed to know how it 
could happen. 


But he did. 


He did, and he does, and the faces of his murder stare brazenly at 
the divine host of other gods hiding unseen, who have come from 
other servers just to see the spectacle of it all. 


They make no motion to stop him. 


They simply watch. 


(They pretend their observance is not fear.) 


The Angel of Death places an enderchest on the ground, sits on a 
rock, and he waits. 


And as he does, he hums a lullaby, armored claws scratching ever 
so gently through the form of the god under his hands. 


The Angel of Death was born on the moon and he sings his lullabies 
to the dead. 


The Nation of Flowers caves first. The king rushes to the enderchest 
and practically throws the remaining clutch of eggs at the angel. 


The Angel of Death releases his hand from the golden fur of Petra, 
and the monarchs kneel desperately to embrace their treasured 
animal god. 


A small, seraphic smile breaks across his unknowable face as he 
watches the scene. Pleasure doin’ business with ya, mate. 


The roll of a shulker box can barely be heard over the ear-shattering 
snap of his wings as he disappears. 


-<>Y<>- 


| blame you for this, JoshA says. Somehow, this is your fault. 


Is it, though? the Dreamweaver smiles back. 


| think you wish it was, and that’s pretty much the same thing. 


Fair enough. 


18. We'll Call It "Orphan Obliterator" For Short 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Technoblade gets distracted. 


Technoblade’s mind wanders. 


It often does, of course, but this day- clock, not day, he needs to 
remember there are no days here- ran a little more high-strung than 
most. 


Because he would get brain lost while trying to hammer out 
something like this. Of course he would. That’s what’s always 
happened. 


He never hated that aspect of himself. This wandering mind was his 
own, and that is simply how it is. It can be, however... 


... Inconvenient, at times. 


He turns the true shape of what his latest project demands in his 
mind, and while he does, he briefly abandons it in the chase of an 
unrelated semblance of productivity, trading out his diamond 
longsword to the forgemasters. It is not as precious as gold, but 


diamond is a novelty in the nether, and he had seen one of them eye 
the shape and make of the thing with a curiosity. He trades a sword 
and gold for a few more pieces of netherite, and he takes a 
swordbone of gold. 


Diamondbone, from what he understands, is the favored framework 
of the otherworlders to graft their netherite tools and armor. Diamond 
is precious to them, as is netherite- it makes sense that diamond 
would be deemed the worthiest pairing. 


It’s certainly not the only one. Ironbone is not so well known to the 
more ‘standard sized’ player races, but for smaller, lighter framed 
races, it is an equal alternative to the prohibitively heavy diamond. 
Goldbone, naturally, is the favored frame of the nether. It is the bone 
that made the netherite Axe of Peace, and now it shall be the bone 
of his new sword. 


There hadn't been anything wrong with the sword that carried him 
through South End, but it was never made with piglins in mind. A 
step in the right direction, but less than perfect. Besides, gold was a 
far more lenient material than diamond. He can’t even imagine how 
diamond tools are forged in the first place. (Weird Overworld 
witchcraft, probably.) 


He’d enchant the thing for good measure, but Techno won't dip into 
the village’s enchantment books. He'll deal with it later. There’s a 
proper enchantment setup in the library of- 


He’s getting sidetracked again. Goodness. 


He keeps working at it. The blade is not yet perfect when he decides 
to stop- he suspects it never can be. But it is balanced and swift, and 
for now that will be enough. 


He takes the time to fashion the pale chappe of the sword’s guard 
into the shape of a boar skull and dimly realizes that he’s probably 
stalling from what he was actually trying to do. 


Damn it. Not again. 


Oh well. He’s already gone this far. And he plans on keeping the 
sword for a good while yet. May as well name it. 


Thanatos. 


“Well, that’s a bit too on the nose, isn’t it?” he asks to a chorus of 
nothing. 


Heheh 
At least it’s honest 


Honest and true 


And what do you mean by ‘too on the nose’, lost priest? Have 
gentle winged gods of death been lingering on your mind 
lately? 


“Oh boy,” Techno mutters under his breath, “we’re doin’ this now.” 


Because the chorus so rarely bothers being this articulate unless all 
of them decide to agree on something. Usually because they want 
something from him. Or just really, really want him to listen. 


“Don’t make fun of me,” he says as he keeps cutting into the chappe. 
“If you’re gonna waste your time, tell me something | don’t know.” 


Caught in the act? 
Scandalous 
So attached 
Devoted, even! 


Remember your place. 


This again. Lovely. Absolutely fantastic. 


It's a funny little problem. Ever since Philza went and... 


...well. Ever since the Angel of Death came into the picture, 
specifically. The whole damn chorus went and got a weird energy to 
it. Almost getting coy about his and Techno’s continued association, 
challenging the piglin priest to wander one step too close to the god 
his friend has become. To be honest, it was getting so aggravating 
that he thought the song in his head would be a lot happier with the 
current distance the angel lives in now. 


“| have never lost faith,” Technoblade reminds them. “I have never 
broken our covenant. The Angel of Death is not your competitor.” 


Perhaps 
We been knew 


Get home faster 


His hands stop. He did promise to go back to South End, didn’t he? 
Because he'd written down he would. 


That wouldn’t be the only reason, of course. There would be other 
things. 


Rivers. Seas. Skies. Day, breaking past clouds. 


Falling snow and the sound of grass underfoot. Wagging dog’s tails, 
and birdsong, and berries snaking up branches. 


Stars. 


He said he would come back to these things, and he called it coming 
home. 


(And someone had written back in swooping birdlike Script, see you 
soon.) 


So he comes home, then. He comes back. He comes back to skies 
and snow and stars, and a thousand unsaid things that maybe 
shouldn’t be unsaid, to battered old promises that just might be worth 
the world and dear gods in heaven and hell he still hasn’t named the 
damn sword yet. 


You already know what to name it. 


Your path Is clear to us. 


“My path, huh?” Techno smiles sardonically. “If you insist.” A sword 
hangs heavy with promise in its awaited name. “Personally, | think 
it’s a bit hypocritical, after talking about things being too on the nose, 
but I'll bite. I'll try to stay on this Orphan’s Path.” 


19. Only As Bad As A Bad Dream 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Two guys go on a field trip. 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains passages with exotic formatting. These are deliberate 


stylistic choices and are not intended to be visually/verbally 
coherent. 


“So!” Lagos' human body leans ever so casually against the 
doorframe. “Minor problem!” 


Philza barely looks up from his chocolate mug. “No.” 


“Hear me out, though.” 


“You hear somethin’, Chatters?” Philza loudly says to his murder as 
he continues to ignore the other man. “Weird, there’s no one here. 
Must have been the wind, it’s been a bit dicey this last week.” 


Lagos blinks. “Hear me out, though,” he continues anyway. “It’s just- 
it's just a /ittle thing. Barely even a problem. I’m just saying you 
should know about it.” 


“Mhm.” Philza’s head turns with the drift of his eyes. “Can it wait?” 


“Well-” Lagos' voice pitches noncommittally. “That depends on how 
much paperwork you want to deal with if / have to take care of it.” 


“What. Did you do?” 


Lagos pauses, tenting his gloved hands over his mouth. (The smile 
has not left his face. Philza is starting to suspect the other god has 
no other genuine facial expression.) 


“So you remember the test egg,” Lagos starts. “The one | was using 
to check if the clutch was moon dragons or not.” 


“We spent five days trying to design a dragon-grade incubation box 
from scratch, it’s hard to forget.” 


“And you know how we had to identify it by getting it to respond to a 
hatching method?” 


“Oh gods, you didn't.” 


“In my defense, I’ve never had to work with moon dragons before!” 
Lagos shrugs as if that makes it any better. “Il didn’t know the 
development would accelerate that quickly!” 


“You killed it though. Right?!” 


Lagos rocks on his feet, humming a definite non-answer. 


“Lagos. Mate.” Philza’s stare is as flat as his voice. “You did, right?” 


Lagos clicks his mouth with protest. “| mean | was gonna, but like- do 
we have to?” 


“Lagos. It’s a dragon.” 


Lagos hums. “But she’s so cute.” 


“Alright, enough of that.” Philza stands, roughly pushing his mug 
aside. “Where did you hide her?” 


“You know,” Lagos vaguely answers, “around.” 


Philza’s eyes drift again. He raises his eyebrows at a crow perched 
on his chair. 


The rafters of the central dome, Chatters whispers to an unspoken 
question. 


“Knew | should have filled up that damn attic better,” Philza mutters. 


Lagos squints at the faces of the murder. “Snitches, the lot of them.” 


“And you are a dumbass trying to get us smote.” Philza frowns. “Or 
me, at least. I’m not the guy with infinite dolls here.” 


“Im not dumb. I’ve been feeding her and making sure she doesn't 
set fire to the entire building.” 


“I'm not talking about the dragon killin’ us all- well, | guess a little bit- 
but you fucking know the upper management’s gonna ride our ass 
about it.” 


Lagos laughs, high and abrupt. “You mean JoshA and Chip? Oh, 
they wouldn't dare to fuck with me.” He tilts his head coyly. “And after 
that stunt you pulled with Newfoundland, they aren’t eager to push 
you around either.” 


Philza’s scoff is halfway to a hiss. “Whatever. Don’t know why all 
those other gods thought it was worth freakin’ out about.” 


For a moment, Lagos' face almost frowns, an evaluating look in his 
eyes that disappears as quickly as it happens. “Who can say? 
Besides, it’s not like | was planning on keeping Selene-” 


“Oh, lovely, you named it-” 


“| just...was wondering if...you wanted to help me, you know. Move 
her somewhere safer.” 


Philza pauses. “I’m listening.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Selene is less than a week old and is already large enough to be 
ridden like a damn pony if someone was brave enough. 


She (as all dragons are she, Lagos pointed out) does not have much 
resemblance to her monstrous late mother. Her cranish, spindly legs 
have yet to grow stumpy from disuse. Her horns are tender and 
young, yet to branch like dead trees. The baleen of her mouth is soft 


and unyellowed, and her thin long throat has yet to swell with 
enough high-pressure air to kill a player where they stand. 


Not yet. 


“Isn’t she just adorable?” Lagos coos as the baby swallows an entire 
bucket of krill in one swoop. Divine magic still lingers on his hands. “1 
did have to cheat just a little to have enough food for her, but small 
animals like this aren't too hard.” 


Philza trills uncertainly. A few crows hop along the rim of the bucket 
to tilt their heads at the new curiosity. “I guess.” 


Lagos flicks one of the crows. “Oi, not for you.” 


Crime! Oppression! 


Greedy. Greedy doll! 


“Don’t be a little bitch, Chatters,” Philza easily admonishes. “It’s not 
pogchamp to steal from a baby.” 


Even if the baby in question is a ticking time bomb. 


Because that’s the unfortunate problem with dragons. They eat and 
they grow. 


Because if nothing ever kills them, they never stop eating. And if 
they never run out of things to eat, they never stop growing. Until it 
takes forests, seas, cities to feed them, and still not be enough. 


Dragons are not evil. Only... inevitable. 


“Where did you wanna put her?” Philza asks. 


“Well, there’s nowhere in the Overworld we can put her without 
probably fucking up the ecosystem.” Lagos waves his hand. 
“Nether’s out of the question, of course, and Sky doesn’t have the 
right land space. Even if there was, I’m pretty sure that weird weight 
thing the moon had going on probably means she'll be too heavy to 
fly in those places.” 


“You want to take her back to the moon,” Philza whispers. 


“It's not like the mortals use the moon.” Lagos taps his face. “Well, 
not that much. | don’t really know what you guys were trying to do 
with Moon’s Landing. Either way, she’s one dragon, and there’s 
really not exactly a native population to worry about. Besides, she’s 
part of the natural environment. Wouldn’t want to screw over the 
moon just because the wildlife inconveniences a few stray players.” 


Philza laughs tiredly. “Didn't peg you for an environmentalist, mate.” 


“lam a domain god, you know. Environment is kind of my entire 
thing.” 


Philza looks at a ticking time bomb. 


A living, breathing baby stares back. 


...He killed this baby’s mother. The realization doesn’t make him feel 
as guilty as it should. 


(Philza Watson Minecraft would have felt sad. The Angel of Death, 
however, can only muster being acceptingly resigned.) 


“Alright then,” he says instead. “Might as well.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Lagos will admit that Philza’s a convenient guy to have around, at 
least in the current situation. 


Don't get him wrong, the Angel is still barely more than a child in 
terms of divine experience- even if it’s cute, in a sort of helpless baby 
duck way, to watch him flounder through the basics. But the elytron’s 
got panache, and for now a level of mortal influence. 


Lagos wouldn't have been able to excuse a suspiciously rattling, 
definitely not dragon-filled shulker box without the good word of 
Commander Minecraft, after all. 


The moon portal looks different than Lagos expected. Suspiciously 
familiar, even. Lagos processes the thought and catalogues it for 
later. 


Moon’s Landing is full of raised, thin structures, rattling with dust and 
the ever remnant presence of endermen glitches. The portal station 
is covered in a roof of blue glass, bombarded with stray shards of 
lunar soil. The changing landscape has long since covered the 
wreckage of siege and battle. 


But nothing can hide the magic of a god’s descent. 


Not from them. 


Philza’s antlers shift, swiveling and searching for something long 
gone. 


“You ready to go?” Lagos asks, shouldering a shulker box gently. 


Philza blinks, and something returns to his eyes. “Yes- yes, | think 


So. 


A body of clay shifts blond hair to silver, the dream of a dancer’s 
agile wings once again made real. “Lead the way, then.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


The heartshell of his wings ache with unfairly tense protest as he 
flies through the weightless lunar sky. The black shapes of a murder 
trail like stardust behind him, and his talons would have dug into his 
hands long ago if there were not gloves in the way. 


The battle is long past. The dragon is dead. Her grave is real, her 
corpse is there. Even still. 


Even still. 


Philza lets out a cold breath as adjusts his wings, slowing his flight to 
match Lagos' more watchful pace. 


The domain god’s body is in no hurry. He holds the shulker box close 
to his chest even if the awkward posture slows him down, answering 
the protesting chirps of the dragon inside with his own uncanny 
answered trills. 


They land near a giant carved hole in the surface of the moon, sheds 
of skin, scales, and the leafy branches of moon plants filling it up 
almost to the brim, stuffed in tight. A small dent was made nearby, 
divine magic clustering around it. 


“Ah,” Lagos quietly sounds into the emptiness. “| was wondering 
about that.” 


The body of a young baby moon dragon lay dead center in it, 
eggshell shattered with clawing gouges around its corpse. 


Oh, an Angel dimly realizes under the watchful eyes of his crows. / 
did this, too. 


Selene shrieks at the scene. Lagos releases his hold for a moment, 
and Philza does not need to look back at him to recognize the pull on 
his antlers, heralding the other god’s decision to despawn the 
evidence. 


Lagos hums as he lets Selene down into the nest. “There you go, 
sweetheart. Your home now.” He stands, looking back towards the 
surface. “We passed by a few lake structures nearby, and there’s a 
good population of endermen wandering through. She'll make a 
decent living from endersprites and whatever else lives here.” 


Far away from mortal eyes, Lagos' form is a blank, neckless doll 
again, and he takes advantage of the new range of motion to crane 
his head back from where they came. 


“We could probably get rid of the mother’s body too while we're at it. 
That alright, Philza?” 


“No,” Philza hears himself say. “No, I’ve got something else in mind 
for that.” 


“Oh?” Lagos leans forward with interest. “Let’s see it, then.” 


Here’s the thing- Philza doesn’t have the slightest fucking idea what 
he’s talking about. But as all the wings that don’t belong to him snap 
open by his side, he ambles into the sky with something that vaguely 
feels like intent. 


The ribboned, tattered remains of a dragon are coated in ice and 
dust. A swollen whale-like body is deflated unceremoniously, and 
swaths of exposed bone are peppered with angry claw marks. 


His life marks ache with the phantom memory of another god’s 
tethers. 


“If you're going to finish the rest of it off, I'd personally advise against 
it,” Lagos offers. “There’s not really much else to gain.” 


Philza’s antlers lean forward as he kneels down. 


Interesting. Stars, shining behind his eyes, lingering here even now. 
Buried in the soil. His talons dig into the ground, he shifts his hand, 
and he pulls. 


Oh. 


Oh, okay, this is happening, he doesn’t know what the fuck he was 
expecting but it wasn't this. 


He pulls impulsively for the thread of buried stars and they reach 
back in turn, a climbing sensation that creeps up his arms and into 
the thrum of his heart and a ringing in his ears that pitches like a 
song until it almost sounds like a woman’s voice he can’t quite place 


and he rips his hand out of the ground like it burns, breath wavering 
with an unsteady sound as he blinks away the red in his vision. 


A field of bluebells and asphodel waves lazily back, swallowing up 
the last remains of a dragon’s bones. 


Lagos' ever present smile flickers off the doll's face for once, 
replaced by pure surprise. “Philza. Do me a favour? And yourself a 
favour, too, really.” 


“Yeah, mate?” Philza wheezingly answers. 


“This never happened,” Lagos says, friendly voice colored with 
something odd Philza can't quite place. “You never let another god 
know you did this. And if you do, you never do it for them. Ever.” 


There’s a shake in Philza’s legs as he remembers to stand. “Is this- 
is this that pantheon bullshit again? | already told Chip and JoshA | 
won t-” 


“It won’t matter who you belong to, Angel of Death.” Haunted. That’s 
what Philza couldn’t quite place before. The domain god’s voice 
sounds haunted, almost. “They will see this, and they will want to 
use it.” 


Philza breathes a slight laugh. “/ don’t even know how I’m usin’ this. 
They'd be hard pressed to try.” 


The doll stares at him, blank. “But they wi//. And it’s either going to 
burn them out, or yourself. And when it does?” Lagos lets out an 
unsteady sound of his own. “I don’t- | don’t want to find out what 
happens next. Not-again.” 


Phil's voice is caught in his throat. “What?” 
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Hey, Philza, are you listening? 


Philza’s eye twitches oddly. His antlers click back into place. What? 


Lagos' elytron form smiles teasingly. | said, we can just keep this 
little party trick of yours between us, okay? 


Oh. Philza taps absently at his hat for a moment. Yeah, sure. | 
guess. 


“Come on then, birdy.” Lagos claps at his shoulder, pushing him to 
stand. “We’re done here. If we fly back quick enough, we can just 
pretend we were never here and forget about it.” 


20. And Take Me With You The Second Time 
Summary for the Chapter: 


It's not alright. But maybe it will be. 


Self-understanding is a wonderful thing, creating awareness and 
changing nothing. 


Because all the promises, and reflections, and funny new little lines 
of thought, all of it- none of it will ever actually give a person the 
ability to act on it. 


And by Prime. Philza is a pro at not acting on it. 


Yeah, he forgot about that little crucial fact. He was so caught up in 
the terrifying high of sudden self-awareness that he forgot he’s been 
spending the last century and a half digging himself deeper into the 
cozy little hole called great and terrible anxiety over the inherent 
impermanence of connecting with others. 


In his defense. He had just been on the moon, and that was kind of a 
weird time mentally. 


... That’s not a defense. But it would probably explain some things. 


It’s him and Lagos loitering aimlessly by the portal stations after 
coming back because neither of them particularly wants to go back 
to work right after committing dragon related crimes no one can 
prove. 


It’s the old man twitch in his fingers that can’t quite be explained by 
exhaustion and that half-forgotten musical chime that still hasn’t left 
his ears and yeah, he should probably start worrying about that later. 
He won't avoid it, but he can handle it later. 


It’s fine. 


It’s fine. (And then it’s not.) 


Because surprise, surprise- it’s a portal station! Traffic goes through 
there constantly! 


You know. Like people returning from trips to the Nether. 


It’s the rustle and bustle of a pair of dogs bounding through the halls 
with reckless abandon, it’s soldiers suddenly pausing with snapping 
salutes, it’s the surprising amount of tea being passed around. 


It’s a low huffing sound of greeting, and it’s hooves loping down the 
blackstone stairs of the Nether portal station, and yep, oh fucking 
boy! There he is! 


One Commander Technoblade of South End, as requested! 


He’s dressed a bit lighter than usual, reshouldering his cloak with 
minimal protest. The warpwood bow is a new addition, and Philza’s 
pretty sure that’s not the same longsword the man left with. Golden 
eyes briefly flicker in Philza’s direction behind the dark shadow of a 
netherite mask. 


Oh, Philza vaguely realizes. I’m a fucking coward. 


He runs. 


-<>Y<>- 


Returning to South End hadn’t been a happy thing, per se. It was 
more like slipping on a familiar pair of gloves. Falling back into old 
paths and old patterns and old duties. Structure. 


There’s a clinging, fading burn under his skin from when he’d passed 
through the portal, but he is here, and he is alive. The cold arctic air 


is clear and sharp, and it lingers in his lungs with something almost 
approaching comfort. 


It would be easy to return right to work, and maybe he even should. 
He can only imagine the nonsense he'll have to go through now, 
having taken his leave while tensions were so unsteady with 
Newfoundland. 


But he sees a flicker of black wings and sungold hair out of the 
corner of his eye, and he knows better than anyone how he can be 
so very easily sidetracked. 


Technoblade crosses the floor in long, easy strides. The 
dragonmaster’s smile is as hollow as ever. “You saw Commander 
Minecraft.” 


It's not a question, because he knows the man did- because 
smothered over the earth-smoke-chalk-dust of the dragonmaster is a 
fresh shell-bloodfeather-petrichor he knows all too well. 


(Not quite human, not in scent. But the dragonmaster does his job, 
and he does it well, so Techno never really bothered to ask.) 


The dragonmaster tilts his head as he looks up. “I did. | was just with 
him.” 


Lovely. So, he hadn’t started hallucinating. Bit of a concern there for 
a moment. “Do you know where he went?” Techno continues. 


The dragonmaster shrugs. “Eh, | don’t know. The guys just took one 
look at you and ran off.” 


“Oh.” Techno hears his own voice flatten. “Okay.” 


“Cool mask you’ve got going, by the way. Really digging the skull 
vibe.” The other man hums. “Maybe | could start wearing a mask, 
too. Having people stare at my face is so inconvenient sometimes.” 


“That's nice,” Techno distantly says. “I’m going to leave now.” 


And he does, because he’s just a hardworking honest man like that. 
He leaves the bustle of the portal hubs and the unspoken questions 
of his absence and return. 


He returns to his shared office as empty as the day he left it. 


Empty, and yet. 


Maps have been moved. A cup has been used. There is a stubbornly 
cleared trail of dust on the shelves, from a book that has recently 
been taken out and put back a dozen times over. 


He lets out a slight laugh. One of the chairs has been moved too 
close to the other. 


At least Philza still stayed nearby. 


Every day 


Always here, always working 


(he left. Once. but he came back) 


He'll come back again by morning, if you wait 


And it would be easy, wouldn't it? To wait. Literally as easy as doing 
nothing at all. 


And yet. 


(And yet.) 


“No. | think we’ve waited long enough.” The song of a chorus rises 
again, and his footsteps follow the stream of someone else’s will. 
“Let me find him.” 


The tower where he finds his friend is drowned in crows, crowded 
further still with the uneasy mantling of black, starry wings. 


“Philza,” he speaks into an uneasy silence. 


He steps forward. His hand pauses over a curtain of feathers. His 
voice is softer, the second time. 


“Phil, you're shaking.” 


A gathered murder stares unblinkingly, but the largest buried pair of 
wings ruffles and seizes for a moment, before retreating with 
mechanical grace back under its shell. 


A thin, uneasy smile stares back. Wild lapis eyes still soften for him, 
despite it all. 


Hey. A lilting voice stops, catching itself, and falls back to earth. “Hey 
there, mate.” 


“Hullo again,” Techno awkwardly calls back. “Do you- do you want 
me to leave?” 


“No-” A pause. A breath. “No. You don’t have to. If you don’t want.” 


“Okay.” 


Techno leans into the wall beside him. He follows Philza’s eyes out 
the window. 


The stars are beautiful tonight. 


-<>Y<>- 


“You ran,” Techno starts. 


“It wasn't you,” Philza answers back. “I panicked.” 


“I’m not talking about today,” Techno corrects. “You ran away a long, 
long time ago. Somewhere very far away.” 


Philza’s eyes cast down. “I didn’t realize it at first. | didn’t know, I-” 
His voice wavers quietly. “/ didn’t mean to.” 


“But you did it,” Techno says lowly. “And then you did it again, and 
then you kept doing it, and you didn’t stop. You just... you just left. 
And you left me behind with the rest of it.” 


“I'm sorry,” Philza whispers. 


“| know,” Techno resignedly hisses through his teeth, “| know you 
are, but-” A pitched sound flies out of his mouth. “Phil.” For the first 
time since they’ve known each other, Philza hears Techno’s voice 
break. “Philza, we promised.” 


Philza’s taloned hands curl into the sleeves of his own uniform, 
catching on already worn patterns of scratches. 


“And | don’t Know what that promise was worth to you,” Techno 
continues, “and maybe | never will, but | would have given you the 
world, Phil.” He looks away. “What was | to you, that you could 
choose to forget that?” 


-<>Y<>- 


! would follow you to the ends of the earth. Through the fire and 
flames, | would follow you to the gates of hell. 


“You’re my friend,” Philza says instead. “My old friend. The only one | 
have left in this world.” He tilts his head with a despairing smile. “And 
that- that makes you someone / can’t bear to lose.” 


“Then why did you leave?” Techno plainly asks. 


“| thought | could look away,” Philza brokenly explains. “Il thought- 
that maybe if | could look away, maybe it would have hurt less and I-” 
His breath catches. “/ wouldn’t have to watch you die.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Oh. 


Oh, Phil. 


“And | realized,” Philza speaks past his bubbling laughter, “that | 
couldn't do it. It hurt,” he smiles. “So much. Too much. And | realized 
that’s what I’d done to you, too.” His laughter spikes up again. “And 
fuck, that hurt, too!” 


“Why didn’t you say anything sooner?” 


“By the time | figured it out, you were already gone.” Philza’s smile 
gains a self-chiding tilt. “And | knew that when you came back, 
there’d never be any time for it. Too many things in the way. So l, 
uh...” Philza clicks nervously. “I got rid of them all.” 


Techno blinks. “Philza. Philza, did you seriously speedrun an entire 
war with the power of your social anxiety?” 


“Just a bit,” Philza admits. 


“That’s so scuffed.” 


Philza sputters defensively. “I just- | didn’t want any excuses left! | 
didn’t want anythin’ gettin’ in the way of what | needed to say, I- | 
couldn't take the chance!” 


“And what was it?” Techno says, just a touch more sardonically than 
he would have liked. “What was so important to you that you stopped 
an entire war for it?” 


“Yo U ; ” 


-<>Y<>- 


“It was you,” Philza whispers as his wings snake around them both. 
“It was always you. How could | ever forget?” 


“Phil...” 


“| fucked up,” he murmurs into his friend. “I fucked up, | know | did. 
Gods, | know | did. And I’m sorry. You don’t have to be okay with the 
shit I’ve pulled, you- you shouldn't be okay with it, | just- | want to do 
better. | want to be better, |I-” 


The coarse fur of a broad hand brushes at the feathers on the side of 
his face, and he almost forgets how to breathe. 


“Let me stay, this time,” Philza almost pleads. “Let me try again. 
Just... please. Don’t leave.” 


“We won't be able to fix this,” Techno says, even as Philza leans 
softly into his hand. “Not here, not like this. Not with all the 
obligations we've got.” 


“Fuck all of that for once,” Philza’s voice pitches with a strangled trill. 
“Fuck all of it. Sky and South End and all of it. We leave it all 
behind.” 


Techno laughs lightly. “We built this place, you know. Remember 
that?” 


“Give it a century and we won't even recognize this place. The walls, 
the uniforms- all of itll get replaced.” Talons card at rough, white- 
streaked fur. “Let’s choose the one thing we can't replace. Just this 
once?” 


His heart drops, just a little, at Techno’s next words. 


“Gotta be honest, Phil, | don’t have a good answer for that.” His 
antlers lean back as a heavy head rests on his own. “I want things to 
go back to how it used to be, | do. But you hurt. A lot.” Strong arms 
reach around his shoulders. “But | wanna try, too. Just this once.” 


“And we'll get out of here?” Philza hopefully smiles past the 
unknowable shadow across his face. 


“Take me all the way to the ends of the earth, old man,” Techno’s 
eyes tiredly smile in turn past a mask of netherite. “I’d like to see you 


try.” 


21. It is not fixed. 


Summary for the Chapter: 


But it is worth fixing. 


They called it a war, but it was never quite even that. More of a 
distant series of tensions meandering in the direction of a cold war. 


Then again, Dragon War had a better ring to it than Dragon 
Skirmish. 


(Or Vague Series of Potential War Crimes In Relation To A Clutch Of 
Space Dragons And Some Shit, Who Even Knows At This Point. ) 


But they won! They won, and it was over, and everything was all well 
and good and they don’t ever have to think about it again. 


Maybe. 


Probably. 


At least that’s how Philza likes to think about it. 


As far aS anyone can prove, he had nothing to do with it. The 
decision to not wear his uniform when he committed that particular 
extracurricular activity hadn’t been too conscious, but it had been 
good instinct in the end. Commander Minecraft had no association 
with the cryptic Angel of Death except in rumor and hearsay, at least 
outside of South End. And even in South End the rumor was 
dissuaded from ever being brought up. 


So, it’s fine. Probably. At the very least, it’s about to no longer be his 
problem, very, very fast. 


He was retiring. 


Thankfully. 


To be honest, he’d forgotten retirement was a thing for a good 
decade there. It’s not like he had a proper retirement age to look 
forward to in the first place. 


| live and | work, and then one day | die. That’s just how it was. 


Good lord. In retrospect that’s just fucking depressing, is what it is. 
He really does need to retire. 


If he’s being honest- and that’s a thing he’s trying to get better at, 
being a little honest- on his own, he probably would have kept going 
at the military thing for another century before he caught onto how 
shitty of a place it was taking him mentally. 


(Could have retired after Saint Malo. Could have retired after Moon’s 
Landing. Oh well. Better late than never.) 


And he can also admit, while he’s on that track, that he’s mostly 
retiring for the arbitrary reason that he really thinks Techno should 
also retire. Because they both knew, deep down, as long as one 
stayed, so would the other. 


They just can’t get rid of each other. (They shouldn’t have ever tried.) 


-<>Y<>- 


And that had been that. There had been one of those balls again- 
not a dream, not a mission in disguise, a proper one this time- and 
that’s when they’d decided to not-so-gently bring up that no one 
there was ever going to see them again. 


Cxlvxn and Wispexe will make fine co-commanders. Philza and 
Techno don't have to worry about them. 


It's been far too long since they've bothered worrying about 
themselves. 


Techno doesn’t really Know where they’re going after this. Neither 
does Philza. They’re... they’re just going. 


It’s not like things are okay, not quite. He feels the mask on his face 
like a second skull, a weight of gold-lined netherite humming on his 
skin, and every day he makes the decision not to take it off just yet. 
He feels a creeping numbness on his hands, and when he looks up 
at the stars, he forgets he needs to sleep. 


Philza lurks like a phantom at impossible hours, wings rattling and 
tense from half-forgotten dreams. He looks away from every 
reflection that catches on his shadowed face, he looks at his 
promises and sometimes he wants to run. 


But they’re still here. There is nothing left for them now except the 
aimless road they’ve decided to take together. 


(Like how it used to be, just a little different this time. Maybe that’s 
alright. ) 


Retired. Together. What a terrifying thought. (It’s almost exciting. ) 


But of course, they can't be the first at everything. Someone just has 
to beat them to it first. 


And so much more dramatically, if the note and suspiciously large 
pile of pastries on his desk had anything to say about it. 


-<>Y<>- 


Dearest Philza. 


Techno lets out a small flat laugh as he looks over Philza’s shoulder. 
“Is there something you wanna tell me?” he coyly asks. 


“Absolutely not.” 


No need to worry about the dragon eggs anymore! Chip and JoshA 
asked me to, well, “deal with them” as it were. They’re all thoroughly 
destroyed, no need to worry. 


But with no more dragon problem, there’s no reason for me to stick 
around. Goodbye! Have fun with that little friend of yours. 


We'll probably see each other again eventually, but | never make any 
plans. For now, have this fun little going away present. 


-Jean(?) 


Why yes. There were always four- not including Selene, of course. 
That’s all we wrote down after all. :) 


“Oh, he definitely stole one, didn’t he?” Techno dully asks. 


“Probably,” Philza easily concedes. “But he knows better than to do 
any harm with it, at least.” 


Techno sighs. “Whatever. We’re literally two steps from retirement 
anyway.” 


Philza hums and picks up one of the pastries off his desk, “Well, 
might as well celebrate.” 


“If you eat all of those at once, I’m leaving you.” 


“No, you're not.” 


“True.” 


Techno squints and watches as Philza takes a bite, only to yelp with 
surprise. 


“It’s fine! It's fine!” Philza tosses his head around with a blink. “Just 
got a shock.” He looks down at the broken bite of his pastry- and the 
little golden ring inside it. With a very particular direction of suspicion 
that there might be another, he turns around the note the gift came 
with. 


For you and that interesting piglin friend of yours. :) 


Philza barks out a spiteful laugh. “Oh, fuck you, too.” 


“What, did he try to poison you or something?” 


“It’s fine, it’s fine.” Philza waves around the folded note in his hands. 
His crows chatter with mirth at his expense- for now, at least, he’s 
smiling with them. “He just thinks he’s being funny.” (Oh yeah, he’s 
definitely stealing Lagos' kneecaps the next time he runs into the 
scarecrow looking bastard.) 


Techno snorts. “Alright, if you’re sure.” 


“You pick out some stops yet?” 


“Got a few in mind. Might be a bit touristy,” Techno faux-casually 
adds. “Might be a bit boring.” 


“You could tell me we’re going to hell, and I’d follow you.” 


“Who knows?” Techno drily goes on. “We actually might. ‘Cause | 
might've thrown knives at a map at some point. It's gonna be a real 
dice roll where we’re going next.” The piglin leans down a bit to pat 
at his dogs. It’s hard to make out his face past the new mask that 
cloaks it now. But his eyes, gold and clouded as they might be, are 
just the same as ever, and when he looks back up at Philza, maybe 
he even smiles. “You still wanna go?” 


“More than anything. Let’s get out of here.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


We'll see you in the next part, in an Emerald Star. 
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Summary: 


Technoblade never dies. 


It's not a boast, or a taunt, or an inside joke. It's far older than that. 


It's a promise. 


1. Small Server 
Author's Note: 
This is part of a series. Please read from the beginning. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Because you deserve nice things. 


It started with another soldier who'd been retiring around the same 
time- a stout harpoonist pig moblin named Bill. His family had been 
from an Overworld beacon town before moving to Sky, and when 
he’d heard his old commanders were taking to traveling, he’d offered 
his own home as a first stop. 


“We don’t know too many pigs in Sky,” Bill explained. “ “Sides all that, 
you were fine good players. Nothin’ wrong with givin’ you a bit o’ 
hospitality t’ start you off, right?” 


Technoblade and Philza had looked at eachother, shrugged, and 
went along with it. There wasn’t any harm in tailing one of their old 
soldiers for a while, and they were going to head back to Sky 
anyway. No reason to refuse an offer of kindness. 


It was- it was a bit weird having a metaphorical third wheel to start off 
their travels, but maybe it was for the best. It may have only started 
in earnest less than a year ago, but the awkward rift between Techno 
and Philza had started even farther back than that- with Philza’s old 
fears of death and inability to face it. It would take time, at least at 
first, to get used to each other again. 


Bill's family lives in a ramshackle, cobbled together second floor of 
their expansive shop. A wolf moblin raises his head when they enter 
through the storefront. 


“Hey, Ron,” Bill smiles. 


Ron wags his tail. “Hey, Billy. You done with tour already?” 


“I'm done for good, thank the saints.” Bill amicably claps at his 
former commanders’ shoulders. “Hope it’s alright | dragged some 
South End friends over. Anybody else home right now?” 


“Mills’ still takin’ inventory in the ice closet.” Ron barks a small laugh. 
“Bobby’s stayin’ over with his girl, but he’s probably gonna tear 
straight through the walls when he hears you got back.” 


“Not again!” Bill mock despairs. “What would Pops say?” 


“Pops is too busy hagglin’ apple stacks with the supplier orchards,” 
Ron easily fires back. “He’d probably love to have a free extra 
doorway to move merchandise through. Now Ma , on the other 
hand...” 


“She'd thresh all our hides. Where’s she up to, anyhows?” 


“Pickin’ up leafin’ gold. We're tryin’ for our own gold pickling this 
time, see how it goes. They'll all be back for dinner, | reckon.” The 
wolf's green eyes flick curiously to Techno and Philza. “You old dogs 
down to help fix up a meal? If you aren't too tired out gettin’ here.” 


“Sounds fair. | know how to put together a dish or two.” Techno 
glances teasingly down at Philza. “Now my poor darling friend here, | 
don’t know. He is so very fragile and old, he could collapse at any 
moment. We could blink and he would turn to dust.” 


“Just for that I’m poisoning you in your sleep,” Philza immediately 
says. 


“Weak, \’ Techno drawils. “I would simply wake up and spit it out. Use 
a knife, coward.” 


“Let me into the fucking kitchen and maybe | will.” 


“That's the spirit.” 


Years of close proximity to someone as large as Techno make it 
easy to forget that Philza’s actually decently tall in comparison to 
most players, especially moblins that trend shorter or stouter, like 
wolves and pigs. It’s a bit of a mental adjustment seeing the wrong 
heights out of the corner of his eyes, especially as more and more of 
them come home to invade the kitchen themselves, but it’s not bad. 
It’s almost kind of nice. Cozy, in a way. 


“My goodness, the absolute racket in here!” an aged voice rings. 
“Billiam’s barely been back a clock and you've all gone and made 
chaos of yourselves, | can’t believe-” 


A white-weathered piglin stag looks with dumbstruck golden eyes at 
an equally shocked middle-aged sow. 


“Heh?” Techno eloquently says. 


“Oh my gods,” she whispers. “It’s you. It really is.” 


“You remembered me?” Techno softly asks. 


“You remembered me,” she stubbornly answers back. 


“| guess you're right.” 


Her name is Mina, and her husband is Ivan. They have three wolf 
moblin children- Bill is their only son by blood. 


Bill introduces Philza and Techno as his recently retired 
commanders. Techno and Mina share a brief laugh about a small 
world. 


Ivan hums roughly before turning to his wife. “You were right. He 
really is that tall. No wonder he stole that teen heart of yours, can’t 
even be mad.” 


“Prime’s sake, Pa,” Bill mutters dryly into his stew. “At least pretend 
to fight for Ma’s honor or some shit.” 


Ivan wheezes. “Flattered you think | can take that,” the pig moblin 
gestures to the much, much larger piglin. “| would not be able to 
wrangle the tusks on that man.” 


“| am-” Techno chuckles briefly. “-| am literally just some guy. I’m not 
exactly unbeatable. Philza’s proof enough of that.” 


A small crowd of canine and porcine heads swivels around to the 
elytron with raised eyebrows. 


“You are so brave,” Ron whispers reverently. “God speed, you 
madman.” 


“You should've seen these guys goin’ at it during drills,” Bill pipes up 
with a nostalgic look in his eyes. “Swords flyin’, shields snapping to 
pieces. Scariest shit I’ve ever seen in my life.” 


Philza lets a burst of laughter leave him. “Prime, what were we to 
you lot? Shrinesday entertainment?” 


“It was either that or triple-distilling the chocolate, sir.” 


“Well, you're not gettin’ an encore,” Techno deadpans. “Imagine your 
poor property value if that ever happened.” 


“Triple-distilling the chocolate it is, then.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“So.” Philza casually turns over to face his friend on the other side of 
the bed. “What’s the story with her?” 


“Heh?” Techno looks up from his writing, eyes catching lantern light 
behind his mask. “Oh, Mina?” He huffs briefly. “That was way back 
when you first took me to Sky. Ran into her in that beacon town.” 


“You remembered her from just the one time?” 


“She was nice,” Techno simply answers. “That’s all. You know |’m-” 
His writing stutters for a moment. “-I’m not really used to that. 
Definitely wasn’t back then. So, it kind of stuck out, | think.” 


“You should be used to it,” Philza bitterly mutters into his pillow. 


“Sorry, | guess?” 


“ Noooo ,” Philza warbles. “Like- you...” 


He punches weakly at Techno’s chest. 


“You deserve to get used to it,” he tiredly elaborates. “Because 
people should be nice to you, you... great... piggy, player... person 


” 


man. 


“| feel so moved.” 


Philza elects to mumble a very coherent and well-thought response 
into Techno’s shoulder. The piglin’s light chuckles rattle into his 
bones. 


The lantern is blown out as he closes his eyes, and he hears a mask 
being taken off right as an arm curls around him, and he falls asleep. 


2. The Blade By Any Other Name 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Anything that's you. 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 


deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


“How long do piglins live?” Philza asks one afternoon. 


“Heh?” 


“You know, yearwise.” Philza frowns to himself. “Shit, that’s probably 
a Stupid question. You don’t do time words down there.” 


“It’s true, we don’t. | had to learn the delusion of time from you.” 


Philza sputters a bubbling laugh. “Do you remember? You thought 
there was twelve months in a year. Twelve moons to a sun. Fuckin’ 
ridiculous.” 


“Twelve just felt like it made sense,” Techno shrugs, turning the 
rabbit meat over in its pot. “All numbers are arbitrary anyway.” 


“How does twelve make any more sense than eighteen?” Philza 
points out. "A least eighteen is right." 


“It’s literally arbitrary-” 


Philza cores the fruit in his hands with a bit more force than needed. 
“Absolutely not, it's based on the sun and moon trackin’ across the 
sky, that’s why you can cal/ them suns and moons!” 


“Then why can you also call them months and years?” Techno 
despairingly asks. “What is it with your outerworlder languages and 
having a billion words for the same thing?” 


“Because sun and moon is colloquial, and year and month is 
technical.” Philza waves his knife. “Or some shit. Don’t quote me on 
that, I’m not one of those language scholars.” 


Techno’s gaze bores dully at him from across the fire. “Your very 
words sit upon a throne of lies.” 


“Listen. Listen, a// words are lies. We just decide to agree on some of 
them by pure coincidence.” He waves over half an apple into 


Techno’s waiting hand. “Fuck, what were we even talking about, 
anyway?” 


“Putting fake time words on piglin lifespans,” Techno helpfully 
answers. 


“Yeah, that. Dumb question, | guess.” Philza cuts into his half of the 
apple, stuffing a small slice in his mouth, and pauses. “No, no, hold 
on- no, that’s not dumb. You lot tracked time with something, right?” 


“Yer gonna have to be a bit more specific there, buddy.” 


“Yeah, ‘cause-” Philza interrupts himself with another bite. “Because 
Sky didn’t have Overworld time words either before crossgate travel, 
but we still had some time stuff. Like from sea tides, plantin’ 
seasons, that kind of thing. So, you woulda had somethin’ like that, 
right?” 


Techno rests his fist under his snout as he thinks. “We might have 


had a....” His voice cuts into itself with murmured piglin. “Ty El F 


<5 = ir Io <] =... no, that wouldn’t have counted-” A brow twitches 
with a brief frown. “Oh, yeah, that.” 


He claps his hands together. 


“We had these sand glasses for when we wanted to time things? But 
| think that was mostly for forging or like- cooking, maybe. Yes, | 
know that’s not a calendar thing,” Techno answers to a question 
Philza never asked, “but it’s the closest answer | got. <7 «Il I FF, 


«HEN ED WH.” 


“No calendar type stuff at all?” Philza squints. “Then how do you 
track stuff like age in the nether?!” 


“| dunno, people just look older | guess.” 


“Huh.” Philza looks down into the fire, contemplatively watching 
timber crackle and spark within. “So you don’t even know how old 
you are.” 


Techno blinks. “Is that what all that was about?” 


“| was just a little curious!” Philza defends. “| mean- you know how 
old / am. | feel like you know my stuff a lot more than | know yours, 
really.” He smiles harshly. “Kind of makes me feel like a prat 
sometimes.” 


“Eh. Not your fault. | don’t really talk about it in the first place.” 
Techno’s clouded gaze rings a bit more hollow than usual. “I don't 
really think about it most days.” 


“Huh.” Philza leans back with thought. “Yeah, now that you mention 
it, | guess you kinda don't.” He tilts his head. “Actually, if | think about 
it, that’s the first time I’ve heard piglin out of you in... a long while.” 


“It's that damn Nether roadtrip,” Techno insists. “Got me rememberin’ 
things again. Ever since | got back, they- -« 3] = = }+]- ack . Head 
gets all /Joud about it. Nothing too bad,” he adds after a concerned 
pause, “I’m just a little more prone to- to interrupting myself a bit.” 


The silence afterwards isn’t quite awkward. But it isn’t quite empty 
either. 


“| was kind of already an old man when we first met,” Techno starts 
up again. “Not- not like o/d old but- kind of already on the other half 
of living, if that’s the word for it.” 


“What, like middle aged?” 


“Yeah, that’s the word.” Techno pokes at the meat again. “] was 
already past bein’ a boar. Was sailing right into staghood.” His tusks 
flare with a dry laugh. “Gods, what an age to get adventurous, huh?” 


Philza’s breath stutters. 


“Phil, you’re wandering off. Get back here.” 


“Sorry, sorry,” Philza half wneezes. “Sorry. | don’t know why that got 
me.” 


“It's the age thing,” Techno bluntly guesses. “Don’t act like it’s not. 
We both know it still freaks you out.” 


“It's not-” Golden eyes bore heavy behind their black mask, and 
Philza’s voice veers off. “It’s not... just that. | guess- all that time, 
we've known each other but we never really learned about each 
other.” 


“Does that bother you?” Techno levelly asks. 


“|... | want to learn about you. More than the stuff that’s just come up 
from bein’ together. Y’know?” 


“Like what?” 


“| dunno. Anything. Just something that’s you.” Philza leans his head 
on his hand. “Maybe something about piglin words?” 


“Okay.” Techno hums. “Well you can probably stop calling it piglin 
words. We always just called it -< «J E]] & -~« <I.” 


Philza squints. “Boarsh.” 


“ ~€ (IE = -« «//. Bit harsher on the -¢ up front there.” 


“Ko...horsh.” At Techno’s shook head, he tries again. “ Kh...orsh. ” 


“Close enough.” 


“Close enough, he says,” Philza discontentedly mutters to his crows. 
“Oh, | could have been sayin’ so much shit wrong and I’d never even 
know it.” 


He can almost imagine the eyebrow raising he can’t see on Techno’s 
face. “You've been trying to speak Khorsh?” 


“| did pick up bits,” Philza admits. “Like from stuff you’d say under 
your breath. | can get pieces of it. | think.” 


“Your pronunciation is a bit eccentric, but it’s a start.” 


“Please tell me I’m not too off,” Philza begs. “I’ve at least got your 
name okay, right?” A pause. “Right?” 


Techno looks aside with a small, vague noise. 


“If you’re about to tell me I’ve been saying your name wrong for 
every decade we’ve known each other, | will scream.” 


“It’s not wrong,” Techno deflects. “It’s just different.” 


“If this is how | find out you’re too socially awkward to fix the way 
people say your name, | will boil your knuckles in your sleep.” 


“Alright, alright,” Techno chuckles indulgently. “My name _ is 
<1 <iy KN WEN Vy it ty TE <7.” 


“Tek-noto-bled.” 


“A <) <i «1 WEN V7 nl ty JE <],” Techno gently corrects. “You tend to 
shorten it to F<) <i «IW EN.” 


“Tet not.” 


“Hr <7 KN WEN.” 


“Teh-knoht.” 


“Don’t stress yourself out too much,” Techno snorts with amusement. 
“The way you said it was always fine, you know. | never minded.” 


“It's wrong, though,” Philza’s voice chirps with stress. 


“It's yours,” Techno refutes with the softness of a half-smile. “Il always 
liked the way you said it.” 


“You liked my shitty accent butchering it to high heaven?” 


“You're the only person that says my name exactly the way you do. | 
don't know. It’s nice.” 


“Then you'd better get used to it, mate. I'll be butchering that name 
for the rest of eternity.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


cuneiform font just makes sense for piglins, considering the 
hands 


3. Parting Gift 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Techno visits an old friend. 


They backtrack for a while. It’s easier than expected to find the little 
house they used to live in, during simpler times in Sky, and a silent 
agreement is made between them to rent the place out again for a 
good week, for nostalgia’s sake. 


No Central Command, no South End, no domain gods to breath 
down their neck. It’s nice. 


Philza hasn’t seen his friend’s face in well over a month now. 


Not to say he hasn’t seen Techno around. They’re taking up quite a 
lot of each other’s time these days- hell, half the time they're ending 
their days together in the same bed. 


It’s just that Techno came back to Philza with a mask on his face and 
Philza hasn't seen him without it since. 


It’s a piece of netherite with dark gaping eyeholes and simplistic 
curving gilded lines, made into the morbidly combined image of a 


second skull on his head, turning an already impassive face into an 
unreadable wall of stone. 


It’s on by the time Philza wakes up, and off long after he’s fallen 
asleep. 


And Techno never comments on it. Never talks about it. 


Never takes it off for anything. 


“I’m gonna head out,” Techno says, shouldering his coat. 


“Ooh, can | come with?” 


Techno almost cringes at the thought. “Maybe not for this one. You 
wouldn't like it. I'll tell you about it when | get back.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“So I’m supposed to talk to this, am |?” Techno asks to a polished 
gravestone. 


He thinks it’s a gravestone. He’s not quite sure. It’s a plaque with a 
name, next to several others like it in a circular arrangement. A 
never-ending wheel of generations long past. 


“We don’t have this kind of thing back home,” Techno starts again. 
“At least not anymore. It’s safer to just burn the bodies, or bury ‘em 
deep in the warped forests. More practical. Feeds the soil, feeds 
what grows there, it'll put food in someone’s mouth one day. Piglins 
like to be useful to each other, even past their dyin’ day.” He huffs. 
“You'd probably think that’s charming.” 


The foggy, eternal twilight of Sky is cold. Not arctic cold, never arctic 
cold, but it makes him jostle the collar of his coat a little more. 


“| think we were friends.” Techno scratches at his ever-growing hair. 
“Maybe not. Who knows? | could have just been your chess buddy 
and I'd probably never know the difference.” 


An ear flicks. 


“Sorry about bein’ late. | was caught up with some other stuff back 
home.” Techno grimly smiles. “I can only visit so many graves at 
once.” He pauses. “Bad joke. | Know.” 


His hands click together. 


“| got your, uh- gift. It’s, um-” Techno stumbles over his words. “I 
didn’t expect it, | guess. Your son got it to me. Showed me how to 
get here, too. Elias, that one.” He nods. “Good kid. You were right. 
He'll do you proud.” 


He yawns. His jaw crackles with the motion. 


“Goodbye, Elijah.” Techno knocks his fist gently against the name on 
the plaque. “May you best the games of the gods until the stars fall 
out of the sky.” 


He turns his head down, and his mask is firmly on his face by the 
time he exits the gate. 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza looks at the miniature chess board folded up on the table. Two 
halves of a wide snowy feather are embedded in each end of the 
underside of the board. 


“It was a gift,” Techno simply says. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


this is part of a double update! 


4. And | Missed You, Too 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Perhaps it was a matter of trust. Perhaps it was only a matter of 
time. 


It’s nice to just be free of it all, free to fall into each other’s rhythm 
again. 


...Free of most things. 


Without the regimented structure of military scheduling, other things 
have seen fit to take up space in Techno’s mind. 


It’s like the chorus rattling in his head has gotten stronger ever since 
he returned from the Nether. Whispering to him without him having to 
open his mind to the stream, interjecting with knowledge he does not 
know. Chattering constantly about everything and nothing- it 
becomes hard at times to hear the world outside him at all. 


The mask helps. 


The unyielding weight of the netherite presses down on him, 
pressing the gilded interior onto his skull. The humming presence of 


gold soothes at the chronic divine headache of his existence, and it 
helps tide the chorus’ overeager hypervigilance in the presence of 
others. 


Sometimes he takes it off and they scream , a persistent unnatural 
tinnitus wailing aimlessly in his ears, and he can't sleep- 


The mask helps. He made it to help. 


It helps. 


But he can’t wear it forever, and it’s just... 


They’re just- 


-they’re just so /oud. 


“Hey,” Philza softly says. 


“Hm.” 


“| was-” Philza’s voice is friendly and full of hesitance. “-| was 


wonderin’ about- about the mask you've got goin’. 


“What about it?” 


“What’s it for?” Philza cringes at his own question. “If it ain’t rude to 
ask, | mean.” 


“Oh.” Techno pauses. “It’s, um-” 


He could... maybe he could- 


No 
Stop stop stop 
NO 
DON’T. 
NO NO NO NO NONONONONONONO 


He hisses waveringly under his breath, ears drawing back at a 
phantom influx of volume, already feeling his words readjusting 
before they leave his mouth. 


“Its a focus thing,” he hears himself saying. “You know | got 
problems with that. Especially around lots of people. The, uh- the 
inside’s got gold in it, it’s like- like it's a barrier between me and-” 
everything trying to get inside my head. “-and everything else.” 


“So it’s a good thing?” 


“Yeah. | think so.” 


“And-” There it is again, that hesitation. “-| guess that’s gonna be a 
thing, from now on?” 


Techno hums neutrally. “Probably.” 


“Oh.” 


-<>Y<>- 


He can't be upset about it. He shouldn't be. 


He shouldn't. 


He cantt. 


He just- 


-it’s not his right. That mask’s got good reasons to stick around! He 
knows Techno’s always- always not been the most cozy around the 
social noise of other players. If it helps, it helps! 


(Prime knows Philza’s got his own share of horrid little tics.) 


One of which, apparently, is uncontrollably needy selfishness, 
because every time he looks at that little netherite barrier between 
Techno and the rest of the world all he thinks is / miss you. 


| miss you. 


But they’re still here. They're still them. As long as that’s true, he can 
live with whatever shape it takes. 


But | miss you, his mind still stubbornly whispers, the wings at his 
back reeling with something desperate. 


And then one day- one day, one day out of all the others- he can’t 
quite remember, nothing else sticks out to him except this one thing. 


They'd gotten back early. Late enough to not bother going out again, 
early enough not to sleep. It’s nothing but the two of them and the 
coats they've lazily shed onto their chairs. 


And Technoblade’s white-speckled hands only shake a little when he 
unclasps the mask from his face, hanging it right by his coat. 


Oh. 


Philza brashly- swiftly, rudely, hesitantly, half-forgotten and achingly 
desperately - finds his hands on his friend’s face. 


Techno’s fur is not soft. It breaks with the subtle spike of white furs, 
with the harshness of his thick brows, with the unexpected 
gentleness of a growing mane just starting to spill around his 
shoulders. 


It is rough, and coarse, and bristly, borderline horrid to the touch. 


(Philza knows no touch better.) 


Techno’s face shifts, and Philza’s hands pause. Not quite drawing 
away, but ready to at a moment's notice. 


Techno’s eyes soften. The lines of his face relax, just slightly, as he 
leans into taloned hands. 


Philza feels a broad hand in his own hair gently pushing him forward 
until a snout roots softly at his forehead. 


Oh. 


"| missed you," a voice murmurs into his hair. 


“| missed you, too,” Philza’s voice fondly trills. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


this and the previous chapter are part of a double update. 


5. It ls Dangerous To Dream Of Death 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Philza dreams of someone familiar. 


He is walking in empty Antarctic halls, singing to stars that lay 
sleeping on the ground, against the walls. 


He sings to stars still clutching swords and crossbows in their hands, 
he sings to stars with broken saddles, hooves trailing aimlessly 
against the ground. 


He sings to empty halls of prismarine and dark oak and white quartz, 
he sings blind to nothing but stars and there is lunar dust on his 
traveling coat, on the veil of his hat. 


He sings to an audience of none, he sings to a thousand thousand 
crows, he sings to a golden star trailing jeweled ichor against the 
ground, smiling as it burns away at the very sight of him, tears fall 
out of his eyes like broken glass and float away from him like 
stardust and- 


He is laid on a ground of something soft, head rested on someone's 
lap as cool fingers soothe at his hair. 


His brow twitches and furrows at the cold and- oh. A sudden 
hearthfire warmth seeps down to his bones, and he _ leans 


thoughtlessly into the change of touch, a shamefully needy noise 
humming quietly in his throat. His ears flick as a woman’s voice 
laughs gently around him. 


There you are. 


His hands curl into long silk sleeves, eyes nictitating sluggishly as 
they flutter open. 


“It’s you ,” he whispers with shaking awe. 


A Lady's veiled face smiles down at him. Hello again, my Angel. 


The slow clockwork of his brain steadily catches up with his 
surroundings. A ground of blankets and cushions. Twilight leaking 
through opaque curtains. The rather close position he appears to be 
in with his Lady. 


He unclenches his hands, stammering barely coherent apologies as 
he moves to stand before he’s pushed back down again. 


Stay, Her voice lilts. (So he does.) 


“What...” Oh gods, words. He’d like to be able to think now, please. 
“,..what brings you ‘round these parts?” 


| missed you, She simply says. | wanted to see you again, so | 
did. 


Philza laughs slightly. "You would just invite yourself into my head, 
wouldn't you?" 


Would She? He says it like something he knows- as if he'd seen Her 
do it before. He has no memory of it, only a fond certainty he trusts 
as much as the wings at his back. 


You know me too well, She fondly notes. Her hands pause. There’s 
an almost guilty look on Her face as She fidgets with the hat he’s 
only just now realizing isn’t on his head. | saw you dreaming. 
Thumbs trace gentle arcs under his eyes. You were crying. 


“| was?” he hazily asks. He blinks slowly, suddenly feeling a lingering 
wetness in his eyes. “Oh, what the fuck?” He chuckles lightly. “That’s 
new.” 


| thought you were having a nice dream at first. It was so pretty. 
She smiles bashfully. I’m sorry. | didn’t realize it was hurting you 
until it was too late. 


It’s weird. He feels like he should be freaking out right now, but he 
just feels... warm. And light. 


“You've never seen a nightmare before, m'lady?” 


| only get to learn from the dead, and their memories fade so 
fast. Her soft hands wander into his hair again, circling the roots of 
his antlers. Also, wow, your hair is really soft. Like, holy shit. | 
know we’re having a moment right now, but how? 


“That’s ‘cus it’s all down. ‘s not like real hair, I’m just built different,” 
he sleepily murmurs into Her hold. The statement startles a giggle 
out of Her. It’s a lovely sound, drawing a tired smile on his face. 


Do your dreams hurt a lot? 


“It's the memories,” gives ‘em too much to work with.” 


Oh! That’s easy then. 


Her hands dig gently at his scalp, the touch seeping deep into his 
skull. His eyes dance with mounting dizziness, thoughts unfocusing 
with the unraveled thread of his mind, teased apart like needles in 
yarn, drifting away no, no 


Wait, 


Wh- 


What is- what- no, don't- 


What are you- 


“What-” His breath ticks oddly. What’r’you doin’, he slurs out. 


Taking it away! Then it won’t hurt you anymore. 


My memories, he realizes with increasingly drowning clarity. 


Don’t, d-d-don’t, his voice keens as he turns his head away. 
Please, I- 


She tilts her head like a curious cat. Why not? It hurts you. 


“They're mine,” he desperately pleads. “Il need them. Please.” He 
shuts his eyes as he leans beseechingly into Her touch. “Don’t ever 
take them away. Not even if | ask.” 


He feels his mind sink back into place- nightmares and all. He 
shudders a relieved sigh, willing his frantic pulse back to something 
vaguely careening towards normal. 


Her eyes have a sadness to them as Her hand apologetically rests 
on his head. Did you think | would have taken them anyway? 
Even after you asked? 


“I'm sorry, my Lady,” he unsteadily laughs. “You frightened me.” 


I shall try not to frighten you again, She smiles. 


“Thank you, my lady.” 


The dream ended when I came to you. Perhaps | should make a 
habit of visiting you more often. A pause. If you like. | did 
frighten you. 


“| don’t mind. It was nice. Before you started woogling around my 
brain bits.” His hands trace on the hem of her long sleeves. “But 
maybe we should talk about something else, for now.” 


Fair enough, | think. Tell me about the place in your dream. It 
was a real one, wasn’t it? 


“Oh. Yes.” He smiles distantly. “I built that place. Me and a friend. 
Somewhere very far away from here, out in the snow.” 


Tell me about snow, she interrupts. 


His laugh snags in his throat. “As you wish, my Lady.” 


6. Pig Knuckles And Raven's Bone 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Maybe the idea that it helps you is reason enough, don't you 
think? 


The first time Philza flat out perched on Techno had been after the 
trial, if he recalls. That frazzled man had been climbing anything and 
everything for a semblance of security, and the piglin had been tall 
enough to register as a climbable object. The habit had worn off 
slightly in the weeks after, but it had never quite gone away. Not that 
Techno would have asked it to, of course. Gods knows he’s weird 
enough on his own- he won’t begrudge his friend for his own set of 
tics. 


Besides, it wasn't bad. Elytron are incredibly light players for their 
size and Techno is, naturally, very large and strong. It was practical, 
at times, for Philza to have a higher vantage point anyway. 


That, and it was very, very funny during the South End days to hold 
out his wrist and have Commander Minecraft himself automatically 
swoop down like a falcon. Great party trick. It always freaked the 
soldiers out. 


And now on the road it’s become, well, a thing again. Philza would 
often fly overhead to scout the surroundings, circling back to land 


comfortably on Techno’s waiting arm and clamber up his wide 
shoulders. 


“What am | to you,” Techno chuckles as his friend lands on him for 
yet another countless time, “a horse?” 


Yessss 
Technohorse 
Technoperch pog 


A technocloak ts two steps to a technosaddle 


He snorts at the chorus’ simplistic amusement. (The idea of a perch- 
friendly layer on his cloak isn’t a bad one though. He'll think on it.) 


“You askin’ me to step off, mate?” Philza asks as if he isn’t already 
using Techno’s head like a pillow at this very moment. 


“?m askin’ why I’m being your horse when you've got two perfectly 
usable legs right there.” 


Philza hums into Techno’s mane while his hands knead into the 
curling furs. “Sounds like work my old man knees don’t wanna deal 
with.” 


Techno blinks. He doesn’t quite pause in his hoofsteps, but it’s a 
close thing. “You have trouble walking?” 


“Didn't really notice it in South End,” Philza explains. “On account of 
all the paperwork | was doin’ all the time anyway. But now that we're 
on the road again, it’s, uh-” He interrupts himself with a brief laugh. “- 
boy, walking is a bit harder than | remember.” 


Philza chirps indignantly as Techno turns his head, disrupting the 
easy balance of the perch. “I don’t remember you sustaining any big 
injuries in South End. Something you wanna tell me, Phil?” 


“Nah,” Philza deflects, and it sounds like he really is being honest 
this time. “It’s just an elytron thing, | think. We're prone to bad knees 
later in life- all the hard landin’s, y’know? Hits proper flyin’ elytron like 
me harder than others.” He scratches his head. “Just happened a bit 
slower than usual in my case.” 


“Makes sense.” Techno gently knocks his fist on Philza’s idly hanging 
legs. “We're going to have to do something about it. Canes exist, you 
know.” 


Philza hisses disdainfully at the thought. “| don’t need another 
reason for people to act like I’m fragile.” 


Techno lets out an unimpressed noise. “Collapsing when your 
scuffed kneecaps decide to give out on you isn’t going to help your 
case either, you old crow. Don’t trade your pain for your pride.” 


“’m gonna have to lug around a useless fucking stick just so | can 
walk straight!” Philza argues. “It’s impractical, is what it is.” 


“You are a buffoon. Why do you not simply make the useless stick 
into something useful?” 


“This just sounds like a grand plot to get out of being my perch,” 
Philza smiles. 


“Please, | hardly notice you're there half the time.” Techno rolls his 
eyes. “Besides, it’s not useless. It helps you. Isn't that enough to be 
worth something?” 


Philza doesn’t quite respond, electing to run his talons through the 
furs of Techno’s cloak. 


“It is enough, you know,” Techno goes on. “It really is.” 


The silence stretches on for so long that Techno almost thinks his 
friend might have fallen asleep on his shoulders. (It’s happened 
before.) 


“| want a sword,” Philza finally says. “I want it to be a sword. Then | 
can stab people’s tendons with my cane when they patronize me.” 


“l can work with that.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza’s cane sword has a white raven’s head, a body of dark wood, 
and a thin netherite blade. Made more for slashing than stabbing, but 
Philza was always a bird of prey anyways. 


“Good gods,” he sighs, “I really am an old man now.” 


“You could name it,” Techno suggests. “Y'know, like a regular sword.” 


“That's a bit pretentious, innit?” 


Techno snorts. “Okay, Angel of Death, Slayer Saint of Dragons.” 


Philza giggles. “Alright, alright. Point taken.” He fondly runs his 
hands down the grain of the wood. “I’ve always liked the name 


Benihime. Always thought that if | was ever gonna have a different 
name, would've been that.” 


Techno’s mouth ticks up with an amused note. “Red Princess? Weird 
flex, but okay.” 


It was never a mandatory thing to name tools and weapons, but 
most people did it anyway, especially for enchanted tools. It made 
things seem more... real. Personal and alive, that much better fit to 
one’s hand. It would make sense to give his favorite name to 
something that’s going to become his constant companion for a long, 
long time. 


But... strangely, as he does, he hesitates. A sadness settles around 
his shoulders, running down his wings, as if something precious was 
about to be lost. The weight of the first name he would have given 
himself would not stand to be parted with so easily. 


“Benihime’s a bit too much for this,” Philza decides. “Maybe 
something, | don’t know, fruitier.” 


Techno raises his eyebrows. “Fruitier than Red Princess?” 


“How about Hiasobi?” Philza caustically smiles. “Is that fruity 
enough, Your Majesty?” 


Techno wheezes out a laugh. “You had a perfectly good name, and 
you just refused to use it.” 


“Hey, maybe / want to be a pretty red princess,” Philza snarks. “You 
don't know me.” 


“Is that a challenge?” 


“Might’ve been.” 


“I’m gonna know you so well,” Techno threatens. “I’m going to know 
things you don't even know about you. That's how much I’m gonna 
know.” 


Philza’s smile softens. “I’d like to see you try.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


"hiasobi benihime", the phrase cc!Ph1LzA uses to name his 
swords, word-for-word is "play with fire, crimson princess", but 
the "play with fire" in japanese is euphemistic for 
flirtation/seduction 


7. Gambling Man 
Summary for the Chapter: 


You're retired! Why not have some fun? 


There are situations that insist they don’t have a dress code and are 
absolutely, patently lying about it. 


One of them is church. The other is gambling. 


Now, Philza hasn’t been to church in a long, long while- even before 
the whole Angel of Death bullshit. Somewhere after he hit his 60s, 
the usual stuff like praying for the sanctity of his literal immortal soul 
kind of lost its novelty. 


The memory of a dying friend coughing bloody rot out of his lungs, 
laid out in a shrine as gods simply watched, unwilling to spare a bare 
scrap pixel of mercy for something so distasteful as a Netherworlder, 
rises to the surface. Whatever respect Philza the player had for the 
gods, it bitterly died long before he became a god himself. 


Yeah. Philza, Angel of Death, aspect god, is a bit of an atheist these 
days. A grand total of no one is gonna catch him 20 blocks near a 
church, much less dressed for it. 


Casinos, on the other hand. Now that’s more like it. 


They're not dressed too different from the usual, it’s not a damn 
wedding or anything. Philza put his coat away, cleaned himself and 
his clothes up a bit. He did Techno’s ever growing mane a bit nice, 
used those asphodel and bleeding heart flowers he keeps finding for 
no reason, and, uh... 


...lechno preened his wings. That hadn’t happened in a while. It 
was- it was nice. 


Soft? Dadza Soft? 


“Behave,” Philza quietly warns the singular crow on his shoulder. “I 
don't wanna see you lot pulling some shit while we're in public.” 


Chatters pokes chidingly at his cheek. You behave. 


“You hush up now.” He points the raven head of a bone white cane 
sword at the offending bird. “I’ve got a stick now and | will use it, | 
swear to Sky.” 


“Listen to your creepy brain children, Philza,” Techno cuts in. 


“You don't even know what they say,” Philza sputters. “For all you 
know, Chatters could be shoutin’ s/urs at me. What are you gonna do 
then?” 


“Scold them, obviously.” Techno pauses. “Or just you, if you’ve got 
so many slurs on the brain that your crow kids are shouting ‘em back 
at you.” 


Philza scoffs with a caustic grin and raps his cane at Techno’s 
foolishly vulnerable ankles. The bastard, naturally, just takes it like a 
champ and laughs. He laughs and laughs and there’s this funny little 
Click in Philza’s antlers as he turns his head and he just /ooks at him. 


He sees Technoblade and then he doesn't, he sees Technoblade 
and he sees whispered ringing chords of song around a star spun 
out of red and gold so defiantly beautiful for all its tarnished threads it 
could have almost been undying- 


“-Philza!?” 


The grizzled face of his friend comes back into view, hoofed hands 
clutching at his shoulders. 


Oh. 


Oh, he does not remember leaning this much on his cane the last he 
checked. Definitely doesn’t remember the really weird sway on his 
feet, and the hands on his shoulders being the only thing keeping 
him standing. 


Philza’s antlers click back, he blinks, and the moment, whatever it 
was, is gone. 


“Hey, mate,” he says just a touch too casually. 


Techno balks at the casual greeting. “Are you okay?” 


“Ah-” Philza feels his eyes nictitate with the thought. “Yeah, yeah. My 
brain just checked out for a tick there, what the fuck?” 


“You're... that’s...” Techno’s eyes dance uncertainly. “...are you being 
honest with me, Philza?” 


Philza stands a little straighter and takes a moment to hate that the 
cane is actually helping with it. “I think | had a... weird, god brain 
thing. No idea what that was.” He turns to the Chatters at his 
shoulder. (Ah. There’s three of them now. Lovely.) “You got any clue 
what that was, Chatters?” 


Seeingza 
Saw more. 
More than usual 
More than you're used to! 
Ignore! Ignore! 
Godza 


Haha god horns goes brrrrrrrr 


“Mm.” Gods, he feels tired. And not in a sleepy kind of way, either. 
“Yep. Still knowin’ jack shit over here. Horrible job, everyone.” 


Rude! Rudeza! 


We only know as much as you! 


Techno frowns behind his mask. Sure, Philza can’t see it, but it’s 
definitely there- a subtle shape change in the visible shine of his 
eyes. “Do you need to get out of here?” 


“| don't-” Philza takes a moment to actually think about it. “-| don’t 
think so. Doesn't feel like anything actually happened.” 


“...1 will choose to believe you,” Techno slowly says, “but please 
realize how incredibly sus that sounds.” 


“| know, mate.” 


“And we are going to sit down.” 


Philza snorts. “It’s gambling, of course we’re sat down for it.” 


“You are going to make precisely zero gambles,” Techno corrects. “| 
don't trust your brain pasta at the moment.” 


“Brain pasta.” Philza snickers. “l feel like you fucked up a word or 
two there. Besides, do you even know how to gamble? You just 
learned that was a word last week.” 


“It's a game of arbitrary scams, what is there to understand? Can't 
be that hard.” 


“You'd be surprised.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Technoblade wasn’t surprised. 


In fact, he manages to win them almost every game they play, to the 
dismay of the casino workers. 


You know. In spite of, or precisely because of, the fact that Techno 
so very clearly does not know what the fuck he’s doing. Watching 
this guy raise stakes without a single pixel of comprehension behind 
his eyes is a thing of beauty to behold. 


The guards look ready to bounce. Chatters snickers from their perch 
on one of the way too sparkly chandeliers. Crimeza, crimeza, 
crimeza. 


And Chatters’s chanting again. As one does. 


Great. 


(He is somehow distantly certain that a few carelessly choice pieces 
of jewelry are being stolen by little crow feet, but no one can prove 
this, least of all himself.) 


Techno leaves for a moment- either for snacks or reassuring the 
dealers that he was once again not cheating for the hundredth time 
in a row, Philza wasn't quite paying attention. 


A newcomer takes the opportunity at their roulette table, taking a 
seat right next to Philza. “Hey, handsome.” 


Wait. 


Philza turns to meet jade eyes. The newcomer’s smile is just a touch 
too symmetrical, like a piece of carved stone. 


Philza lets out a hissing breath. “Hello, god brother.” 


Lagos rolls his eyes. “Oh, please, none of that nonsense. Do | look 
like Chip to you?” 


“I’m sure you could if you tried,” Philza neutrally offers. 


Lagos preens under the praise. “Of course, | could.” He leans in 
coyly. “So. Did you get my retirement present?” 


Oh, to have his pipe again. “I did. You are a right bastard.” 


“But | am right.” 


“You’re a thief, is what you are,” Philza snorts. “Don’t think | noticed 
that dragon egg you decided not to note down when you left. What 
did you even do with that thing?” 


“Oh, you know.” Lagos shrugs vaguely. “Things.” 


A pause. 


“You didn’t actually sic that stolen dragon on anyone, did you?” 
Philza hisses over the din of the casino floor. 


“What?” Lagos scoffs. “No! Of course not.” He leans away, flashing 
down an attendant. “You have so little faith in me? I’m hurt.” 


He’s being an exaggerating little shit, of course. Philza can see the 
ever-present smile on the god’s face as he orders some namelessly 
expensive mixed chocolate drink. 


“Then?” Philza presses expectantly as the attendant leaves, tilting 
his head. 


“Well firstly,” Lagos leans back in his chair, holding up a declaring 
finger, “that’s a secret. And secondly,” he continues as he lifts 
another finger, “even if | did, you should've felt it already.” 


Philza squints with a clear lack of comprehension. Lagos simply 
squints back. The thin smile widening on his face is still unsettling, 
despite the other improvements he’s clearly made in this new doll of 
his. 


“They really told you nothing then,” the god concludes with morbid 
interest. “JoshA and Chip. I’m not surprised, but honestly. You’d 
expect them to tell you something!” 


Philza blinks, raising his eyebrows. “I’m sorry?” 


Lagos rolls his eyes, sighing dramatically. He leans gracefully away, 
hand outstretched as the attendant returns in time to deposit a cup of 
cocoa into it, and barely waits a tick before taking a deep gulp. He 
practically downs the thing like a shot. With a polite tap on the table 
and a few extra coins, the attendant leaves the whole pot with a few 
extra cups. 


“Listen. Phil- | can call you Phil, right?” 


“| will choose to tolerate it,” Philza flatly answers. 


“Okay. Phil.” Lagos pours out another cup. “When you look at 
another divine being- casually, | mean- you’re seeing the shape that 
they take on, not their, like, actual true form. You got that much, 
right?” 


“Right...” 


“But,” Lagos continues, “you can look deeper if you try hard enough, 
seeing a Truth to that god, and all the divine bonds that a god 
holds.” Lagos takes another long sip of the cocoa and grabs a piece 
of paper out of his inventory drawing a small web of intricate lines. 


A lot of lines. 


The tocks drag on as Lagos scratches out an ever-complicating web, 
taking a shape that makes Philza’s thoughts squirm with a familiarity 
he doesn't like. Lagos raises his head and takes in the discomfort 
with a knowing smile. 


“Gods don't need to use letters to talk long distance, Philza. Much 
less words.” 


Philza laughs nervously. “What, you just internally scream into the 
void until something answers back?” 


“You’re not too far off, really.” Lagos, finally satisfied with his 
scribbling, holds up the paper, a web of golden lines connecting 
different names- his, Lagos', JoshA, Chip, others he doesn't 
recognize. “When our kind come across each other, it sticks. Turns 
into a thread, even just the tiniest bit. You become a part of a larger 
weave of magic. If you are around another god for long enough, that 
bond gets stronger, and you can-” 


-talk to them anywhere you want! As long as they are willing. 


Lagos' voice shifts, taking on the familiar eerie echo of the divine, but 
it’s not like before, it’s not like words, it - it whispers, it rattles, rattles 
past his antlers, past his skull, through his soul and his-his-his-his- 
his- 


Stop. Philza’s whisper plaintively echoes back, trying to keep the 
stressed trill from coming to life in his throat. Stop- | get it, I get it, 
stop. 


The world blinks and the echo is gone. Lagos' voice falls back to 
earth. The god chuckles. “Fun, right?” 


Fun. Mm. That’s certainly a word. It was so weird. And touchy. It 
swam through the river of his mind, and- it wasn’t quite a new 
sensation, but still. 


(He didn’t realize how wrong it would feel, coming from someone 
other than Her.) 


“Never do that again,” he firmly decides. 


“Alright! Alright!” Lagos curls his hands around his drink. “Anyway. 
The point being. Back to your original question about the dragons.” 
His eyes look around the room. “If | were to cause problems in the 
future, you would recognize it through the weave. You probably 
wouldn't even need the thread at all, what with you being an Aspect 
of...” He looks away. “You know. It comes with such fun little skills, 
I'm almost jealous.” 


No, | don’t know. Please go on. “You...” Philza starts, “... are a bloody 
sphinx, is what you are.” He raps his cane against the ground. 
“Always poppin’ out of fuck knows where, tellin’ me all this cryptic 
bullshit.” 


“Hah!” Lagos' grin carves across his face, before schooling his 
expression to a slightly less inhumane smile. “Be careful. Saying it 
could cause unwanted attention, especially here with the way things 


” 


are. 


“Oh, swell,” Philza unenthusiastically says. “More god shit | don't 
know about, | reckon.” 


“The domain god from here, he’s- well, he's older than you but not by 
much.” Lagos takes another sip. “He’s been calling for aid 
concerning some... less than mortally legal activities. | personally 
don't want to get involved, but | do love watching chaos.” 


“Ah, there it is. | remember this part.” He doesn’t quite go for Lagos' 
legs, but he pointedly hits the god’s chair. “You give me a teaching 
moment and then you turn around and try to get me to do somethin’ 
scuffed.” 


“| have done no such thing ever.” 


A Chatters hops onto Lagos' shoulder, clicking its beak. “Hey, 
Philza,” it mimes with a memory of Lagos' voice, “ever wondered if 
your antlers could come off? It'll take five tocks, | swear.” 


“Get off of me, Phil.” 


“I'm just sayin’.” 


“And /’m just saying it’s not like you have anything better to do,” 
Lagos points out. 


“| perfectly do!” Philza refutes. “Being retired is a thing to do.” 


“Darn. Such a shame.” Lagos pointedly blows his cup cool. “Then 
you surely won't have time to steal back the sacred diamond that this 
Casino’s owner made into a hideous statue of himself.” 


Diamond! 
Big Diamond! 


Stealza! Crimeza! 
Shine? Shiny? Shiny for Me? 


Philza takes a long pause of silence. 


“lll ask Techno.” 


8. The Two Joys In Life 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Waiting on a train. 


“Hey, mate. Probably a shitty time to ask a stupid question, but-” 
Philza hesitates with a nervous laugh. “-it’s alright for you to go 
through Nether portals, right?” 


“It can’t kill me twice, if that’s what you’re asking.” Techno blinks. 
“You've seen me step out of a portal before in South End.” 


“Yeah, | know, | Know. The thought just started eatin’ me again, that’s 
all.” Philza looks to the side. “Brain gets all stupid about it.” 


Philza’s cane kneads uneasily into the ground, a subtle sound 
against the stone floor. He was the one who had to practically be 
dragged kicking and screaming into accepting his need for it, but no 
one except Techno would ever know it looking at him. He took to 
using it so quickly one could have thought he’d had it for decades- it 
took all of a week for it to become an odd extension of the man 
himself. 


An ivory, raven headed, violently aggressive extension. No 
unassuming ankle, creaky barrel, or uncooperative door was safe 


from the Angel’s percussive wrath. 


Techno wasn’t sure what he’d expected, but he can’t pretend he’s 
surprised. 


“Nothin’ wrong with a little paranoia,” he lazily reassures. “It’s not like 
I’ve turned into a netherhopper while you weren't looking, anyways. | 
understand, like, maybe half the nonsense in this station.” He points 
to a series of odd, long, vaguely arm level strips running along the 
wall. “Like this? What even is this? | don’t even know what it’s for.” 


Philza, full of earthly wisdom, takes the distraction easily, leaning 
forward to squint at it. “That’s one of those traveler’s beds.” 


“That is not a bed, that is a pile of nonsense stuck in a wall.” 


Philza turns slightly in his seat to knock against the wall in question. 
“Still a bed. It is in the wall, though.” 


“This feels terribly impractical.” 


“They're just usin’ the magic in the thing to make free respawn points 
without needing the ground space. You know respawning in the 
Nether is basically begging for a player to get spawncamped to 
death.” 


Techno lets out a contemplative noise. “So, then the different beds in 
the wall are what, different... thresholds, was that the word?” 


“Respawn thresholds, yeah.” Philza points to the different bed colors. 
“If ’'m remembering the colors they like, | think this one is a certain 
level of blood loss, this other one needs a broken bone. That one on 
the farthest end won't take ya for anything less than a canon life, and 
this other one here basically only needs a papercut.” 


“Ah, the coward’s option.” 


Philza hisses with amusement. “I’m pretty sure that’s just so scouts 
can report back real fast. They don’t keep much valuables on them 
so they've got nothin’ to lose in transfer. Just knick themselves on a 
rock and boosh, gone.” 


Techno pauses. “Then... why didn’t you use them that first time we 
met? You were pretty, uh- pretty close to death, you know.” 


Philza giggles uneasily. “Funny story, that.” 


“What, was the bed broken or something?” Philza simply snickers 
again, and Techno frowns. “Philza. | feel like you’re trying to avoid 
telling me something very stupid or very upsetting. Which one is it?” 


“In my defense, | hadn’t been planning on wandering off as bad as | 
did-” 


“I see, you are a clown.” 


“Tch- it’s not like- it’s not like | really thought | wouldn’t get hurt, | 
just-” Philza’s voice cuts out as his eyes meet Techno’s. He looks 
back down at the cane in his hand. “-well.” He sighs. “Bein’ honest. 
Back then, | just wasn’t too fussed over if | got hurt or not. Or, well, 
died ... or not.” 


“Ah. | see.” 


“It’s not like | was trying to off myself or anything!” Philza adds a tick 
too quickly. “But- | guess | was kind of going through some shit. And 
those days it kind of felt like I’d lived too long anyways, if you could 
even Call it living.” He leans back. “There wasn’t anything to really 
stick around for. So if | died...” 


The wistful edge of his resting smile falls wnen he looks- he must 
have seen something in Techno’s face. 


“It's not like that anymore,” Philza soberly insists. He even sounds 
like he means it. “Shit’s different now.” He punctuates his insistence 
by striking his cane on the floor. “I’ve got things to stick around for.” 


“Like?” Techno gently asks. 


“Ah, you know.” Philza waves his hands flippantly. “Flat bread is 
pretty pog. Girls are pretty sometimes.” 


Techno snorts. “The two sole joys in life, bread and women. That’s 
why I’ve never seen a lady at your arm longer than a week.” 


“| said sometimes. | know what I’m about. Besides! There’s always, 
uh- other... other stuff to stick around for.” 


“What, sandwiches?” 


Philza lets out an awkward trill. “Well, |- um-” There’s a rosiness on 
his cheeks that creeps on his antlers, visible even past the 
perpetually unknowable shadow of his face as his voice trails off. 
“...YOu.” 


Oh. 


Huh. 


Alright. 


I’m so good at words, Techno mentally insists. / swear. 


The brief silence is broken by another one of Philza’s knee-jerk 
laughs until it gets interrupted by a hiccup as he thumps his chest. 
“Gods, look at the time. We gotta get a proper move on.” 


“Right.” Techno holds out his hand. “Can’t be late for the train. We'd 
be stuck for clicks.” 


“Mm. Wouldn’t want that.” Philza takes the offered hand, crashing 
gently into Techno’s shoulder as he stands. “Come on, then. Let’s 


go.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


(on the train) 

techno: 

philza: 

techno: so is that your way of saying you want me to be a baker 
or 

philza: (wheezes) 


9. I'm Just Saying, | Probably Deserved It 
Summary for the Chapter: 
A tensely relieved reunion. 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 


deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


Techno’s expression freezes. 


“What are you eyein’, mate?” 


The piglin sticks his arm out as he leans forward, head still turned to 
something Philza hasn’t quite caught onto yet. “Get up.” 


Philza takes the free foothold, easily settling onto Techno’s shoulder 
like he has a hundred times before. “Not complaining about the lift, 
but what’s going-” 


LOOK OUT 
LOOK OUT 


LOOK OUT 
LOOK OUT 


He instinctively follows the cry of his murder, a light screech caught 
in his throat as he snaps his wings open around them both, just in 
time to break the flight of a crossbow’s bolt. 


Techno stomps down with prejudice on the stirrup of his own 
horrifyingly large crossbow, whirling around to fire a shot in the 
direction of their would-be attacker. Philza tries not to flap around too 
much at the sudden movement. 


The chaos stops. Techno’s dogs growl with anticipation as the man 
himself stands tense, ears cocked for the slightest change. 


A loud bark echoes behind a basalt pillar. Techno tilts his head and 
quiets the noise of his dogs, before rearing up to full height and 
making a booming answer back, two quick noises in Succession. 


A loud, sputtering chuff answers it before falling silent. 


A silence slowly getting filled by a chorus of even more hound-like 
sounds, which was steadily getting closer. 


-<>Y<>- 


“O-ho-ho-okay.” Philza lifts the veil of his sunhat, clicking antlers 
matched by the nervous noise of his crows as he stands at his 
perch. “Gonna need an honest answer real quick. Are we about to 
get jumped?” 


“If you keep showing off your face, we definitely will be.” Techno 
snaps on his mask, apprehension disappearing behind an 
unreadable wall of gilded netherite. “Stay up there and keep watch, 
’ll- Pll have to do the talking here.” 


Philza cringes with a sympathetic hiss. “Blessed be.” 


The two dogs pace protectively around them as Techno lowers his 
head in concentration. 


There’s five or six piglins heading their way. His longsword hums 
with enchantment under his hand. 


He’s lost his qualms about killing others long, long ago, but he’d 
much prefer not to baptise Orphan’s Path on the blood of piglins. 


They're dressed in black tunics and golden arm-guards, the 
hallmarks of patrolling passels. 


A stout sow greets them with gruff, graveled Khorsh. “Stag outsider, 
look to our sounder. What say you?” 


“lam stag, spoken well of your honored dam. | bring fair gold and fair 
passage.” 


“You carry an outworlder upon your saddled shoulder,” the passel 
sow notes shrewdly. “Do you travel freely, stag?” 


Techno feels Philza’s foot talons curl uneasily into his shoulder at the 
unfamiliar harshness of Khorsh language. He lays a bracing hand on 
the elytron’s leg. “He is my friend. We go where we please.” 


The sow steps back, muttering amongst her passel as they convene 
on the new information. 


“Techno,” Philza warbles uneasy Script behind his veil. “Are we 
good?” 


“Can you get us out if we aren't?” Techno vaguely asks back. 


“Y-yeah.” 


“Then we're good either way. We're fine.” 


Philza hums uncertainly, taloned hands curling rhythmically into 
Techno’s mane. 


He’s nervous 
Philza Fear? 


Kill the passel. It would be easy. he would not be afraid. 


“Absolutely not,” he mutters in harsh Khorsh under his breath. 


-<>Y<>- 


The group of piglin brutes seems to reach a consensus, with the 
leader stepping forward. Philza stamps down the urge _ to 
compulsively snap his wings while still perched at Techno’s shoulder. 


“wid? Em r-« Teh Madi Siri «i &-«,” the leader 


gravely intones. “F<] WRPrn<ce RNR FN Fl 
QUENT ENCE IE KN DR.” 


“W1<d Wh <e iis,” Techno answers in turn. The brute nods, 
walking away, and Techno moves to follow. 


“Where are we going?” Philza tries not to hiss. 


“The sounder mother isn’t home right now,” Techno responds like 
that answers anything. “Gotta check in with the honored daughter 
and get the okay.” 


There’s a village getting closer, but that isn’t where they head. 
They’re taken off to a small encampment, off to the side. 


“Passel barracks,” Techno fills in. “They won't let us near the village 
until we're cleared.” 


“| made us look weird, didn’t I?” 


“It’s fine.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


When they’re taken to wait in the common house, it takes a bit of 
coaxing to get Philza down on the ground again, but he does sit 


down next to Techno eventually- even if a bit nervously. 


The curtains open to a surprisingly familiar face. 


“Oh. Hello again, sow.” 


Chrysopoeia barges across the floor and swiftly boxes him atop his 
head. “You HORRID OLD STAG!” 


“Jeez,” Techno wheezes, “look to your elder, sow. You’re fit to drive 
me to my grave.” 


“YOU'RE fit to drive me to MINE!” Chrys stomps her hooves against 
the ground. “Il check on the neighboring sounders after you left, and | 
hear you last heard walking into the world doors, never to be seen 
again! For all | knew, you'd taken to rot and died!” 


Techno laughs nervously. “Funny story, that.” 


“I’m glad you're alright, but honestly -” 


-<>9Y<>- 


The, uh- lady (?) dissolves into some kind of exasperated rant that 
Philza’s extremely limited comprehension of Khorsh can’t quite 
parse. 


“Hey,” Philza leans in all sotto voce to Techno, “are we in trouble?” 


“Give her a tock,” Techno flatly responds back. 


“Does this mean we can camp out without getting sniped?” 


“Most likely.” 


” 


“Pog. 


10. You Stumble Over A Word You've Already Forgotten 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Philza is terrible at small talk. 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 


deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


The long and short of it is that they have a place to stay. 


Kind of. 


Maybe. 


As far as Philza can tell. 


At the very least, they have their tent set up and the village they've 
dared to exist in proximity to has decided not to murder them in their 
sleep. (For now.) 


That's the vibe he’s getting. He’s not an expert, he'll admit that much. 


The folks are friendly enough, he thinks. Friendlier than the /ast piglin 
village he remembers with Techno all those decades back, that’s for 
sure, even if he doesn’t know enough about the whole local cultural 
landscape to guess if that’s an achievement or not. 


One of the things Philza is noticing is that Techno is old and that 
matters somehow. There’s a respectful deference extended to older 
piglins of the sounder (yes, that was the word) and it’s given to 
Techno, too. 


Shote. Hog. Boar. Sow. Stag. Sire. Dam. Sounder. They hardly use 
each other’s names, if at all. There’s glimpses of an intricate 
hierarchy, and Techno, whatever he is to these people, seems to 
place at a decent level. It’s just a bit odd that piglins turn out to be so 
complex. 


.. Or maybe Philza’s just got a few passed-down racial prejudices to 
unlearn. Because being surprised that people are people is a bit of a 
weird leap to have to jump in the first place. 


What's more was that the girl that they tended to trail along with 
seems to actually run the tribe. 


Honored daughter, Techno had said. She’s dressed a bit nicer than 
the others- her single sleeved tunic less worn, a red shawl hung 


loosely over her shoulders. She gets to wear a torc made entirely of 
gold, and gold thread on her waistband. There’s even a golden hoof 
cap over one of her fingers, and sizable studs on her wide ears. 


On the younger side, if Philza had to guess. Going by the daughter 
thing, probably the heir to whoever’s properly in charge. 


Her and Techno seem to know each other. She talks to him alot and 
it's weird. 


Or maybe piglins are just like that and Philza’s being weird. Don’t be 
weird. 


Greedy! Chatters laughs at his arm. Greedy, greedy Philza! 


He lightly baps the daring little bastard with the raven head of his 
cane. “Shut the fuck up.” 


The other crows cackle at their unfortunate member. Belt, belt, belt! 


Philza sighs and hopes how done with it all he is doesn’t show too 
much on his face. 


“You talk nothing very lots.” 


A startled chirp flies out of him. “I’m sorry?” 


Techno huffs a laugh. “She’s asking why you’re so quiet.” 


The sow(?) lightly slaps Techno’s arm with some disagreeing 
Khorsh. “Not say nothing. Says to nothing. Fi<«E-« Fel 
«IT tr WK <7 FT CT.” 


“Oh. She’s asking why you’re talking to yourself.” 


“?’m not!” Philza huffs, sticking his cane out to point at the trio of 
Chatters. “They're being little shits again! Uh...” He clicks uncertainly. 


“Like... F<) Wr Trt <]... -« «I BF <1,” he hesitantly offers. 


She blinks. Then turns to Techno. 


“Khorsh like skull broken child. You teach bad.” 


“O. €<) Erle F«eNmn® «ir iwe-<«<dn<-.” Techno smiles 
caustically. “~« Fy EN Wh Wy <i NNT KET <i QE, BENT EN” 


The sow barks a laugh. “Child man.” 


“Are you making that dumbass child stomach joke again?” 


“Ah, he’s learning,” Techno drily quips. 


“Angered child man.” The sow giggles. 


Philza mantles his wings with mock rage. “Get out of my sight, you 
ingrates.” He prods at Techno’s ribs with his cane. “Go wrestle 
hoglins or whatever the fuck you keep getting up to at this click. I’m 
not bailing you out for being late to your thing.” 


The sow gives a look between Techno and Philza. “Wait. 
TEN WIE <TIE «<1 2” 


“-C ALEC WIE<] =,” Techno answers back, as_ if correcting 
something. He sputters at Philza’s unceasing cane assault. “I’m 
going, I’m going. Play nice while I’m gone, young man.” 


Philza scoffs harshly as Techno walks away. 


Which coincidentally leaves him alone with the sow he’s just now 
realizing is taller than him. (Piglins. They are tall. Why must life be 
cruel in this way?) 


The sow giggles at him again. “Warped stag, 
<1 <i KI HEV TY Mt ry TE <1, looove.” 


| what for Techno- 


“Hey, hey, hold on there, sow, I-” Wow! Good gods! Words, come 


back! Thoughts would be nice, too! “jr F'-« TE) F-" Philza hopes 
he isn't as red as he feels as he laughs nervously. “I think we’re 


havin’ a bad translation here.” 


“No no, | correct.” The sow nods to herself all smug and everything. 
“Big stag. Very brave.” 


“l feel like something very strange is being implied and | don’t know 
enough about Khorsh to dispute it.” 


“Need third?” 


Oh, Prime | have maybe 25% of an idea of what we’re even talking 
about right now. “Ah- well- thank... you? But it’s alright with just the 
two of us and-” 


His brain starts to catch up with exactly what he’s probably refuting. 
Oh dear, oh wow that’s weird, that makes him feel weird- 


“lll have to respectfully decline.” 


The sow snorts with amusement. “Okay, warped stag. Other time.” 


As she heads off for her own business, Chatters predictably 
dissolves into chaos all over again. 


Hah! Belt 


Verbal beltza 


Girly had a crush! Crush on the DADS 


DENIED 


“Denied-” Philza’s eyes shutter. “Denied what? What did-” 


I'll have to respectfully decline. 


“_..| didn’t say that.” Philza sucks in a bracing breath. “Oh, | definitely 
did not say that, what the fuck?” 


You seemed like you needed a little help, Angel. 


Philza’s antlers swivel harshly with a bone-clicking sound. He knows 
that... voice? Presence. 


“Hello, m'lady,” he barely dares to whisper. 


You do still know me! She sounds pleased to realize it. We’ve 
never tried this while you were awake. | was a little nervous. 
You did say there was a chance you wouldn't remember. 


It’s concerningly easy to lean back up on his cane and wander off 
elsewhere, pretending to talk to Chatters like normal. “Did | say 
that?” 


| wouldn’t be in here if you hadn’t left the doors open for me, 
She coyly points out. 


SHE 
She! 


Prebby,,, 
MUMZA 
Mumza? 


OH MUMZA POG? 


“Oh, so you lot are hearing this, too,” Philza idly notes. “I was 
wondering if you would.” (He was?) “Guess we'll keep track of that.” 


And | can hear them just fine, too. That’s adorable. 


Philza chuckles lightly, shyly tucking down his hat a little more. “If 
you say so, m'lady.” 


He can almost see her, like a ghost at the edge of his eyes. Trying to 
look at the apparition head-on makes the edge of his antlers ring in 
an odd way. 


“So, then... that was you that cut in when | was talking to that girl.” 


Just a bit. The veiled face of Her apparition turns towards him and 
blinks. Should | have not? 


Philza makes a non-committal noise. “Maybe only do that if you need 
to talk to someone.” 


| guess that’s more polite. 


Philza cringes with embarrassment. “Ah, skies. You came all this 
way and | forgot about it. | didn’t get anything ready. |’m horrid at this 
angel stuff, aren’t 1?” 


| don’t mind a /ittle horrid, She laughs. I’m still here and | came 
all this way. Show me around. 


Philza taps his cane on the ground and smiles. “As you wish, 
m'lady.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Her: haha wouldn't it be weird if i could just hop into your body 
philza, dreaming, functionally as self aware as a sleepwalker: 
you are so right we should test that out some time. i will totally 
remember agreeing to this 


(reminder that the cuneiform font used here is translatable to 
latin alphabet if you're brave enough, but it's not necessary to 
simply enjoy) 


11. The Angel Of Death Has No Face 
Summary for the Chapter: 
The hazards of an angel at the dinner table. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 
deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


The entire sounder and then some, maybe even the other ones that 
made up the collective tribe, started to loiter around a central hearth. 


A large (read: colossal) pot simmers with a broth of ghast blubber. 
Elsewhere, there’s a whole hoglin, freshly unearthed from the large 
pit of hot basalt that’s been simmering for clicks, cooking the unruly 
mixture of meat and the mushrooms to the kind of perfection Techno 
had almost forgotten could exist. 


The sounder mother barks to the sounder, pounding strongly at her 
chest with a callused hand. 


“Look to your elder!” When she feels the gaze of the crowd on her, 
she smiles, almost, opening her arms back to them in turn. “Look to 
your sounder.” She raises her hands upward, layers of golden 


bangles rattling. “Look to our mother of mothers, presiding in gold 
above, that sees fit to bless us with fair food and fair company. It is 
our honor.” 


The sounder bows their heads. “It is our honor.” 


“It is our honor,” Techno mutters closely behind. 


The honored dam claps her hands, and the unspoken spell is 
broken. Everyone rustles to life, passing around bowls of clay and 
crimson and warpwood. 


“| feel like | missed something,” Philza whispers beside him. “ls today 
super important, or...” 


“Heh?” Techno chuffs. “Ah, nah. This is business as usual. Everyone 
just flocks together when there’s enough to share.” 


Philza chuckles at a small drift of shotes already attacking the fatty 
cheeks of the unearthed hoglin. “It does look like they’re being 
generous about portions.” 


“What can | say? Piglins like to flex. You aren’t rich unless you can 
share with others.” 


“Huh.” Philza looks at the gathering with a new kind of respect. 
“That’s- that’s actually kind of nice. In a way.” He ducks his head. “If 
that’s not weird to say.” 


“It is pretty nice,” Techno wistfully agrees. 


He tears out a little section of mushrooms and hoglin for himself and 
notes the smell of Overworld spices- the very ones he'd flippantly 
offered as trade just this last clock, now offered in a meal intended to 
share with him and everyone else here. It makes his heart hurt in 
some sad, aching way. 


Techno looks away from his plate of confusing emotions, eyes 
drifting over the crowd. He notices the sounder mother’s gaze on 
him, even as her head is turned toward some other elder. 


“Can | even eat half of this?” Philza jokes next to him. “Not that it 
doesn’t look great! But seeing the stuff you think is food makes me 
kinda squint at all this.” 


“Sounder food is made easy to eat and for everyone to share. Even 
the children and child stomached can survive.” 


“| have a perfectly reasonable stomach,” Philza insists as he picks 
out food with decidedly less hesitance than before. “You are a 


walking smelter. An outlier should not be counted.” 


“Buddy, | don’t know how to tell you this, but you are currently 
surrounded by walking smelters.” 


“Why isn’t your friend eating?” Chrys’ voice mumbles at his side. 
“Mom’s gonna be so mad, guests refusing food like that.” 


“He is small and eats like a child,” Techno reassures. “Give him a bit, 
he'll figure it out.” 


Chrys snorts. “We give him the children’s table.” 


“As he deserves,” Techno gravely intones. 


Chrys’ smile trails off. “It's not just that. Mom’s grumpy about him, 
something about him being... faceless?” She shrugs. “The priest and 
her have been talking about it all through watch. Do you get what 
they’re on about?” 


Ah. 


That. 


That... might be a problem. 


Techno lets out a huffing sigh. “Oh, joy.” 


“Technooooo,” Philza turns back around with a hiss as he returns, 
“are you Calling me a kid over there again?” 


“No, I’m calling you a child,” Techno immediately deflects. 


“Tall child,” Chrys brashly cuts as she switches to Script. “Tall old 
child. Need child table but worry he does not fit for too tall and will hit 
other child with the-” Chrys hesitates. “-the... chankla.” 


Philza raises his eyebrows. “The what now?” 


“Long bone chankla to walk.” 


Techno frowns even as the smile pulls past his tusks. “Sow, that is a 
cane.” 


“Chankla. That is word now.” 


“?’m sure,” Techno indulgently smiles. As Philza wanders off again to 
find somewhere to sit, Techno drops back to Khorsh. “We don’t want 
to interrupt the dinner. We'll wait for everyone to have a first piece 
before finding your dam.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Chrys finds the warped stag looking over a pile of gold left 
precariously on the forge, the weird shadowy ghast-striders that 
always hung around him trying to figure out a way to pick it up. 


“Child man stealing? Is what | see?” 


“lam trying to stop the little bastards from stealing, to be perfectly 
honest,” the branch-faced man insists in Script. 


Chrys exactly understands 20% of that. Yep. Bastard. That is a word 
that she has now heard. 


“Need with Mother now.” She tries in Script, the words still a little 
fiddly in her mouth. “Unhappy.” 


“Oh.” Curling claws (like an enderman’s) tap a rhythm on his cane. 
“Did we do something?” 


Chrys makes an uncertain noise in her teeth. “Il don’t know.” 


The warped stag hums. “Did you get Techno already?” 


“Only you.” 


And it’s not that he looks nervous. More like anything that could have 
been an emotion in his body disappears entirely. The closed smile 
on his face is delightfully blank. 


“We should get Techno,” he says. “I’m not gonna know what 


anyone's sayin’. 


— 
cP 


Chrys snorts. “F<! <i «TW ET] TY Fil Wn T= <I,” she corrects, as futile as 
the effort is. “She will want anyway. This is fine.” 


It’s not hard to find the old stag anyway. He’s sat on his heels in front 
of a circle of shotes who stand mystified as he explains the golden 
hearts inset on his bare wrists. The warped stag averts his eyes with 
raised brows when he catches sight of the marks. 


The old stag’s mouth flattens behind his mask when he sees the two. 


“So, we're doing this now.” He braces his knees with a low grunt as 
he stands. “Okay.” 


He mutters some Script assurance to the warped stag, but he seems 
resigned- to what, Chrys doesn't quite know. 


Mother and the priest Albedo are sharing identical frowns. 


“Friend of stag outsider,” Mother flatly intones. “Show me your face.” 


The stag stiffens and slumps with a hissing sigh. He says something 
to the warped stag, who confusedly lifts the veil of his hat. 


“All of it,” Rubedo adds. 


Taloned hands twitch at the green striped brim of a hat. The 
branches of his face move and shift as though they were alive, and 
Chrys realizes as he slides his hat off the branches like clothes on a 
hanger that those things are attached to his face. 


And his face. 


It’s... 


..It is impossible to describe. Impossible to Know. Impossible to see 
or remember in any shape or form. It’s like a blank shadow of 
nothing, a void staring back past golden lashes and lapis eyes more 
animal than man. There’s a face, but he doesn’t have a face he 
doesnt have a face- 


The warped stag puts his hat back on. His mouth is set into a flat line 
that twists the mole on his face, and his cheeks are colored with 
some foreign emotion before he hides himself behind his veil 
entirely. She doesn’t know quite what he whispers, but the tone is 
clear enough. 


I’m sorry. 


-<>Y<>- 


They’re fighting. He thinks. He’s not sure. There’s definitely some 
accusatory words being thrown around, but Techno is holding his 
ground. 


(For now.) 


Chatters nudges at his face, making little shushing noises. /t’s okay, 
it’s okay. 


WE’RE GONNA DIE! another Chatters cries. OH GODS, OH FUCK, 
WE’RE GONNA DIE! 


WE’LL DIE WE’RE DEAD THEY'LL KILL US 
EAT US 


PHIL’S GONNA DIE AND THEN TECHNO’S GONNA DIE 
AND DEAD DEAD DEAD DEAD, 


It’s okay, the one by his face still stubbornly insists, gently scratching 
the feathers at his ears with its beak. Shh, shh. It’s okay, Phil, it’s 
Okay. 


We're gonna dI-i-i-i-e 


Philza laughs uneasily, gripping his cane tighter. “Make up your mind 
before my head splits in half, Chatters,” he wheezes under his 
breath. 


He could just run. It would be easy. Easier than easy, what with all 
the rising air in the Nether. And he could run, but Techno can’t and 
that fucking matters, so he won't. 


So, he waits. He waits past tense words and crows screaming 
panicked words only he can hear, but he waits. 


The older piglin barks a command. 


Several piglins- brutes? No, passel/, his mind provides- amble closer. 


Techno’s voice gains a flat edge, the one he reserved as a 
commander for frustrating soldiers and messengers. One hand rests 
on the hilt of his sword- not quite drawing it, not quite letting it rest. 
Philza, for his part, is already pondering the sword nested inside his 
cane. He’s quite familiar with how piglins fight, thanks to his friend. 


He should be panicking, but he’s not. There’s an odd ring at the 
edge of his antlers, a creeping red tunnel in his vision. His murder 
turns shrewd gazes at the gathered number and he wonders, briefly, 
how many of them he could take down first before Techno would get 
upset- 


-and the shouting dies down. They aren't fighting anymore. The two 
aged piglins exchange a few more pointed words in his direction and 
Techno claps a hand on his shoulder with a noncommittal growl in 
return. 


Him and Techno are walking away now. Okay. No fight, then. Philza’s 
eye twitches, and the ringing red sensation recedes. He tries to will 
his wings to relax. 


“The priest sussed you out,” Techno says without prompting. “Caught 
on that you were a god.” Golden eyes flicker briefly down to Philza 
behind the shadow of their mask. “Your face did you in.” 


“Oh. Yeah, that would do it, wouldn't it?” 


There was a reason he put a veil over his hat as soon as he could. 
The staring, he just- he just didn’t like it. It was easier on mortal 
minds, when they had little things like hats and veils to excuse the 
shadow they couldn't take off his face. 


(Easier on himself whenever he has to catch his own reflection in 
anything.) 


“It’s fine, though,” Techno goes on. “I got ‘em off your back.” 


“What did you say to manage that?” 


“That you were my friend before you were ever a god. | promised.” 


Philza’s laugh is almost wistful this time as he curls his free hand 
around Techno’s arm. “Aw, mate.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


the "hot rocks in a pit" cooking in this chapter is called hangi 
falrisesi tells me it slaps 


12. When | Was Young 
Summary for the Chapter: 
The Truth as it is known. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 
deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


Breakfast was a much tenser affair than dinner. Philza feels almost 
the entire gaze of the sounder on him. At least Chrys (Techno finally 
told him her name) seems to be politely ignoring him. 


He could be misreading the entire thing, of course. Once again, not 
an expert. But there is definitely a tenseness from the elders and it’s 
trickling down the ranks at least a little, even if the... exact reasons 
for it don’t seem to have been shared. 


Techno seems to be fine with it, or at least unsurprised. 


Philza could just be a paranoid bastard. Maybe. Probably. The fact 
that he has a nebulously infinite amount of crows shouting his own 
thoughts at him like a living echo chamber probably doesn’t help. 


He has no concept of how to address this and no idea if he should. 
He will just sit here and feed his birds and pretend this is fine. 


The sounder mother huffs. “F<! <7 <i WEN WM ME<), RNR 
EEN) EWI -« CU St Bn ye?” 


“N= eM WEN We ir <I,” Techno answers. “Wr 1 << «lh WT <] 
PIT EC WED, BT EEN WEN Wy EWEN ET.” 


“Am | getting called a child again?” Philza drily asks. “I think I’m 
hearing age words.” 


“You're getting called an old man, do keep up.” 


Philza does not hit Tecchnoblade’s kneecaps with his cane. He is 
simply a feeble old man and his hands aren't what they used to be. /t 
could have happened to anyone. 


EPern< med, «iM <€.” 


“Oh, that.” Techno hums. “FCN EI «KPPeds« 
Wr le <] -«.” 


The piglins stares get even more intense- even Chrys is staring now. 
“Child god?” she mumbles. 


“You said you were calling me old!” Philza cries out as he jostles 
Techno’s arm. “Why am | hearing people call me a baby again?” 


“Sounds like you just need to get good at Khorsh,” Techno snorts 
amusedly. “They are asking how long have you been a god.” 


“Ah.” Philza chuckles. “Fuck, | am a god toddler, | guess. Aye, that’s 
cursed.” 


“HK ETT iF?” 


The question is directed at Philza, but Techno answers it with his 
own vague redirections, a gesturing in his hands as if he were 
walking through something. Which, fair enough, Philza does not 
know what the fuck he got asked, but still. He’s getting talked all over 
and it sucks! 


He'd at least like to know what's being said about him. 


He could ask Techno about it afterwards, but it’s just not the same. 


Aw, you’re pouting. 


Philza compulsively curls into himself with a slight shiver before 
snapping back to attention. Chills, every time! He’s got to learn to be 
less obvious about that. “Mornin’, m’lady,” he whispers under his 
breath. “Or as close as it gets here.” 


There’s a phantom sensation of someone else’s head leaning on his 
own. | could help you listen. 


“Why's that?” 


There’s a distinct impression of a smile. | think it would be funny. 


“Your amusement gets way too much mileage out of me for my own 
good,” Philza flatly notes. 


Chrys pokes Phil in the stomach. “Talks nothing again.” 


Philza lightly nudges her hand away with the raven’s head of his 
cane, looking up to the vague image of his lady hovering about with 
private amusement. “Either | keep this up and look like a crazy 
person-” 


Why ever would that happen? 


“-or | take the offer and look like even more of a maniac.” 


I’m not hearing a no, She insists. 


Philza scoffs, flicking an idle ear, and that’s permission enough. 


A lo 


A voice of an elder suddenly drifts to clarity. “You have to agree he’s 
a bit hard to look at.” 


Techno makes a noncommittal noise. “He has nice eyes and nice 
colors. The gold is easy to look at.” 


“If anything the gold makes it creepier-” 


The sounder mother slams her hand on the ground. “He should not 
be here. | do not care that he is your friend.” 


“Oh dear, they do all hate me,” Philza thinks he might have said. 
“That’s awkward.” 


Haha. Whoops. He was not expecting to be able to talk. 


Techno might be raising his eyebrows under his mask. Oh dear. This 
is going to be a falk later, Philza can tell. 


“And now he speaks! | thought he was illiterate!” The priest shouts. 


“| probably still am, with my luck.” Philza smacks his cane into 
the floor. “Might as well make the most out of this divine 
accident while we can.” He lifts his veil as he leans to the priest. 
“You- you’ve got a special little hate for me, it looks like. Gotta 
admit, I’m curious.” 


He’s not sure if he’s being more or /ess rude than he usually feels. 
Either way, it’s colored with something different than himself as Her 
words weave through his own to create understanding. 


“You are a threat to us all, child god. That is why | have a little hate 
for you.” 


Philza raises an eyebrow. “If l’ve done something, I’m sorry. But | 
don’t know what exactly.” 


Techno freezes and looks to Philza, even as he spares his words for 
the priest instead. “You- you can't pin that on him, elder, it was 
before his time.” 


“Then he should be told!” the priest grins caustically. “Let him know 
the sin of his brethren.” 


“Albedo! That is enough.” Chrys shouts. 


“Chrysopoeia, look to your elder.” The sounder mother commands. 
“He understands for now, and so he will be told- he will know and 
that is final.” 


Techno’s ear flicks with a new nervousness. “What do you want, 
Philza?” 


Philza tilts his head. “Would | know any other way?” 


Techno’s expression hardens somewhat as he considers the 
question. “No. Probably not. And it’s not- it’s not something you'd 
want to hear from me.” 


“Tell me.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Look to your elder. Look to our stories. 


Take it promised, the Truth as it is known- there once were gods. 


Gods of forest, gods of crimson, gods of stone and gold and quartz. 
Gods of lava seas and their striders, gods of shrines, gods sunk into 
the very salt of the earth and from their rivers of fire and blood there 
was life. 


A truth given to me that | did not live to see- there once were 
bastions. 


A painful angry truth that in the age of gods, we did not hunger. We 
did not huddle with our sounders, struggling for life. Once, all 
sounders were rich with wealth and we accepted life with generously 
open arms. 


We were rich when the hellmouths came. When the earth sprouted 
obsidian eyes and wept devils out of them. 


They sent the mortals first, waves of diamond tipped weapons and 
armor breached our homes. They pillaged the sacred temples, 
creating horrific fortresses of twisted soil, piling them high above the 
lakes like parasites piercing skin. 


The Truth is given that our people were so strong we were a sounder 
of sounders, come together as one to fight against the invaders. 


Our covenant, so says the truth, was stronger still than their greed. 
We drove them back to the hellmouths from whence they came. 


Do not ask me why it is we followed them through, for that Truth is 
long since eaten. Be it curiosity or vengeance, we followed. 


And the gods of those cursed lands retaliated. 


They bolstered the remains of the invaders and attacked our own 
divinity. 


At first, we did not fear. Until we learnt a terrible truth, that they were 
many. Floods of them, like insects glowing with the power of their 
gods. 


Our kingdoms fell, our gods killed and scattered across the land, our 
people slaughtered and impaled on spikes of dead Overworld. 


But even still there is another truth, that even this was almost a 
blessing compared to what they would do next. 


Take it as promised, the Truth as it is known- the anger of the gods 
may yet match their greed. 


These Overworld gods flittered into our lands and they cursed us all, 
careless even of their own mortals, prophets, or godkin caught in the 
crossfire. 


Their truth was Rot. 


Death and yet not. Dead in body, yet our spirits chained ever 
screaming. Some that were immune tried to run through the obsidian 
eyes, but they came back with the same fate. Bodies falling apart, 
rotting from the inside out. 


Our remaining gods melted like slag in body and soul. What little still 
left of them spilled their divine flesh across the lakes and lands, 
sinking down into the very root of the worldspawn. Their corpses lay 
on our land infecting the sands, the creatures, even the soil. 


There were gods, once. 


They are all the past. 


They are all dead. 


Our divine mother was the only one unscathed. For the world is cruel 
and it will not love you, but the sounder forever will, and there is no 
fire or ruin or divine damnation that will ever unwind it. 


We have no armies. Our castles razed. 


We have no vengeance but this last truth- we lived. 


-<>Y<>- 


“But-” Philza frowns, antlers pulling back with his disbelief. “-why 
would- no, no, they wouldn’t have-” 


He doesn’t know what this current of dawning horror belongs to- his 
Lady or himself. 


“They- we can’t have just...” He smothers their shared words in 
his mouth. “No, no, no, they couldn’t have.” 


“It is long been unseen,” the priest says, “but such is the Truth as it 
was given by our elders, and their elders before them.” 


“That was-” He feels the thread of Her words leave him with his 
own voice falling back to Script. “-but it was stories. Fables. Things 
can get- they get /ost. Changed, right?” He looks helplessly to 
Techno. “No one could have actually...” 


But there is no reassurance on his friend’s face, none that could be 
visible behind his mask. Only distant remembrance. 


“Hold close the truth and never forget it,” Techno sadly recites. “As of 
my sire and his sire before him.” His head bows with resignation. 
“There were gods when | was young.” 


13. You Cry. 


Summary for the Chapter: 


(Because if you don't, who will?) 


“So,” Techno inevitably asks when they retire to their tent, “you 
wanna tell me who | was talking to at breakfast?” 


“It was me,” Philza insists. “It was still me.” 


“But?” Techno presses. 


“There’s, uh-” Philza fidgets. “There’s a... Lady. In my head.” 


Techno hums, taking out a needle and thread as he inspects a tear 
on his cloak. “Go on.” 


“| started seein’ Her in my sleep, | think. After the whole...” Philza 
gestures vaguely at his antlers. “Stuff. | hardly even thought She was 
real- dreams, you know? But now She’s-” he sputters a brief laugh. “- 
well, She’s real alright. Pops into my head.” 


“And takes over your body.” 


“It was still me, | think. Just with extra stuff.” 


Techno’s mask is off, and Philza can see the frown on his thick 
brows as his mouth pulls into a flat line. “Hmm.” 


Philza runs his hands through his hair. “You could- you could 
probably talk to Her. If you wanted.” 


“Nah,” Techno refuses all too quickly, “I wanna talk to you.” 


“Oh.” 


They’re silent for a while. 


Milky golden eyes shine dimly in the shade of the tent. “You’re 
upset.” 


“A bit,” Philza tries not to chirp. 


A blink. “Do you want to talk about it?” 


Fighting the shame of admitting it, Philza mutely shakes his head. 


Techno doesn’t push it like Philza thought he might. “Anything | can 
do about it?” Philza silently opens his arms, and Techno’s eyes 
soften. “Okay.” Techno takes his glasses off. “| can do that. Get over 
here.” 


It’s probably not the usual hug Techno was probably expecting. It’s 
this awkward clinging thing where Philza pushes Techno’s stupid 
gigantic piglin head onto his shoulder and his wings blanket the both 
of them like a damn vice. It probably doesn’t help how much bigger 
Techno is, even with the both of them sat down like this. 


Techno’s hair has been getting longer, as curled as it is. Philza 
should braid it sometime. That would be nice. 


He feels a laugh rumble down into his bones. “Do | even get to ask?” 
Techno drily says. 


“| just- I’m sorry,” Philza whispers into his friend’s fur. “I’m... so, So 
sorry.” 


Techno stills in his hold. 


“That war was a long, long time ago,” Techno murmurs. “Long before 
either of us. It wasn’t you.” 


“| know.” 


“Then you know you don’t need to apologize.” 


“Someone has to. And they’re all too fucking dead to be sorry about 
it, and everyone who isn’t ain’t ever gonna give an ounce of fucking 
regret. So, /’msorry.” Philza leans into the curling wave of Techno’s 
mane. “You never deserved it. None of it. Not now, not ever.” 


Techno’s voice almost wavers. “You can’t decide that.” 


“Yes, | fucking can,” Philza stubbornly answers back. “Who’s gonna 
stop me, God?” 


Techno snorts a bubbling laugh. Philza feels an oversized snout root 
into his hair with a shake that rattles down the strong weathered 
arms that so carefully avoid his wings. 


And they stay like that for a while. No talking, no anything, they 
simply are. 


It's the strangest thing. 


In all the years they'd known each other, it was the first time Philza 
had ever heard Techno cry. 


14. My Eternity 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Who would want to live forever? 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 
deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 

(don't worry it's like one word and that's it) 


It is his own fault for forgetting his place. Or rather, the place he was 
in. 


The village wasn’t safe, per se- what place could be? But it had 
been... less stressful than others. It had been kind, and Techno had 
not known piglin kindness in a long, long time. Maybe it made him 
become careless. 


It wasn’t as though he had taken to preaching in the streets! He'd 
only left a few stray bells at his wrist while he played his violin. There 
was not always the time or means to pray, and action itself could be 
prayer if one took the necessary steps. 


He rather likes his violin. He likes to play it and tune it and care for it, 
and he’s gotten rather good at that. As violent minded as the chorus 
could be, they were mostly just tryhards- they had an absolute riot 
seeing him be good at anything. 


Even if they were a little aggressive about their song requests. 


Fall 
Fallen kingdom 
You know that one- the one with the OH-o-O-OH-OH 


! used to ruauuuuuuuuuuUUUUUUUUUUUUTle the world 


“You always ask for that,” Techno complains as he wracks his 
memory anyway. “Clowns, all of you.” 


It's not like the chorus requests bad songs. They just have 
predictable taste. He wonders, sometimes, if the repetitiveness is 
from sheer boredom or a function of their immortal perception. (And 
here he is, entertaining it all, nonetheless. Such is faith.) 


And he plays. He plays war and nostalgia and castle ruins and 
rusted crowns, and for all this song is so human in origin, it rings far 
too familiar. 


“My gods,” Albedo whispers from a sudden place beside him. “You’re 
a soulsinger. | never thought I'd see the day.” 


Technoblade freezes. 


“| don’t know what you’re talking about,” Techno haltingly lies. 


“| never saw it in my lifetime, of course,” the priest admits, “but my 
elder taught me of those prayers you would place on your bells.” 


“And what, you’re going to kill me about it?” Techno resignedly 
guesses. 


The priest’s ears pop up with horrified surprise. “I would not dare to 
harm one such as you, soulsinger. It was rare to see one of your 
people even in your days of many.” His aged eyes cloud with 
sadness. “You're the last, aren’t you? Chrysopoeia mentioned what 
became of your sounder.” 


“It was orphans,” Techno recalls. “A whole drove of sounderless 
raiders.” 


Albedo growls with distaste. 


For someone to stay sounderless, long enough to be a true orphan- 
that was a strange fate reserved for those utterly and deliberately 
expelled from their sounders. Abusers, thieves, traitors. People who 
could not and would not be re-accepted. They would band together 
in droves for survival, but they would never be sounder- never to 
each other, never again. 


“They didn’t kill us all, of course,” Techno clarifies. “But after the 
losses we had suffered...” 


Well. Not everyone could handle the ever-increasing brunt of the 
undying chorus. 


“...we were not strong enough. Not anymore.” 


“Ah. My apologies.” 


Techno smiles bitterly. “I've been hearing a lot of that lately. It’s 
getting kind of weird.” 


“| say it to you as one priest to another, soulsinger stag. If there is 
anything | can offer to ease your burden, | will give it. It is a terrible 
thing to bear the weight of one’s faith alone.” 


It almost sounds like a gift. It almost sounds like a favor. 


...He might take it. Maybe. The chorus has been growing loud in a 
very particular direction, and it might do to have some help. 


Or you could just do as you're told 
Technolate. Technolate! 
Stubborn old man 
It'll be easy 
It'll be fun! 
Quite doable for one such as you 


DO IT DOIT DOIT DOIT DOIT DO IT DO IT DOITDOITDOITDOIT 


“lll think on it, priest boar,” Techno neutrally offers. “Thank you for 
your kindness.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Do it 


Do it 


Doooooooo it 


“Absolutely not,” Techno says to nothing as he forages roots. “I don’t 
need it. | don’t even want it.” 


Lies 


Why not? 


“What would | even do with that kind of power?” Techno asks. 


Everything! 
You would be as the gods themselves 
Eternity! 


Vengeance. 


“| don’t have any grudges.” He digs a particularly dense cluster of 
mushrooms out of the soil. “Sorry.” 


You dooo000000 
You DO 
RAGE! ENDLESS RAGE! 


Did you not mourn? Did you not grieve? 


“And | found peace.” 


Lies 
Technolie 
We can feel your anger. 


We are your anger. 


The wooden handle of his digging tool crackles under his grip. 


They left us to rot and die while they claimed the skies! 


The unbroken line of hallowed kings left in shambles! 


BURNED THE BONES OF YOUR FOREFATHERS FOR THE 
CRIME OF GAZING AT THE STARS 


“And what of it?” Techno dares to ask. “It’s already been done! It 
can’t be taken back. We have to live with their consequences.” 


... That was the wrong answer. 


The chorus falls silent. Utterly silent. Deafeningly silent. 


Silent of words, leaving the eternal ringing of their presence to rise 
and rise and rise until his skull feels as though it quakes from it. 


His basket falls as his knees knock gracelessly into the ground, and 
he clutches at his head with growling, heaving breaths, pressing 
down at his ears- an instinctive gesture, utterly futile to a tantrum that 
does not exist anywhere except for within his own mind. 


Pleading for his own pain is useless at this stage. He’s well 
experienced with that. They will not hear him in the throes of their 
own anger. He hangs his head, lets himself fall, and lies there 
defiant, incoherent growls huffing out of his mouth until the chorus 
deigns to notice what they've done. 


Oh 
You’re hurt 
It hurts 
OOP- 
Soundcheck 


Soundcheck 


It's not an apology, it never is, but the ringing subsides as their 
voices grow gentle in pitch. 


In time, he stands, gathering his scattered things and heading back 
towards the distant direction of his tent. 


| ae 


“Use your words, <1 <I! 1 7,” Techno finally says when his brain is 
cooperative enough to form words again. “What would | do with 
vengeance for something long passed?” 


Is it passed? Is it? 
IS IT 


When some of their veteran gods are still free to live without 
regret? 


Techno sighs. “And what, you want me to kill them all?” 


Ye 

Obviously 
The blaaade 

Blade the godslayer 
BLOOD 

BLOOD FOR BLOOD 


Blood for blood, blood for the fallen, blood for the blood of 
gods, BLOOD FOR THE BLOOD GOD 


“And then what?” Techno bitterly asks, frowning as he steels his 
breath. “When you've had your vengeance, and I'm left with the 
power you've shoved down my blood, what becomes of me?” 


Eternity! Eternity for as long as you can keep it! 
An eternity of freedom! 
Freedom for whatever and however you desire! 


Undying. 


He scoffs and keeps walking. 


He chuffs amicably at other piglins as he passes and greets the dogs 
as he returns to the tent. He sets down his forage of roots and 
mushrooms on the low table and unclasps his mask. It’s an 
absolutely unreasonable click right now- at least that’s what it felt 
like, when he’d woken up earlier with the chorus screaming sales 
pitches of a sketchy magical covenant into his head. 


“ve got a friend right there who could give me a hundred reasons 
not to take eternity.” He sinks down to sit on the ground, leaning his 
weary back against the low table. “Bit of a hard sell right there.” 


Is it? 


Philza is still asleep. He’s lied out on his stomach over the blankets, 
as elytron are wont to do. His worldwalking wings drown him in a 
cloak of night, sungold hair spilling like a halo around his head. 


A taloned hand curls toward the empty space that Techno once 
occupied, twitching faintly in time to the beating of a single fragile 
heart beating against an iron-hard wrist. 


Is there truly nothing in this world, a chorus whispers so gently, that 
might be worthy of your eternity? 


15. | love you i love you i love you | LOVE YOU 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(And | love you still.) 


Techno always sounded a little bitter when he talked about the 
Nether. 


Anything and everything about it. One might have thought he hated 
the place altogether. 


But that isn’t quite true, is it? 


They look over the cliff edge of a crimson forest, legs hanging idly 
into the empty as they watch passing striders. He doesn’t look 
happy, per se, but with his mask laid out beside him in the nylium, he 
does look... peaceful, kind of. 


(It’s nice.) 


“You know, a gilt took me on a date to a place like this once when | 
was a barrow.” Techno’s smile is bashfully self-chiding. “ Man, | was 
stupid. | didn’t even know we were dating until she broke up with 


” 


me. 


Philza snorts. “Oh gods- were you, you were already a priest back 
then, right?” He snickers. “Did she just keep showing up to church, 
like, forgive me father, for! am about to sin -” 


Techno wheezes. 


“| can see it,” Philza insists. “| can see you, seeing this girl suddenly 
show up alot to, uh, prayers and confessions whenever you're there, 
and you just sit there with your little bibles and reading glasses like 
praise the gods, amen. ” 


“You’re not too far off,” Techno indulgently concedes. “I didn’t 
really...get why she was always there? And then she broke up with 
me?” 


“Oh, that’s horrible. Poor girl.” Philza pokes at his friend’s shoulder. 
“Any better luck after that or did you just stay stupid forever?” 


“If | had any luck, | am completely unaware of it,” Techno bluntly 
admits. “And | didn’t really try to find any.” 


“Too busy?” 


Techno shrugs. “Never really got around to it, and couldn't tell when 
people were interested so- eh. It's not exactly one of my great 
regrets in life, it’s just how it is. I’m pretty okay with it.” 


Philza casually taps at his own face. “I’m pretty sure Chrys has a 
crush on you. Don’t quote me on that.” 


Techno’s mouth flattens as his eyebrows threaten to disappear into 
his mane with how high they raise. “That sow is young enough to be 
my granddaughter. That is horrifying- ” 


“It is not horrifying-” Philza stutters over his own words. “-okay, 
maybe it kind of is, I’m not an expert-” 


“| think it totally is -” 


“It's probably not that weird if you think about it! Girls get crushes on 
older men sometimes, that’s a thing-” 


The piglin pushes him to the ground before he can stuff his foot in 
his mouth further, which at this point in his weird rambling was 
probably a mercy in disguise. 


“Every single word that comes out of your mouth is a curse upon this 
land,” Techno chuckles. “I do not Know this man. Never speak 


again.” 


“ Nooo...” 


“| don’t know this man,” Techno gravely relays to an audience of 
none. “Gods as my witness. He is shameful and | do not know him.” 


Philza smiles as he lays on the ground with all the grace of a 
murdered corpse. “Ah, you know you love me.” 


Techno blinks. 


Well fuck, Philza realizes. | went and actually said that, didn’t 1? 


It is now time to take a vow of silence and never speak for the rest of 
his life. 


This is a very normal, proportionate, and appropriate response. Yep. 


If the nylium ever gained sentience and spontaneously decided to 
swallow him whole, that would be great. Ideal, even. 


Techno doesn’t even have a witty comment for that. Not even a 
laugh. He just... 


...ne just leans back with this tired chuff and he smiles, like it means 
something and Philza doesn’t quite know what. 


“We had a pretty good run,” Techno muses. 


“Had?” 


Techno doesn't quite lie down next to him. He’s still propped up on 
his elbows, just enough of an advantage to look down at Philza out 
of the corner of his golden eyes. “Looking back, | mean. There’s- 
there’s a lot fo look back at. It’s nice.” 


Philza can’t quite read the odd undertone in those words. He’s not 
sure if he wants to. “If you wanna look at it that way, | guess.” His 
mouth flattens. “Personally, there’s a few sections in there we could 
have gone without.” 


“It's not so bad,” Techno insists. “We were there. Good and bad. 
That’s worth somethin’, | think.” 


Philza laughs nervously. “Haven't even hit the half century mark yet. 
Come on, that’s barely a blink with how stupid ancient we are. You 


sappy old man.” 


“They were the best years of my life.” Techno simply tilts his head. 
“Still are.” 


“Really?” Philza dares to ask, voice far smaller than he’d have 
liked. “Even- even with- with all that bullshit that’s happened in it?” 


“How could it not be?” Techno asks, as if it was the easiest question 
in the world. (Maybe, to him, it is.) “It had you.” 


Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck, FUCK. 


“You-” Oh, gods. Breathe. Don’t die of a fucking heart attack, you 
fragile old man. “-you’re startin’ to freak me out, mate.” 


“It’s okay.” 


(It’s not. Techno looks so happy, white hairs and weathered marks 
and all, and he looks like he might just be happy because of Philza 
and it hurts.) 


“It’s-” Golden eyes flicker with a little too much understanding. “- 
listen, I'm not askin’ for you to say any of it back. Or fee/ any of it 
back.” A short barking laugh. “You know | barely say it most days, 
myself. Just...” He flaps a hand all too flippantly for the weight of his 
words. “Good or bad. Whatever. It happened. | look at the time | 
spent and the best of it was a time when | was with you.” 


Oh no. Oh, no. 


“So, uh-” Techno awkwardly flares his tusks. “-the rest of my time. 
However much of it I’ve got? It’s yours. For as long as you'll have it.” 


Well, fuck. Shit, that- that feels- well that feels like a bit like a 
promise, doesn’t it? 


“And what am | going to do when you leave?” Philza shakily asks. 


It feels like a promise. And if it is- and it is- Philza knows, so 
heartbreakingly, that Techno would keep that promise until the day 
he dies. 


..And that’s the crux of it all, isn’t it? 


(How can someone with all the time in the world be so selfish as to 
take the rest of someone else’s?) 


“| won't leave,” Techno simply says. “Never. Not until you ask.” 


Oh. 


Philza’s crying now. 


Oh, gods. 


Oh, fuck. 


His breathing’s all funny and he can’t see out of his dumb fucking 
tears and he’s crying, fuck. 


This stupid, terrible, horrible, recklessly, defiantly beautiful soul 
sounds like he wants to give the rest of his life and Philza almost 
wants to /et him, and that is the worst part of all. What the fuck does 
he even say to that? 


He can’t do a damn thing except bury his face in his hands and hope 
that maybe it makes it stop. 


“Hey, hey, hey.” Techno’s hands hover uneasily, not quite touching 
him. “Philza, what’s wrong?” 


| love you. | love you, | love you, | love you | love you- 


-<>9Y<>- 


“What am | going to do?” Philza’s voice pitches with grief. “What am | 
going to do when you disappear?” 


“| won't. | won't leave. I’ve always come back to you, you know that.” 


Philza wordlessly shakes his head, his breath hitching with aborted 
sobs. “No, no, no.” 


Techno sighs. “There was one time. One time in over thirty years that 
| almost didn’t come back. Do you know when that was?” 


Philza nods weakly. “My fault.” 


“Maybe,” Techno allows. They could debate it for a thousand years 
any other day, but he will not argue their faults- not with Philza, not 
like this. “But | came back. You know why?” 


Philza shakes his head behind his hands. 


“| wanted to live.” Haltingly, he thumbs soothing arcs into Philza’s 
shoulder. “I'm not going to pretend you were the only reason | had, 
not then. But when | came home, | came to you.” He laughs 
despairingly. “Every time | try to imagine home, | just see you.” 


“What am | going to do when you die?” 


Techno’s hand hesitates. 


Philza’s breath skips. “You'll die. Today, tomorrow, the next damn 
decade- you'll die. You'll die and I'll be-” A long, keening sound. *-I'll 
be alone, because | won't ever- not again. Not again. My heart won't 
take it, not again.” 


“Technoblade never dies.” 


“Don’t you fucking joke about that, not now.” 


“Philza.” Techno roughly pulls his friend up by his shoulders. “Philza, 
you listen to me.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“T will not die.” 


Whatever Philza could have said stutters into non-existence. 


“| will not die,” Techno repeats. The look on his face is almost like a 
fury - no, not quite. Determination. “I will not be buried. | will not be 
killed. There will be no force that exists, or ever will, that will remove 
me from your path. From this day until your last day.” His mouth 
flattens. “Well, | can’t guarantee nothing will try. But I’m telling you, it 
will never last. We will outlive them all.” 


“You can’t promise that,” Philza desperately deflects. “You can’t 
know that.” 


Techno nods grimly. “Maybe not for me. But for you?” A closed fist 
gently knocks against Philza’s chest- right over his frantic, fragile 
heart. “For you, the world, Phil.” He smiles, and it almost looks like 
hope. “Do you trust me?” 


It’s an impossible promise. 


But Techno’s done impossible things before. 


And _ self-deception, however temporary, is an old, old friend to 
someone like Philza. 


And just this once- just this once he wants. 


(Let him love, just this once, something that death cannot touch.) 


“With all my heart,” he dares to confess. “So don’t you dare go and 
break it. I’ve only got the one.” 


16. The Final Exam 


Summary for the Chapter: 


(Taken as a public recital.) 


Philza wakes up to a chorus of barking. (As one does.) 


He grumbles uselessly into the crook of his wing, shoving blindly at 
Techno’s dogs. “Fuckin’ stop that...” 


Floof and Doggo, unfortunately, listen to no one except Techno, and 
continue to silently stuff their faces into his face. 


Philza hisses long and slow as he pushes himself up off the 
blankets, eyes still stubbornly shut as he fishes around for his cane. 
His antlers flick sluggishly, trying to dislodge the hair that’s inevitably 
gotten caught in the branches during his sleep. 


The Angel of Death, everyone. Truly, his ethereal divine grace knows 
no bounds. 


He curls his free hand into the nearest dog as if that will somehow 
stop it from squirming around all over the tent. (Mm. Soft.) “Come off 
with that bullshit. Yer gonna wake up Techno.” 


Speaking of, with the dogs making all this noise, Techno usually 
would be awake by now unless his hibernation’s kicked in. But if it 
did, Techno would have to/d Philza beforehand, and- 


The space beside him is empty. There’s no evidence that Techno 
was ever here at all except for thin crimson strands of weeping vine 
at the table. 


The dogs happily, silently wag their tails as they look up at him. 


The barking is coming from outside, just barely drowning out the 
sound of flutes, horns, and the percussive stomp of hooves. 


Philza's heart stutters. 


He barely bothers to tie his hair with a strand of weeping vine before 
he grabs his hat and runs. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Good news! Philza is (probably) not witnessing an execution. 


Bad news! 


What in the honest to god fuck is he looking at? 


It is certainly... a something. And loud. 


It might be a parade. Maybe. There’s certainly a lot of piglins, and a 
lot of marching, and a lot of musical nonsense. But no one really 
looks like they’re celebrating. There’s some kind of edge to it all. 
Moving in time to the slow rhythm of the music(?), the piglin tribes 
were dressed in clothes a little finer than usual, holding quartz 
coated instruments and staves. 


And there’s hoglin skulls on pikes. Alright then. Oh look, Chrys is 
wearing a skull. Lovely. He’s just- he’s just going to respectfully 
accept that this is a thing that’s happening now. Yep. 


(Where’s Techno?) 


Philza rushes to the side of the procession, wings snapping for 
momentum to add to his gait as his and Chatters’ eyes scan the 
crowd. 


The procession doesn't quite stop, but the momentum alters a bit as 
people notice him trailing after it. Chrys’ steady hoofsteps pause as 
she turns to face him. “Warped stag? You awake?” 


“Oh, probably.” Which probably isn’t the ideal answer, but fuck it, it’s 
the honest one. “What- uh- what am | lookin’ at, here?” 


Haha. Oh, wow. He’s just- he’s just been holding his hat like a weirdo 
this entire time and not even wearing it. Okay. Hm. He’ll just keep 
holding it. Yep. This is fine. 


“No word have for Script. Like, ah-” Chrys scrunches her snout. “Ri- 
ritual?” 


“Ah, | get it,” Philza says, not getting it at all. “Should |... not be 
seein’ this? | don’t wanna step into somethin’ private.” 


Chrys makes a noncommittal noise. “God stag. This is fine. Old stag 
would want you anyway.” 


Well that probably settles that, then. “Where is he?” 


Chrys smiles. “Keep up, god stag. Maybe you find out.” 


“Do | need another skull or can | just keep my hat?” Philza nervously 
ask, as if he isn’t holding his hat against his own chest like a shield 
at this very moment. 


“You have no face to hide. This is fine. We need to go.” 


So he follows, even if his wings twitch under their shell with protest. 
The urge to fly ahead is stamped by the knowledge he would have 
no fucking idea where they’re going, and it would probably distract 
the procession. 


He still hasn't worn his hat, still carrying it like a meager shield. The 
glaring desire to see what passes around him triumphs over the urge 
to hide himself, if only for now, and his antlers are roaming with a 
little too much life to cooperate even if he felt like otherwise. 


They're a good ways away from the village now, he thinks. Either 
that or his weary elytron legs just kind of suck, could be a real coin 
toss at this point. (Gods, he’s old.) 


The clearing they stop at has been circled by soulsand, sparked by a 
ring of soulfire. He sees nervous anticipation in piglin eyes as blue 
fire glances in the reflection of their gazes- this place must have 
been prepared beforehand. 


And there stands Technoblade. 


His eyes are golden impassive shadows behind the darkness of his 
mask as he shifts from one foot to the other, his soles sparking with 
unused soul speed. White peppered russet hair is only half tied, the 
rest carelessly spilling like a lion's mane. Life marks glint brazenly on 
his bare wrists, his bow and sword at his side. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Technoblade punches at his chest. “Look to your elder!” he gruffly 
shouts. 


Their eyes focus on him- that was the point, obviously- but the 
scrutiny still leaves him uneasy. He leaves his closed fist at his chest 
and steels his breath. 


“lam Technoblade,” he haltingly starts. “Il am stag. | am the golden 
eyes. | am the crowned, | am the marked. | am the worldswalker. | 
have taken the curse of gods, | have walked the stars and seen their 
face, and still | live.” 


There is a brief strike of green against the crowd, a flicker of blue 
eyes. 


“lam a friend.” A sigh, resigned. “Il am soulsinger. And the sounder 
as my witness, | am given my final test of faith.” 


He summons two wither skulls out of his inventory. 


The warped black monument of a thousand thousand forgotten souls 
stares impassively back. 


Lend me your betrayal, fallen of fallen. Lend me your rage and | will 
set you free. 


“A test of faith,” he reiterates as he lays the skulls down into a raised 
section of the sand. “A test of covenant.” 


With every skull placed on every platform, he hears a chorus rise 
higher and higher. They’re enjoying this far too much for their own 
good. The prospect of danger, even death, is only an added 
enticement for them. 


Their faith in his skill has always been, well- just a bit biased. For 
now, he will make an exercise in believing them. 


! will not die. 


| promised. 


He sets the final skulls in place and steps back as he feels their 
twisted song rise to a scream. He readies his bow. 


“A test of blood.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Oh, hey, wither skulls, so that’s what he kept disappearing off for 
rrrrroooooh my GODS, WHAT THE UNHOLY TWISTED HELLS IS 
THAT-” 


17. The Witness 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Technoblade passes the test. 


It’s one thing to have some skulls. Who doesn’t have a skull or fifty 
lying around somewhere? 


(This is a rhetorical question that has nothing to do with Philza. He 
does not have skulls rattling around his inventory. Probably. Maybe.) 


(Bird skulls don’t count.) 


It’s another thing to have, uh, magic skulls. Probably even slightly 
more excusable, because than at least the skulls are for something 
and not just waiting around to give someone a heart attack. 


The point being, Philza does not have a problem with skulls. 


He is watching skulls be placed on piles of soulsand and fucking 
transmutating into shit, which is an entirely different category of 
Potentially Skull Problematic, haha, what the FUCK? 


Sand, shifting and rattling and sparking, melting into char black slag 
that swells like an infection, drunkenly sauntering in the bloated 
direction of a humanly recognizable ribcage. Skulls loll and seize 
weakly as tentative spinal cords weave into being, the ground 
beneath spontaneously imploding on itself with a world-piercing 
sound. 


Nine gaunt faces spare a moment to gaze hollowly at this new mode 
of existence before converging violently on their summoner, spitting 
crackling skulls from their teeth. 


Philza nearly crosses the line of soulfire before Chrysopoeia gently 
tugs him back. 


“Not here to fight,” she simply says. “Not for us. Only see.” 


And Philza wants to shriek. He wants to scream and shout and do 
something, because that’s his friend! Fuck everyone else, that’s his 
friend and that matters to him, and he does not want Techno to face 
this alone. 


But look at him. 


The bloody madman really is just going for it. Techno is a shape of 
constant movement, thoroughly abusing the soul speed at his heels 
to practically skate across the ring as he avoids the projectiles. 


Alright. 


If Philza’s only supposed to watch, he can do that. He can trust that. 
(But oh, stars above, that doesn't mean he can’t worry.) 


“Is there anything we can do?” he dares to ask. 


“You do nothing. We do ritual.” 


His talons curl hazardously into the crown of his hat. “Mmmm.” 


The, uh- well, he’s not quite sure what in the world those three things 
are. 


It’s- it's hard to look at. It just- it feels heavy to behold, like the very 
act of perceiving it created a slowly increasing burden of exhaustion 
on the eyes, darkening one’s vision. 


They're these emaciated, hollowed, withered things, swimming 
gracelessly through the air on severed spines- a little bit, almost, like 
replacing a blind artist's blood with hard drugs and asking them to 
paint a seahorse entirely from the testimony of someone who had 
never seen a seahorse before. 


There are simultaneously too many bones and yet not enough, their 
wide barreled rib cages curling, digging, grasping like baleen at 
every space Techno once occupied, eroding the ground with their 
blind rage. 


And Techno’s fighting that. Three of that. 


Unarmored. 


With a dinky little longbow. 


Alright. 


Alltiiiiiiright. 


It’s- it’s fine. Well, the unarmored part is a little /ess fine- unarmored, 
what the fuck, when Techno’s done with this Philza’s going to have 
words about that- but the longbow is a pretty smart choice, all things 
considering. Philza can tell maybe half of what’s going on, but he’s 
got a (probably very correct) suspicion that trying to get close 
enough to touch those things is a bit hazardous to being alive. 


Strange how they don’t try to go for the crowd circling the soulfire 
ring. Their gazes are almost dead to the world, white glowing 
sockets glazing over the skulled faces of the onlookers in favor of 
focusing on their aggressor alone. 


Stranger still that Techno seems to be fighting them individually 
rather than all at once. He barely pays attention to anything but his 
arbitrary target except to avoid their skullfire. 


Slowly, stubbornly, the withered creature sinks with the weight of the 
arrows struck into its charred, shadowy bones, whispering white 
sparks coating its parody of a body, and that is when Techno’s sword 
comes into play. 


Stance bowed and low, he rushes forward with a burst of soul speed 
before rearing up with a violent swing, the long arc of a blade tearing 
through all too flexible bones before he uses its ribs as a foothold, 
summoning his axe just in time to crack it through the creature’s 
largest head. Its body seizes violently, leaking magical lifeblood. 


Techno vaults down its back and grabs the tail of its spine, fur on his 
hand burning to white as he does. 


Before Philza’s panicked heart can even process that, Techno 
braces against the ground and fucking throws the thing at the other 
two, just in time for the explosion of its death to catch on the others’ 
faces. 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno’s seen Withers die. He has seen this ritual in the hands of 
high priests, he knows what to expect. 


But he did not see it before, not in the way that mattered. 


He did not have the eyes or ears to know it before, the screams. The 
rage. 


The... grief. 


The voices from within these lost creatures are praying. Prayers for 
the mercy of gods that have long been made deaf to their cries of 
disbelieving horror. Prayer warped into frantic, unseeing ravenous 
fury, the all-consuming drive to destroy everything the gods have 
ever touched. 


He allows himself, for a moment, to mourn what these lost souls 
cannot. He allows himself fury on their behalf. 


The first wither falls by his hand. He sees a strike of blue, a 
cacophony of screaming souls ringing like bells, finally free. 


Free, free, finally free. 


-<>9Y<>- 


What the FUCK! Chatters shouts from its perch at his arm. WHAT 
THE JESUS CHRIST ON A BIKE GOD DAMN MOTHER F U C K- 


Philza laughs nervously. “Oh, you got that right, Chatters.” 


...Okay, that was actually kind of cool, and Philza would probably 
think it was way cooler if he wasn't a/so actively trying not to have a 
heart attack right now from all this- why was that cool, he’s busy 
having a panic attack, why was that cool? 


He- he should be panicking right now, right? He is panicking, that’s 
what this is, that- that’s what makes sense. 


The shake in his hand, like he wants to take the sword out of his 
cane. The waver in his eyes, the anticipatory chirp in his throat, the 
ringing click in his antlers that leaves red tunneling at the edges of 
his vision. This is panic, and the laugh under his breath is 
nervousness. 


That's why he sees the souls flying out of that undead chimeric thing 
and feels the odd clinging urge to fix it. 


He leans into his cane harder and whispers a humming song to stars 
set free. 


-<>Y<>- 


The first Wither is set free. 


Chrysopoeia delicately presses a knife to her hand. She hears her 
sounder do the same. 


“Blood for the blood god,” they whisper. “Blood for the blood king.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The ground of the ring breaks further and further with the force of the 
fight, distorted by errant skullfire. Techno’s movements continue to 
weave through a complex battlefield as his opponents become more 
and more erratic in an ever-deepening pit of their own making. 


A missed shot careens towards the crowd. Techno’s soul speed is 
faster, and the brunt of the flaming projectile connects with his shoe 
as he kicks it back. It didn’t touch his skin, didn’t linger long enough 


to wither, but the absorbed shock is enough to put a stagger in his 
step. 


The temporary lapse in speed is enough for the second hit to find its 
mark. 


It’s a grazing hit, nothing more. It knocks at the side of his head, 
withering away the vine of his hair tie and throwing his mask to the 
ground. 


There is a sluggish trail of blood on his face. The golden pupils of his 
clouded eyes are hollow and wide. 


His smile splits his face, and when he wipes the blood away, it falls 
from his hands, and it shines like fire. (Golden fire.) 


And a chorus against his mind, the beauty of it, how it sings. 


His laugh echoes with a thousand thousand voices as he charges 
again. 


-<>Y<>- 


The second Wither is free. 


A sounder raises their quartz staves and shatters them like bones 
against the ground. 


Blood for the blood god. Blood for the blood king. 


-<>Y<>- 


The sounder bows their heads and looks away. 


“Why are we turning around?” Philza asks. 


“The last is fight alone,” Chrys says. “No look.” 


But as the sounder turns their heads, they do not do it silently. 


They drum their hooves into the ground, letting out a steady hymn of 
barks. The sounder mother and priest shout a chant as it rises. 


They drown out the sound of the fight, quickening in pace as the 
commotion rises, until the vibrant noise of the final death cuts it 
away. 


Philza, despite it all, looks. 


He sees Techno stand, one fist raised to the sky. His head bowed as 
his snowstricken mane falls over his face. 


Philza stubbornly, ominously, sacrilegiously watches, unknowing of 
what he should not see, just in time for his antlers to click the exact 
moment a living soul shatters into ascension. 


18. And Your Name? 
Summary for the Chapter: 
(His name was.) 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 


contains exotic formatting. These are deliberate stylistic choices 
and are not intended to be visually/verbally coherent. 


And the Angel of Death sees... 


.. he Sees. 


He sees gold. 


He sees golden blood spilling from golden eyes, snowstruck russet 
hair unfurling and curling like ocean waves, like a lion’s mane, 
caging the golden fire of a conquered sun. 


He sees a tail drift and curl, he sees gold dust shatter and scatter 
like freckles on a weathered face, like soil caught on weathered 
hands. The brand of a crown torn violently from its place hovers 
suspended, warped and branched like laurels. 


A red cloak that may as well be the ephemeral body itself, a 
shrouded mass of shadows and reaching hands and animalistic 
faces wide like bears and wide like boars and roaring like lions and 
screaming like hounds, a thousand thousand hands upon a 
thousand thousand faces with ancient blood and chant on their 
tongues 


Howling and shrieking and singing, a chorus of a thousand thousand 
thousand 


Thousand 
Thousand 
Thousand 


Thousand voices, 


The angel of death Sees, 


The blood and the bone and the vein and the thread like lovingly 
crafted chains, tusks like polished quartz dripping with the promised 
ichor of gods a 


Ringing sound like bells, like joyous laughter, 


Like staring out into the blind cavernous darkness, finding stars, 


(prayer and covenant and worshipful devotion and promise and bond 
that is love that is truth that is promise that is all-as-i-am-that-i-am- 
as-i-amM, ) 


That spills like scripture and hymnal and psalm and 
song and song and song and song 


And song, 
and song, 


and song and the universe said | love you and the universe said you 
have played the game well and the universe said everything you 
need is within you and the universe said you are stronger than you 
know and the universe said you are the daylight and the universe 
said you are the night and the universe said the darkness you fight is 
within you and the universe said the light you seek is within you and 
the universe said you are not alone and the universe said you are 
not separate from every other thing and the universe said you are 
the universe tasting itself, talking to itself, reading its own code and 
the universe Said | love you because you are love, 


| love you, 


| love you | love you | love you, 


And the Angel of Death saw the Blood of the Covenant and his name 
was F<] <i «IW EN WV it tr TE <1 and 


he is the song and the stream unseparate from the breathing vow of 
every living thing, bowed like a worshipper as his eyes roll back and 
he falls. 


The Angel of Death is named Philza and he rushes past the line of 
fire, wings snapping to shield an all-too-divine form like a cloak of 
night and the stars made real. He cannot keep a body standing but 
he can ease its fall, 


And his hands brazenly reach past a cascaded sea of curling gilded 
terracotta of lion’s mane struck with quartz and snow, he finds the 
gold freckled lines of a familiar face so comfortingly lined with age 
and the name of that face was known to him and it was 


Techno, Philza whispers like a desperate prayer, searching for a 
paradoxical spark of life buried under a collapsing star. “Techno, 
Techno, Techno...” 


By gods, his eyes were the sun. 


“It's you.” An awed, disbelieving breath past curling tusks. “You're 
here.” 


The noise of a sounder rises around them- the ruckus of soulfire 
being stamped down, of soulsand sweeped away, of people calling 
for a strider that draws closer- someone is being kind, showing 


concern and offering to help and though Philza can distantly 
appreciate it, the Angel of Death is deaf to it all. 


“You dense dumb fuck. You big fucking bastard. I’m here.” His 
antlers swivel back as presses his head to where the golden brand 
of Techno’s crown once stood. “I’m here. I’m here.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


allegedy if you stick in emoji into the khorsh text you can't see, a 
screenreader will then read the khorsh text out as the emoji. 
someone tried this and turned all khorsh into "piggy piggy piggy 


piggy piggy”. 


19. The Matter Of Time 
Summary for the Chapter: 
The longest Technonap yet. 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains a few words with exotic formatting. These are 


deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


“If you're going to fall asleep,” a voice calls in Khorsh, “your tent has 
a bed, you know.” 


Philza’s wings rattle under his shell as he snaps awake. “ /’m -” He 
pauses as he haltingly searches for the right Khorsh words. “It’s fine. 
| won't sleep.” 


(Khorsh. Khorsh, not Script, he has to remember that. There’s no 
one around to translate for him, not while Techno’s like this.) 


The priest (Albedo, was it?) flaps a careless hooved hand. “He’s 
hibernating, god stag. Your vigil will not outlast him.” 


“Well, yes ,” Philza concedes. “It’s just...” 


He looks down at his friend’s prone form. The piglin is laid out on his 
stomach, threatening to drown somewhere between his chronically 
oversized cloak and his ever-expanding mane. Not so much as a 
sleeping twitch out of him. A gold freckled face so still it hardly 
seems to breathe. 


It’s only been about five clocks. 


(He thinks.) 


“. he’s never been gone this long before,” Philza hesitantly finishes. 


Albedo scoffs. “Always on the move, always on guard. Of course he 
would not. But now he has no choice but to rest.” He squints 
curiously. “You were the same when you broke, were you not?” 


“| don’t... remember very well, but yes. | think so.” 


“This is fine,” Albedo reiterates. “The cause is odd, but the sleep is 
normal for us. He will wake with no problems.” He shakes his head 
as he goes about his business. “Why | even let you in here, a 


mW ETE <) EN «MN WET -«.” 


Philza only half understands that last bit, but wow, rude. 


He waves his arms brashly at the rest of the priest's house. “l 
wouldn't be here if you just took Techno back to where we were 
staying! | could have watched him there.” 


Albedo growls with distaste. “Bonded as you are, | do not trust you 
with him. You or your flock of shadow strider children- don’t think | 
didn't watch those things pick a hoglin down to bone.” 


Philza sputters. “Good /ord, it’s not like we'd eat him!” 


“They are trying to eat his face as we speak.” 


Philza looks back to Techno. Five crows are rustling through 
Techno’s mane, gingerly combing through the gilded strands with 
their beaks. 


“That’s not eating. That’s, uh- fuck, | don’t know the Khorsh for that.” 
A pause. “It’s not eating.” 


Albedo hums skeptically. 


“How'd you even get put up to this, anyway?” Philza reaches to tuck 
a stray lock of hair falling over Techno’s face. “It’s a lot of work for a- 
a Stag outsider, as you put it.” 


“A QE Sel -« Hr KE <] = like him is beyond rare in this age. If 
any one of us could become a god, it would be one of theirs.” 


“But why did you help?” 


Albedo pauses in his work. He turns his seat to Techno’s sleeping 
form, a melancholy striking across his face. 


“Because he will walk worlds. He will be our voice where we cannot 
reach.” Albedo’s voice shakes with angry defiance. “They have 
forgotten us there. He will make them remember.” 


Philza’s expression smooths, the idle movement of his wings going 
still. “The gods, you mean.” 


Albedo’s eyes just barely look back at him. “Does that upset you?” 


“...No,” Philza decides. “Not really.” 


“Good!” Albedo gruffly responds. After a moment, Albedo stands up, 
drawing his seat next to Philza, before rudely pawing through 
Techno’s hair. 


“Wh-what are you doing?” Philza stammers, his crows clicking 
defensively at the offending hands. 


Albedo gently nudges a crow aside, weaving beads of quartz and 
nether clay into Techno’s curling mane. “Leaving a message. When 
he wakes, he will know | was here, and what | intended to tell him. A 
record of time passed.” 


“Huh.” A blink. “Could you teach me?” 


20. Red And Rose 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Philza fixes. 


Chrys turns to Philza as she finishes weaving a small red ribbon into 
Techno’s hair. “Get out.” 


Philza’s brain practically stutters to a halt as he tries (and fails) to 
process the sudden command. “No, thank you?” 


“You are a sad small old man.” 


Chatters clacks curiously from his wrist. “Il... don’t get what that’s 


gotta do with anythin’,” Philza responds. 


“Sad old man.” She gestures to the small enclosed house 
surrounding them. “You stay here to be more sad and small.” She 
pokes at his chest. “Get out. Be a ghast. Go touch vines, maybe 
you'll feel better.” 


Wow, rude. 


HAHA! Oldza 


Sadza! 


She’s right but she shouldn't say it. 


A crow sneaks under his veil. But she is right, you know. Try to take 
care of yourself. 


Philza rattles reluctantly. “Fine. Sure.” He gestures to three waiting 
crows. “You lot stay here, make sure he’s- | don’t know, breathin’ and 
all that nonsense.” 


Eyes 
Eyes 
Tasty eyes! 


Reliable tasty eyes of Chatters 


“Yeah yeah, tasty. Fuckin’ weirdchamps, all of you.” 


But Philza can tell when he’s being kicked out, so he obliges, 
clambering onto the roof and snapping his wings open to take the air. 


He knows the area well enough now to not get lost, so he wanders 
for a bit, taking in the perimeter of space that contains the closest 


thing this village has to safety. It would be best not to linger. He can’t 
go attracting ghasts to this place with his errant flying patterns. 


Just for the record- Philza does, in fact, go touch vines. It’s... fine. 


Sturdy stuff. Stable perch. Good for straw weaving if he'll ever need 
it. Different texture than the kind of vines he’s used to- then again, 
they are fireproof. 


Oh, wait! Chatters shouts next to him. This is Techno’s dog baskets, 
innit? 


Philza blinks. “So it is.” He makes a considering noise. “He’d have 
had to make those himself, then. Didn’t take him for a basket 
weaving guy. That’s... pretty cool, actually.” 


Nerd! You are a NERD 


Dadza whomst? Only NERDZA 


“Chatters, stop calling me Nerdza.” 


“Aight, fair enough.” He gives a nearby crow an appreciative scratch. 
“It's still cool, though. I’m not takin’ that back.” 


Fair enough, Chatters parrots back. Another tilts its head, looking 
down below. Magma cube on your left. 


He looks down and sure enough, there it is. Magma cube. Look at 
that little bastard. It doesn’t even realize he’s up here. 


Just living life. 


Aimless. 


Defenseless. 


A piece of stray code adrift in the universe, waiting for its end. 


Philza clicks open his cane sword. “Albedo was wantin’ some 
magma cream, right?” 


| don't think so 


No 


Not really 
Maybe? 


“| think he will,” Philza says as he calmly steps off the vines. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Okay, in his defense, he wasn’t planning to go as hard as he did. It 
was just one magma cube. Just the one! 


But then it went and split apart like magma cubes do, so then there 
was more little bastards to fight, and now he’s standing in the middle 
of a halo of scattered parts with only half a recollection of how he got 
there. 


This is fine. He’s got magma cream now. This has clearly gone well. 


The funny little ring in his head was just going down when he’d 
spotted a wither skeleton. 


And his antlers click forward and he sees it and it’s dead, but it’s not, 
it's dead but it’s wrong, wrong, 


wrong, wrongwrongwRONGWRONG FIX IT 


and he’s standing over a broken pile of black bones, a char-stained 
sword still tense in his hands. 


His eyes nictitate unevenly. This- this is fine. He’s fine. 


A wavering trill falls from his throat. “O-o-o-h, this is scuffed. Where 
did that guy even come from?” 


Fortress! Fortress a few chunks away! 


Okay. 


“We should probably replace the skulls Techno used up,” Philza tells 
himself. “Just to be fair. That'd be the polite thing to do.” 


(That’s what he tells himself.) 


It’s not like all these undead creatures make him feel wrong. 


It’s not like their very existence pulls at the root of his antlers like 
terrible clanging bells until he fixes them. 


It’s not like every single one he breaks apart feels like a weight off 
his chest, like the sight of bloody black marrow spilling out of 
shattered bones makes an odd laugh bubble in his mouth and a red 
creep on the edge of his eyes and want to fix it again and again and 
again and again and 


Phil phil PHIL PHIL PHILZA STOP STOP IT STOP IT 


An all-too-living voice- his own voice - crashes through the back of 
his skull like a sledgehammer, startling the grasp on his own sword. 
The red fades, leaving behind a shaking tenseness coiling between 
his wings. 


Philza slowly becomes aware that his crows are shouting around 
him. 


Techno! Chatters cries around him. /t’s Techno! 


“Wh-” A black dusted sword sinks into the soil as he leans too much 
into it. “...what’sit...” 


Right, right. Techno was... hibernating, and Philza had left for a bit, 
and he’d told some of Chatters to keep an eye, wait- 


“What's happened?” He staggers towards his crows. “What’s 
happened- did he wake up?” 


Bad! There’s a bad! 
(come get your mans) 
Some WEIRDCHAMP SHIT be happening 


we tried to help but it’s a Big Ouch 


“Fuck,” he half slurs, head still light from... whatever the fuck just 
happened. “Okay, okay. Gimme a tock.” 


It’s probably a bit alarming to see him practically dive down to earth 
when he sees the priest's house, but fuck it, he’ll be sorry later. Him 
rudely climbing in through the window when the door didn’t open fast 
enough Is probably also a bit bad, but again- he will be sorry later. 


“Go back outside,” Chrys says. 


Philza mutely shakes his head. 


“Go away.” 


“Something happened, what happened-” 


“It’s- it is fine,” Chrys insists, looking nervously behind her. “We are 
dealing with it-” 


“Wait!” Albedo cries out. “God stag, come here.” 


Philza, now finished climbing through the window, ambles closer. 


Black roses are creeping up Techno’s cot, curling with smoke, slowly 
inching towards the man himself. Crows peck at the air around the 
things, not quite touching. 


“They started growing when you left,” Albedo explains. “And now that 
you're here, it’s stopped. You must have been holding them at bay.” 


Philza’s hand hovers over black petals. “Where did this come from?” 


“Someone found them in the ground after the ritual,” Chrys hesitantly 
recalls. “Brought it to the priest boar just earlier to see.” 


“And now we can’t even touch the things,” Albedo growls. 


Philza squints. “If | was holding these things back... maybe...” 


His talons tentatively curl around a dry, crackling stem. An odd 
pressure swims in the back of his eyes and releases as he snaps the 
flower from its perch to toss it into the hearth fire, where it burns with 
a sharp hiss. 


A silence. 


“| think | should have stayed inside,” Philza uneasily notes. 


21. Catch Up, My Friend. (I Hope You'll Forgive Me, Just 
This Once.) 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Philza makes a promise. (Not so grand, but it was his. His and 
his alone.) 


Techno’s brand isn’t attached to his head anymore. The place it once 
rested only has the barest hairline scratches to prove it was ever 
there at all. 


It’s not floating anymore either, not like when he first ascended- it’s 
gone and toned down to something a little more mortally palatable. A 
small golden laurel weaves into his mane, nested immovably at the 
back of his head. 


Another black rose creeps towards Techno’s hair. 


“Nope,” Philza blithely says as he snaps it from its stem with his 
hand. He burns its petals in a waiting lantern. 


Sneaky motherfuckers. Haven’t stopped growing since they’ve 
arrived, and they won't stop gunning for the sleeping god Philza’s 
friend has become. 


And Philza, somehow, is the only person who can touch the damn 
things. 


(Sort of. Albedo told him his hair started going grey when he held 
them for too long. It went back to normal after he let go. It was 
weird.) 


“You’re a real piece of work, my friend.” He curls a black ribbon until 
it bunches like a rose, and cards it through Techno’s mane with all 
the countless other trinkets he’s driven himself to bury there. “You 
know that?” 


A brief laugh. 


“Ah, who am | kidding? | probably deserve it for all the divine bullshit 
shit I’ve put you through. | don’t mind, anyways.” 


He twirls the charred stem of the destroyed rose in his fingers. 


“Wonder what's up with these things, though. I’m guessin’ you 
probably know, otherwise we're just a// fucked- hah.” 


With how low the chair is next to the bed, it’s easy to just- just lean 
onto Techno. To flop uselessly into his broad back like Philza has a 
hundred times before, a rolling coo rumbling in his throat as his 
hands curl and card through the gentle texture of gilded russet hair. 


A shuddering breath. 


“| should be angry at you,” Philza admits. “I should be telling you how 
fucking stupid that stunt was- what were you thinking, doing that to 
yourself? You should have known better than to make yourself like-” 


... like me. 


“Gods,” Philza nearly sobs. “I’m not gonna say a word of this when 
you wake up. | know | won't.” 


His antlers twitch sadly as he buries his face into Techno’s curling 
mane. 


“’m a coward.” His laugh is muffled and hollow. “Because you’ve 
gone and given yourself to me, and now | can't ever let you go.” 


| love you, | love you, | love you. 


“You keep doing all this stuff for me,” Philza murmurs. “You always 
have. You- you try, so hard, to understand, to- to keep up with me. 
Why'd you have to go and do that? Why... why?” 


Here lies the Angel of Death, who sees the heart of his own mortality 
so thoroughly that it paralyzes him to find so much as a fraction of it 
in others. 


So blessed to have a friend in this world who can meet him halfway 
when his fear weighs down his wings. Again, and again, and again. 


(From this day until his last day.) 


“Why are you always the one that reaches me?” Philza asks. “Why 
does it always have to be you?” 


For you, the world. Philza has no riches that can match this promise. 
No land to keep them- no single material thing. 


Even as a god, he offers only death. 


And for all that death can take from this world- for all it must take 
from this world- it has nothing to give. 


The Angel of Death offers nothing but himself. 


Philza hums, carding his talons through sudden lines of his friend’s 
snowstruck hair. He used to hate it- hate every white strand, and 
hate himself for hating it. He hated the idea of seeing a sign of death 
on someone he held so dear. It is a sign of life, he realizes- a sign of 
a life lived. 


Another rose creeps towards Techno’s body. 


“Never again,’ Philza promises. “I won’t ever make you break 
yourself for me, never again. No matter what happens-” His voice 
breaks. “No matter how much | wanna run. | swear it on my wings, | 
will never run from you again.” 


His hands curl around a smoking black rose and he doesn't let go. 


“So just this once, let me catch up to you.” 


22. My Emerald Star 
Summary for the Chapter: 
My god. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains a minor passage with exotic formatting. These are 
deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


You, 


You, 


You are alive. 


You are vow. 


You are blood. 


You are covenant. 


Wake up. 


Wake up, and 


“-there you are,” a tired voice lilts. “That’s it, mate, take your time. 
We've got all the time in the world.” 


Some disjointed noise rumbles in his throat. The voice beside him 
laughs, closer than expected, and a sharp hand with too many 
fingers roams softly on his face. 


“| almost forgot how out of it you are when you get out of 
hibernating,” the voice fondly muses. “Gods, you never change, do 
you, Techno?” 


Techno Techno Techno- 


Technoblade. F<! <j J! Ty EN TT HT WH I= <1. Techno. That is this body’s 
name- his name. 


He’s on his stomach. He rolls sluggishly to his side and finds a small 
hand at his shoulder, gently adding to his momentum. 


A callused hand thumbs an old scar on his muzzle, and he leans 
bonelessly into the touch with a low hum as he haltingly opens his 
eyes. 


Blue eyes gaze unwaveringly back. 


Technoblade frowns. This face, he- he knows this face, but- 


“Philza,” he breathes as he reaches out his hand. “Oh, Phil. What 
happened to you?” 


He finds his hand landing past the shadow of an unknowable face. 
He feels aged lines that his eyes cannot see pulling with someone 
else’s laugh as pale scattered strands fall over a familiar face, 
hidden under sungold. 


“Bit of a gardening accident.” Philza smiles- fondly, distantly- past a 
white beard. “Would you look at that? We match now.” 


Techno sees something like resolve in an angel’s eyes- he knows, 
then and there, what has been done. There has been no accident. 


Techno scoffs, even as his eyes soften. “You stubborn young man.” 


“You stubborn young man,” Philza smartly counters. “Feel like 
getting out of bed some time this decade?” 


“Help me up and find out,” Techno bluntly orders. 


He moves to sit up and oh boy, there it is, that was a mistake. That’s 
a fun few ticks of shaking his head trying to blink the sudden tunnel 
vision out of his eyeballs. But he is sitting up, and that is probably 
progress. So, uh- pog, or something. 


(He is way out of practice with proper hibernation. Gods.) 


“Oh, right!” Philza blinks at him like he just remembered something. 
“They- we ... had some, uh- messages? For you.” He twirls at the 
loose locks of his tied hair. “I guess that’s a thing.” 


Techno runs a hand through his hair, catching the texture of beads, 
and trinkets, and ribbons, and vines. (Black, star speckled feathers, 
coming loose from their loosely woven braids. ) 


Philza laughs nervously. “Me and Chatters might've gone a bit 
overboard. In- in our defense, you do have a fuck ton of hair now.” 


“Ah.” That he does. Mm. Yes, that... probably wasn’t always there. 
“That’s new.” 


He runs over the back of his head and catches on a golden 
branching thing. A laurel? 


OOP 
Better not! Better not! 


If techno pulls out the fucking god crown i swear to 
fuck 


Don’t wanna pull a philza minecraft 2 


Haha technocrown 


And the chorus in his head is as lively as ever. Wonderful. 


He swishes his tail. Flicks his ears. Flexes his hands. Yes, that’s all 
still there. Aside from the laurel and the excessively voluminous 
amounts of hair, nothing much seems to have changed. Maybe. 


He feels like he’s forgetting something. 


He looks back to Philza. The elytron’s ear flicks, highlighting the 
golden spark of an earring. 


WAIT, I’M STUPID! Techno suddenly shouts. 


Philza sputters at the apparent nonsequitur. I’m sorry, what? 


Did | stutter? | said I’m stupid. Techno takes out his glasses and 
kneads his hands into his forehead, wracking through the memory of 
his inventory. No, no, no, it’s in there somewhere. I’m not a fool. 
I’m so good at items, | swear. 


What are you on about? Philza snorts. 


Techno harshly claps his hands. There it is. 


-<>9Y<>- 


He opens his hands. 


Two emeralds, framed with enough gold to become earrings, shine 
with the hidden light of a star. 


“Nether stars,” Techno explains. “Withers are still made of sand and 
soil under all that magic. When they die, the condensed magic 
superheats what’s left into a crystal- it’s kind of like how you guys 
superheat sands to make beacons, just, you know.” He smiles 
carelessly. “Cooler in every way.” 


Philza should be at least a little mad about Techno calling a life- 
threatening piece of fancy glass cooler in every way, but also- he’s 
right. 


Techno moves the jewels around in his hand. “Il set these up 
beforehand to catch the stars during the fight. I’m just very prepared 
like that.” His smile turns shy. “I, uh- | kind of had these guys waiting 
for a while. It was just never the right time.” 


“So, you decided to stuff cursed magic glass in them?” 


“It was finally the right time,” the man cryptically says. Techno 
thumbs at the simple piece of gold at the base of his left ear. “Help 
me out a bit?” 


Philza snickers. “Alright, you big baby.” 


Techno tilts his head as Philza gingerly puts the emerald to its new 
rightful place. The piglin experimentally flicks his ear, and the magic 
of the emerald hums. Techno smiles. 


“So,” Philza awkwardly lilts, “you want some help with the other one 


Or- 


His words cut off with a quiet chirp as Techno cups his face. He 
feels, distantly, the old weight of his earring get replaced with 
another. 


His ear flicks. A hum of magic answers back. 


Techno’s quiet smile is so achingly fond it could kill him. My emerald 
star. 


Philza’s heart skips like the sound of a cane crashing to the ground 
as the world falls out from under him. 


All too literally. 


Woah there. Techno’s hold is steady on his shoulders when he 
pitches backwards. Breathe. Breathe, my friend. 


| love you, he breathes. | love you, | love you, 


“| love you,” an Angel prays, a voice falling back to earth as he 
clasps their bared lifemarks together. “I love you, / love you, | love 


” 


you. 


“And | loved you,” a Covenant answers as he presses their 
foreheads together. “And | love you still.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


imagine three chatters hopping together to make technobraids. 
canon 


The next parts are going to be a series of fables! 


We have a special announcement on Tumblr regarding 
Orphan's Path going forward. Please read it if you can. 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, and 
unsolicited professional mourners equally welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


the Discord server 

Find Aenor and Falrisesi on Twitter or onTumblr 

. If you make or find fanart of our series, @ us on those 
platforms or share it on our Discord so we can properly scream 
our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 
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Summary: 


The Angel of Death has two faces. It takes Technoblade over 30 
years until he meets the second. 


Before Philza had Techno, he had something called Benihime. 


1. On The Mantle Of The Wings 
Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series, you better have read the previous 
parts or This Won't Make Sense, King. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Technoblade isn’t exactly someone with friends to spare. Not in his 
lonely mortal life, and certainly not as a god. 


He’s got a good horse- Carl, half-kelpie disaster of a blood bay draft 
horse, is a sturdy fellow, and Techno plans to keep him around until 
the end of time. (Gods, he loves that horse. What a good horse.) But 
a good horse does not a good personal friend make. Techno’s rather 
lacking in that department. 


He’s only got the one. 


Factoring that, Techno thinks it makes perfect sense that he knows 
his one friend pretty well. Maybe even too well. To possibly creepy 
levels. 


And that’s why he’s 90% sure that the person petting his horse right 
now is not his best friend, and hasn’t been his best friend for the last 
few clicks or so. 


This isn’t the first time Techno’s seen hints of someone else in 
Philza’s body. It’s this subtle thing that comes and goes, something 
that takes the perpetual idle noise of the Angel of Death and renders 
it silent, wide eyed, wings held out like a second shadow. 


The fun part comes in when Techno looks at the times Philza is 
definitely there, and it seems like Philza isn’t entirely aware this is 
happening. Philza’s a pretty sharp guy, but his memory’s always 
been... well, Philza had always bluntly called it a piece of Swiss 
cheese, and that’s when he was being nice. Not in danger of 
decaying, but prone to very conspicuous gaps where memories 
never quite formed in the first place. 


That’s always been a thing- it’s been a thing since they first met, and 
it didn’t exactly improve when Philza’s brain shattered into a 
Schrodinger’s amount of crows upon ascending to godhood. But 
looking at the pattern lately, Techno’s seeing a weird correlation 
between things Philza doesn’t remember and the moments that he 
seems to be occupied by someone else. 


At this point, Techno probably needs to intervene somehow. Or at 
least get some data on what's going on. 


So the Blood of the Covenant looks at the Angel of Death and he 
waits. 


The, uh- the unidentified Vague Angel Thing (Techno is so good at 
words) is still petting Carl. It hasn’t really said anything since it’s 
asserted itself- not that it did any of the other times, but still. 
Sometimes it chirps and whispers vaguely to Chatters and that’s 
about it. 


And now it’s staring at him. 


This is awkward. 


“Okay, I’m gonna have to ask,” Techno finally says. “Seriously, who 
are you? Or what. Whichever one applies.” 


The Angel looks around confusedly, and then points at itself. 


“Yes, you. | Know you’re not Philza. I’ve known that guy for over 30 
years, and you're definitely not him.” 


The Angel's eyes flick between Techno and the hand on his sword. A 
growing red creeps down its antlers as its wings start to rattle 
defensively. 


Techno moves his hand away from the hilt. “I’m not gonna fight you! 
Just-” He runs his hands through his mane. “-can we talk?” After a 
long silence, Techno changes his question. “Uh, can you talk?” 


The Angel frowns, wings shifting loudly with thought. It lets out some 
uncertain trills, a tentative half-whisper, and then seems to give up. 


“Can you write?” 


The Angel chirps questioningly. 


“You know.” Techno flips open his journal. “This stuff. Philza knows 
how to write.” 


The Angel’s wings go slack as it looks at the sea of Script, Khorsh, 
and Endewrit with patent disgust, but it takes the book and marker 
out of his hands anyway. 


And it draws. 


Its antlers flip back to a relaxed white, a calm in its lapis eyes as it 
draws an elytron child with a hardcore heart on its clothes. 


“That's Phil?” Techno asks. “So, you've basically been around 
forever, huh?” 


The Angel shrugs. Around the child it draws pointing and reaching 
hands, shaking fists, and doctor’s tools, its wings curling around its 
shoulders as it scratches massive black wings onto the page, a black 
void reaching and reaching outwards until the hands are gone. 


“That’s rough, buddy. Anything else?” 


Its hands pause, and it moves onto the next page. 


It draws a piglin fighting three withers. 


It draws pale hospital beds and dark jail cells. 


It draws braided weaves of impossible walls. It draws a bloated, 
whale-like shape with gnarled baleen teeth and vents poked into the 
side of a swollen neck, and as it carves out the twisted horns of the 
dragon of Moon’s Landing, its hands start to shake. 


“Hey.” The Angel flinches slightly as Techno closes his hands around 
its own. “You don’t have to think about that if you don’t want to. Gods 
knows Phil won’t, half the time.” He looks at the small tapestry of 
painful images and sighs sadly. “Guess you remember a lot of bad 
things.” 


The Angel flips back to the first page it drew on, tapping at Philza’s 
fragile heart. 


Worth it. 


“| guess,” Techno allows. “You, uh... you got any good memories up 
there, at least?” 


It draws a shield emblazoned with the flag of an Antarctic Empire. It 
draws the crown that was once branded on Techno’s forehead. It 
draws Philza holding hands with another elytron man with short 
jagged hair and wings that matched his own, face scribbled out like a 
faded memory. The shape of a veiled Lady with dark eyes and 
shadowy hair. 


It draws a fancy glass jar next to slices of bread slathered in jam. It 
draws two commander’s chairs at a desk, set too close together. It 
draws an emerald earring catching the light of a star. 


It must have seen something in the look on Techno’s face, because 
that’s when it stops. It shuts the book, antlers tilted back with 


something like shame. Or maybe just sadness. 


“Well, don’t stop on my account. I’m not-” Techno’s mouth flattens. 
“I’m not mad about you being around, | think? It’s just- it’s just alot, 
okay? It changes some things.” 


The Angel warbles nervously. 


“I’m gonna talk to Phil later, alright?” Techno promises. “We'll talk it 
out. Just... maybe don’t hide from me the next time you're out? | 
don't know how much you remember, but-” He flips open the book, 
back to its first drawing. “-we’re looking after the same stuff, right? | 
understand you.” 


A small silence falls. 


“You wanna meet my dogs?” Techno offers. “If you like Carl, | bet 
you'd like my dogs. And then | could... catch you up on stuff you’ve 
missed?” 


The Angel stares into his eyes for a long moment and nods. 


2. How Many Angels Can Dance On The Head Of A Pin? 


Summary for the Chapter: 


How many of them, then, did you see? 


Techno expected Philza to need some convincing. After all, it’s not 
exactly a normal thing to go and say hey, | think you might have had 
a brain roommate your whole life. 


What Techno didn’t expect was for Philza to flip through the drawings 
he doesn’t remember making and instantly say, “Oh my gods, I’m not 
insane.” 


“Come again?” Techno asks. 


“The fucking-” Philza clicks to himself. “Okay, when | was a kid? I'd 
keep forgetting shit or getting lost ‘cus I’d end up places / didn’t take 
me to? And | kept saying it was like there was another kid in my 
head doing random shit!” He laughs caustically. “My brother called it 
playin’ princess. Rest o’ the family just called it havin’ an imaginary 
friend. Told me it wasn’t real and I’d grow out of it.” His laughter trails 
off. “I stopped wanderin’ into places | didn’t know, but | never grew 
out of forgetting things.” 


He looks down at his hands as his wings curl around him. 


“| dunno. Benihime was the name | would have given it, but | never 
really thought of it as this other person. Not a separate thing from 
me. It was like it was... like an extra body part. It was just there, 
y’know? Just as there as the wings at my back.” Philza looks up 
again. Techno can’t quite place the expression on his face. “It talked 
to you?” 


“Not exactly talked, but- yeah. It remembers a lot of things about 
you.” Techno looks aside. “And us.” 


“It's never done that before,” Philza says in a small voice. 


“Maybe ascension made your brain roommate level up,” Techno 
jokes. 


“Maybe,” Philza concedes. “Bit of a shit time tryin’ to sort it out, 
though, seein’ the sordid business we're about to dive into.” 


Ah. Right. That. 


Techno had been vibing so hard on the flood of new information and 
the certainty of his eternity with Philza that he’d almost forgotten 
what he’d bought that eternity with in the first place. 


The chorus of his mind demands a war against the gods that forgot 
them. It’s horrible, rotten work, this vengeance. 


(But for you the world, Phil.) 


“Maybe you could talk to it,” Techno suggests. “Like your crows. 
They’re your brain bits and you can talk to them.” 


“| think we used to talk, actually,” Philza muses. “And then we just... 
forgot how when | got older.” 


“Whack,” Techno lamely says. “I’m making it cook breakfast the next 
time it shows up.” 


Philza sputters out a laugh. “What the fuck?” 


“It ate my deer jerky,” Techno flatly reports. “That was my favorite 
jerky. It should pay me back with breakfast.” 


“You-” Philza laughs nervously. “How are you bein’ so fucking normal 
about this? This- this...” He drags his taloned hands through his hair. 
“... gods, this changes everything.” 


“Not for me,” Techno decides. “Il mean- | don’t think this changes 
what we are? This is still you, just, like- stuff we didn’t know was 
there. | guess.” He scoffs. “Don’t listen to me, I’m probably getting 
weird.” 


A silence. 


“Don’t ever die,” Philza whispers. “| don’t know if anyone will ever 
understand this again. Don’t you ever die.” 


“| won't die until you kill me yourself, coward. Come here and help 
me take down the tent.” 


3. You May Not Rest Now, There Are Angels Nearby 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(And they remember what it means to be loved.) 


Wren Waston loves his little brother very much. 


Alright, maybe not so little anymore. Philza shot up like a tree, he’s 
taller than any of the /adies in the house, and that’s saying 
something. But Wren was here first, so suck it. Philza will always be 
his little brother. 


His little brother. 


His little brother is... very, very sick. 


Ever since he was a baby, Philza would bruise and bleed over the 
smallest things. He would always be a little too hungry, just a little 
too tired no matter how much he slept. Potions just wouldn't work 
right, burning through his body too quickly to be as effective as they 
were supposed to be. 


Philza is very, very sick. He was born sick the moment those fragile 
glaring hearts showed up on his wrists. 


But he wasn't just sick, he was... odd. 


His wings seemed to have a mind of their own. He would get lost in 
his hobbies and chores for clicks upon clicks when the rest of his 
flock would need to take breaks. He’d keep wandering out without 
his coat, getting lost in the weirdest parts of the neighborhood 
because he got lost in his own head. 


The flock didn’t exactly approve, but Philza’s odd focus was useful, 
so they bore with the rest. 


Most of the time. 


“WREN! Rosie shouts across the courtyard. “Mum and Da made 
Zaza weird again!” 


“God fucking damn it,” Wren mutters under his breath. “Mum too, this 
time?” 


“They were fighting again,” Rosie sulks. “We were repainting the old 
dinner plates, and then Mum and Da decided to have a fuckin’ row in 
the kitchen, and then Mum started getting clingy at Zaza again- ” 


Wren rolls his eyes. “| swear t’ gods, she treats him like a doll 
sometimes.” 


“Maybe they should put him off in a house,” Rosie spitefully says. “At 
least they wouldn’t use him as an excuse to fight all the time while 
everyone else has t’ deal with how much of a chew toy he turns into 
afterwards.” 


“Dont say that! Wren’s voice desperately pitches. “You know that’s 
not his fault!” 


Rosie sighs. “Il know, | Know, just-” Rosie’s eyes turn sad. “I hate it 
when they get like this.” 


“Is he still stuck with Mum?” Wren asks. 


“Hell no,” Rosie refutes. “Thank gods for that. You know how it is 
when he gets quiet, he just fucks off somewhere Mum can’t preen at 
him.” 


Wren finds Philza scratching at his book again in the drying house, 
black wings starkly contrasted by the lightly colored clothes hanging 
around him. 


“What you workin’ on this time?” Wren asks. 


Philza chirps lightly as he holds up the patterned umbrella drawn in 
his book. 


“Weren't you workin’ on that for Rosie’s birthday?” 


Philza doesn’t answer him. He just keeps drawing. 


Wren takes a breath. “Guess we’re playin’ princess again.” 


That’s how it always was when Philza got too hurt or stressed. He’d 
get quiet and reserved- playing princess. The flock always said he’d 
grow out of that whole imaginary friend thing, but he never did. He 
just got better at playing until people forgot there was a game at all. 
So Wren keeps quiet, too. If the flock thinks Philza just grew out of it, 
let them. It’s not their fucking business. 


“| heard Mum was bein’ clingy on you earlier,” Wren mentions. “Want 
me to fuck off and leave you alone for a bit?” 


Philza opens his wings and slings one around Wren’s shoulders, 
gently pulling him down. 


“Fair enough,” Wren allows. “I don’t got shit to do, anyhows.” 


Wren’s brother is a little odd, but who isn’t? If it makes Philza happy, 
he’ll sit and watch him draw memories for a couple clicks. 


Gods knows they both need it. 


Philza knows it too. 


Wren nudges at his little brother’s hands, quietly asking for another 
piece of marker. 


They can both play princess for a while. 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza looks down at his sketchbook. “You're way better at drawing 
than me.” 


Wren frowns. “You drew those, Phil.” 


Philza blinks. “I did?” He laughs. “Man! How come | only forget the 
cool stuff? That's busted.” His ears flick. “Were Mum and Dad 


fighting? | think- | think | heard shouting earlier, but | don’t really 
remember. My head’s been a little fucked up today.” 


You were there for that. “They were havin’ a bloody domestic in the 
kitchen again over somethin’ stupid,” Wren says instead. 


Philza makes a disgusted noise. “] hate when they do that.” His 
wings puff up loudly. “Mum gets all clingy with me afterwards.” 


“Trust me, it’s just as stupid to watch.” 


Philza tilts his head. “We should pop by the pub. Let’s see if we can’t 
convince ‘em | can knock back a shot without keelin’ over dead.” 


Wren snorts. “Are you gonna pretend you're dyin’ like the /ast time 
we went somewhere?” 


“It’s their own fault if they think I’m made of glass!” 


Wren leans back dramatically. “My sweet darling baby brother, 
everyone. You’re gonna drive me to bread cider one of these days.” 


“| don’t already?” Philza puts a hand to his heart. “I’m shocked. 
Insulted, even. | need to work harder to be the bane of your fucking 
existence.” 


“I'd like to see you try.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The Angel of Death wakes up surrounded by a murder of crows. 


He doesn’t remember why he’s crying. 


4. A Wrinkle In Time 
Summary for the Chapter: 


You remember in snapshots, in pictures. (Do you remember at 
all?) 


It's just been so long. 


It was beginning to think that Philza had simply forgotten. 


It would have been alright if he had, it thinks. It was not Philza’s fault 
if he could not remember the pieces of his life that it chose to live, to 
keep on his behalf. The flock had told him that Benihime did not 
exist- that it was only fantasy he would grow out of. 


Benihime allowed it. 


The flock was safe but the flock was not safe. The flock believed in a 
real Philza, some magical child that existed past the illness and the 
pain and the things he could not remember, someone they could 
perhaps coax out of the child they were given if only they did the 
right thing. The flock wanted Philza to grow out of the things they did 
not want for him, and perhaps he even believed he did, for a time. 


(Wren was safe. Wren was flock and Wren was safe. Wren’s not 
here anymore.) 


So it was alright if Philza had forgotten. Benihime would still be here, 
as present and steadfast as the wings on his back, and if he stayed 
alive for just a little while longer, that would have been enough. And 
if he needed Benihime... less and less, over time, that would have 
been fine too. 


And then he died. 


Philza wasn’t, and then he was, and then he wasnt, and then the 
Angel of Death was, was, was. 


The Angel of Death was, and he was more. And Benihime was 
more, too. So suddenly eternally awake in a way it had never been 
before. It could no longer be just the wings at Philza’s back, not 
anymore. 


It is being asked to- 


-to be. 


It is trying to be. 


It is trying to understand what Philza’s life has become. 


...It does not understand the stranger that lets it call him 
Technoblade. 


Technoblade Knows Philza. Knows his size, his shape, his 
movement, his habits. Technoblade is the Blood of the Covenant and 
he moves with an awareness of the Angel of Death, as if they had 
always existed around each other. 


Benihime is trying to remember what that means. It is trying to 
remember what it means, that it carries some of this man’s things in 
its inventory slots. It is trying to remember why the white shawl slung 
across its wing shell has the same gilded pattern as the blue one on 
Technoblade’s cloak. 


And Benihime knows that maybe it will never understand. Benihime 
knows that its presence had never spoken to the happiness in 
Philza’s life- if it remembers so little of this man, that can only speak 
to how well Philza had lived with him. 


But now Benihime is not just a shield of Philza’s suffering. It lives and 
breathes with him and it is trying to understand, and then this man 
just looks at him with that fondness (knowing) (wariness) 
(attentiveness) (safety) (love?) and it does not understand. It does 
not understand. 


WHAT ARE YOU? it wants to scream at him. WHAT ARE WE? 
WHAT ARE WE TO YOU? 


(Why does it make me feel like this?) 


| don’t understand. 


| don’t understand. 


(| want to understand. | am trying to understand.) 


It looks at Technoblade and sees the memories of someone who 
signed away his life for the Angel of Death and it can’t remember 
why. 


The universe itself could not love you, eyas. Why do you expect its 
people to spare you any more? 


She loves the Angel of Death. Benihime can accept that the Lady 
loves Her Angel. It can accept that She wants to understand the 
Angel in all its forms. It can understand that someone loved it once, 
and maybe still does now. 


But why him? Why Technoblade? 


It doesn’t understand. It does not understand this large rough man 
with clear eyes and bloody tusks, it does not understand his blunt 
caring words and his never-ending prayers. 


(The bells, the prayer, it should have put something nervous in 
Philza’s heart but it doesn’t. He is like the flock, but not. The flock 
was safe and yet not.) 


Technoblade prays, and sometimes he prays for angels, and 
Benihime waits for his tone to turn, it waits for sermons of karmic 
births and omen children and divine punishment, but it never comes. 


Technoblade is safe, and... and that was all. No addendum, no 
requisite, no deadline. 


Benihime does not understand. 


And then it does. 


Understanding comes slowly. (Most things do, but Death is nothing if 
not patient.) It remembers Technoblade in pieces- in the brief 


wrinkles in time where it almost took Philza’s place but never quite 
did. 


It starts with... with the strangest things. Suddenly knowing that 
Technoblade would like potato bread more than grain bread. 
Watching stew boil and knowing that adding more than four shakes 
of netherine salt will guarantee that the piglin eats up the whole 
damn pot because he loves that pinkish-gold stuff. Seeing the 
stretch routine that man does in the morning and thinking that makes 
sense, he’s always done that. 


It remembers carrying someone in its talons over a Nether cliffside. It 
remembers hunting phantoms for the sake of someone who could 
not sleep. (Desperate prayers for something dying.) 


Startled laughter as they jump back from a felled olive tree. The 
worrying sight of an empty house, the giddiness of something far too 
precious to be held in its hands. Its heart racing with caustic joy as 
they shout at each other over something stupid for the hundredth 
time. 


The quiet watchfulness of watching someone fall asleep. 


It remembers an Angel with nothing to give but himself, who holds 
onto a smoking black rose and never lets go. 


Benihime sees their reflections in the water, catching the light of an 
emerald star hanging off their ears, and it thinks it understands. 


5. | CARE! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(/ care.) 


Benihime keeps its distance from Technoblade. 


There is a familiar space by where Technoblade sleeps and it does 
not take it. There is a place on the shoulder of Technoblade’s cloak 
that is worn with talon marks, and an extension on the saddle of his 
horse waiting for someone else to take it. Benihime chooses to glide 
slowly overhead and Technoblade allows it without comment. He 
says nothing if Benihime does not stay at his side the way Philza 
does. 


It does not know what it expected from him. 


Did it expect him to ask? (Did it want him to ask?) 


But Death is patient, and so too its Angel, so Benihime can watch 
and wait from a distance. 


It is perched in the shadowed branches of a tree when one of 
Chatters’ eyes sees a young god ready their crossbow. 


Benihime tilts its head. It clicks its rosy antlers and feels the sharp 
spike of magic emanating from the newly unveiled arrowheads. 


Interesting. 


They are going to try to kill him. 


The real question is, does Benihime care if Technoblade dies? 


It does not care for the duties of Blood and Covenant, not yet. Does 
it care if he fails in his mission? 


Does it care if those kind golden eyes never looked at it again? (If 
those hands never again brushed at a sturdy horse, never tilled the 
earth for roots and herbs. If that face never held the joy of tasting 
good food, or those ears never heard birdsong.) 


Benihime watches a young god’s crossbow aim for Technoblade’s 
head. 


(His freckles are made of gold. Benihime had never noticed that 
before.) 


Does Benihime care if Technoblade dies? 


Surely that arrow would not even kill him in the first place. Surely, he 
wouldn't even die at all. (He promised.) 


Surely Technoblade would never die. 


(Wouldn’t it hurt? Wouldn't it hurt to be so alone?) 


Does it care for glass jars and emerald stars and felled olive trees 
and tackled tea tables and the shake of salt and the presence of an 
eternity so real and bright and alive that it hurts to behold and- 


-Benihime never does find the answer. 


Benihime never finds out if it cares if Technoblade dies. 


It is already diving towards him, the talons of its foot forcing his head 
out the way, just in time for a young god’s arrow to ricochet off its 
own face. 


-<>Y<>- 


Benihime says nothing. 


Techno takes it gently by the shoulders. “Hey, why did you do that?” 


It still says nothing. 


“| would have survived that shot,” Techno says. “You know that, 
right? It might have been a god arrow, but I’ve got a thick hide- I’d 
live if | took a hit. You know that.” 


It might have nodded. Or tilted its head. The gesture is so subtle 
Techno can’t quite tell which is which. 


“You knew that and you still tried to protect me,” Techno surmises. 
“Why?” 


It brings a hand up to Philza’s emerald earring. It looks at him with 
those pain-hazed eyes, potion bandage still raking across its face, 
and it smiles. 


Techno’s heart sinks. 


“You don’t have to do that,” he stresses. “] know me and Phil have 
our... thing going on, but you don't need to act in Phil’s place. | Know 
you're more here for Phil than you are for me. You don’t need to risk 
your life just ‘cause Phil cares-” 


“l care.” 


It's a small, hoarse voice. Barely above a breath, a ghost on the 
wind. 


“You’re my friend.” Benihime leans its head down into Techno’s 
hand, its trailing whisper disappearing into his palm. “You’re my 
friend.” 


Techno’s shaking breath turns into a half-hearted laugh. 


“You wanna elaborate on that?” Techno asks, only half-joking. 
“Gonna be honest, | was 90% sure you thought | was Phil’s weird 
roommate you had to learn to tolerate.” 


“We’re friends now,” it languidly trills. 


“Source?” 


“No,” it softly croons. 


“Okay.” Techno blinks. “Okay. | can live with that.” 


(And he did.) 


Author's Note: 
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1. The Traveler 
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v 


HERE ONCE WAS A TRAVELER draped in a cloak of blood. A 
traveler with hounds, with a lion’s mane covered in golds. 


And he came from a very far off place- so far away that it had no 
horses. 


What strange creatures, he had thought to himself. A beast that 
walks on thin legs, that tills fields, that carries players and more on 
its back. He had traveled and roamed for all his life and never seen 
anything like it. 


The traveler had never needed a horse before. But now he was very 
old and tired of walking alone, so he decided that having a horse of 
his own would be a fine idea. 


He was rich in his old age- he could have seen any horse and 
bought it for himself. But he could not have just any horse. 


The traveler was a Blood of the Covenant. He was a god, large and 
strong and unyielding in his power. He would need to find a horse 
larger and stronger than himself, and that would be a difficult task, 
indeed. 


Most players would have given up, searching as long as he did, but 
the Covenant did not. When he wanted something, he would have it, 
and his years had made him patient. 


The Covenant came across a ranch, and remembering his divine 
shape, placed on himself a mask of magic. Not wanting to frighten 
the animals or whoever else he found, he took the shape of a travel- 
weary human man as he approached. 


“| would like a horse,” he had asked the first player he came across- 
an old man with a scraggly beard and one shiny glass eye. 


“These are draft horses, sir,” the rancher had said with a frown. 
“Made to carry carts and heavy loads. They would make for slow 
riding.” 


“That suits me just fine.” 


And the rancher was skeptical, but the Covenant’s gold was fair, so 
the rancher led him to the horses. 


Every horse had its own beauty. Tall and broad and strong. Any rider 
would be proud to have one of them. But horses are wary creatures. 
They saw the truth of the Covenant’s form and shied away from him. 


All but one. A stout blood bay with a pale blond mane stood apart 
from the others, staring at its two onlookers. Intelligence shining in its 
dark eyes. 


“Tell me about this horse,” the Covenant had asked. 


The old rancher huffed and stomped his foot angrily on the ground. 
“That is no horse!” he insisted, spitting the words like fire. “That 
creature is a curse upon my lands!” 


“Years ago, during a blasted storm, a damn kelpie broke into my 
stables and bred with my most prized stock, and it made that 
wretched beast! It pretends to be a horse, but it eats whatever 
livestock it can break under its teeth! | try to be rid of it, even lock it 
out of my lands, and it simply manifests in its stall by morning!" 


“Such a fine horse could not cause that much trouble,” the Covenant 
refuted. “If you hate it so much, | may just take it off your hands.” 


The rancher grew nervous. “You could choose much more suitable 
mounts. | would not want to pass its misfortune to you.” 


—-—OSVUS- 


Technoblade looks into the dark eyes of misfortune. He looks into 
the eyes of a monster. 


A strange creature, neither spirit nor mob, gazes back. Its enchanted 
eyes, for a moment, see past the veil of a human mask. 


It sees a monster, too. It sees a horrifying, hateful revenant god for 
all that he is, and steps forward regardless. 


—-SVUS- 


“Misfortune is an old friend of mine,” the Covenant smiled. “He’ll be 
in good company.” 


The rancher sighed. “Have your own funeral, then.” He turns away 
from the offered purse of coins. “I won't take payment for a bad deal. 
If anything, you’re doing me a favor.” 


For all the rancher’s complaints, the horse was tame and gentle as 
the Covenant took it into his hand, and let itself be saddled and 
bridled without protest. 


—-OSVUS- 


Until it breaks the fence by walking into it, of course. 
“Gods,” the rancher half despairs, “just take the damn thing away.” 


Techno tries not to laugh. 


—-—OSVUS- 


“Hey, hold on now!” the rancher cried when the Covenant shoved 
gold into his hands. “Il said you owe me nothing, the horse is yours 
already, just get the gods damned thing out of here!” 


“It is my horse,” the Covenant reiterated. “It’s only fair | pay for the 
trouble it’s given you.” 


“Well...if you insist.” 


And so the Covenant walked away with his newfound companion, 
and seeing that he was alone again, removed his human mask. 


The horse barely even blinked. 


And that, more than anything, told him he made the right choice. 


Somewhere in this world there is a traveler, draped in a cloak of 
blood. A traveler with hounds, and a lion’s mane covered in gold, 
and he rides forever on a horse stronger than a storm. 


—OSVUS- 


“What's his name?” 

“Who's name, son?” 

“You didn't tell me the horse’s name.” 

“Mmm. | think he named it Carl, or something.” 
“ Daaaaad, what's his real name?” 


“It is Carl, | swear! Why would | lie to you, little feather?” 


“What kind of god names his horse Carl?” 


“A very nice god who treats his animals like people, that’s who.” 


“He does sound nice, / guess. He’s still a dumb old man, though.” 


“You know what, he is a dumb old man. Maybe I'll tell him you said 
that the next time | see him.” 


“Noooo!” 


“Then go to bed!” 


“...| love you, Dad.” 


“Aw, mate.” 


“Daaad.” 


“| love you too, Wilbur. Sleep well, eyas.” 


2. "Sleep well, eyas." 
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Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, and 
unsolicited professional mourners equally welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


the Discord server 

Find Aenor and Falrisesi on Twitter or on Tumblr 

. If you make or find fanart of our series, @ us on those 
platforms or share it on our Discord so we can properly scream 
Our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 


:) 


The Fable Of The Covenant, Godslayer by aenor llelo, 
BattleBlaze, Otakuforlife19, Rocket999 


Series: Orphan's Path [10] 

Category: Minecraft (Video Game), Orphan's Path (Fanfiction) 
Genre: Angel of Death Phil Watson (Video Blogging RPF), Assisted 
Suicide, Blood God Technoblade (Video Blogging RPF), Colorzas? 
Heard of her, Fictional Religion & Theology, Gen, Gods, Immortal 
Phil Watson (Video Blogging RPF), Immortal Technoblade (Video 
Blogging RPF), Implied/Referenced Suicide, Minor Character Death, 
Murder! It Sure Happens, Original Mythology, Past Implied 
Genocide, Past Violence, Piglin Lore Occurs, Piglin Technoblade 
(Video Blogging RPF), Post-Apocalypse, Pre-Canon, Rebuilding, 
Techno And Phil Are Going To Steal God's Kneecaps, Technoblade 
& Phil Watson Friendship (Video Blogging RPF), Technoblade Needs 
a Hug (Video Blogging RPF), The Nether (Minecraft), The Power Of 
Friendship Occurs, There's No Such Thing As A Good War Kids. 
And Nobody Ever Wins., Unreliable Narrator, War, Winged Phil 
Watson (Video Blogging RPF), implied PTSD 

Language: English 

Characters: Lagos the Dreamweaver (Orphan's Path), Phil | 
Ph1LzA (Orphan's Path), Piglin (Minecraft), Technoblade (Orphan's 
Path), The Angel of Flowers (Orphan's Path) 

Relationships: Lagos The Dreamweaver & Technoblade & Phil | 
Ph1LzA, Technoblade & Phil | Ph1LzA 

Status: Completed 

Published: 2021-05-30 

Updated: 2021-06-03 

Packaged: 2023-10-05 20:31:00 

Rating: Teen And Up Audiences 

Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply 

Chapters: 8 

Words: 4,417 

Publisher: archiveofourown.org 

Summary: 


Piglins remember the story of the Blood God. 


1. Chapter 1 
Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series. You should read the previous parts. 
This work contains screen reader friendly images. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


HOLD CLOSE THE TRUTH, and never forget it. As of my sire, and 
his sire before him. 


There were gods when | was young. 


Gods of forest, gods of crimson, gods of stone and gold and quartz. 


Gods of lava seas and their striders, gods of shrines, gods sunk into 
the very salt of the earth and from their rivers of fire and blood there 
was life. 


They are all the past. 


They are all dead. 


They are all eaten, all forgotten. 


...But not forever. 


There once was a Blood of the Covenant. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
This header was made by Otakuforlife19! 


The Fable Of A Traveler was a big exception in terms of the 
amount of images per chapter because it was a one-shot, and 
we wanted to ease you into the format and general style of the 
season. 

A normal Fables chapter will have one image per chapter. Think 
of it as daily Orphan's Path illustrations with spicy spicy Lore 
Text. 

(don't worry, other chapters are longer, we're just dividing them 
by their images) 


2. Chapter 2 


Tr WEENIE <e S F «I<! 
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Ty MEM EN T= ~<E Wr 1 


BLOOD FOR THE BLOOD GOD. 


BLOOD FOR THE BLOOD KING. 


BLOOD FOR THE SOUL- 
SINGER, THE BELLS-PRAYER, 
THE WORLDS-WALKER. 


BLOOD FOR THE GOLDEN 
EYES AND THE GILDED MANE, 
THE BLADE OF HIS FURY THAT 

WILL NEVER DIE. 


BLOOD FOR THE COVENANT. 


Blood for the blood god and blood for His covenant, blood for His 
great work upon this Nether and the sounder of sounders. 


Look to your elder and look to our stories. 


Take it promised, the Truth as it is known, the gifts that His work has 
wrought for us. 


His first gift was named vengeance. 


For the Blood of the Covenant was soul-singer, born out of the 
reverence of the lost and long forgotten. 


He heard their anger against the skies and He made it His own, and 
with His undying blade He leapt past the hellmouths, into the strange 
lands of the outworlds. 


3. Chapter 3 


AND THE BLOOD OF THE COVENANT took his companion, an 
Angel, and bid it to fly with godspeed toward His first target of ire. 


For they knew to themselves an ancient god, an elder domain, the 
Dreamweaver. 


They knew not what they would find. 


Here is the Truth as it is known, the Angel cared not the answer. 


He did not care if his godkin died. 


Such was the covenant of Blood and Death. Through the fire and 
flames, to the gates of hell. 


—-—SY<- 


“You don’t have to follow my grudge,” Techno says. 


“I’m following you,” Philza corrects. “To the ends of the earth.” 


“And if they have no penance?” Techno asks. “If they must die?” 


“Then they die,” Philza harshly answers. “And I’d follow you still.” 


—-—SY<- 


The Covenant and the Angel found a face of the Dreamweaver and 
questioned their elder god. 


His answer did not satisfy them. 


—-—SY<- 


“These days, | think you would have called me a- what was it? A 
conscientious objector.” 


“You...” Philza tilts his head. “...vou weren't there for the war?” 


“| was there,” Lagos clarifies, “but | didn’t fight in it. | refused, and 
they couldn't force my hand.” 


“l see.” Techno hums lowly, and inclines his head. “Then as long as 
you don't stop me, there’s no reason for us to have a problem with 
each other.” He takes Carl’s reins and moves to ride. 


Philza does not move. 


“We can't stay, Phil,” Techno reminds him. “If Lagos heard the 
ascension from all the way out here, the rest of the host has, too. 
The elders have probably figured out what it means by now.” 


Philza’s hawkish gaze is fixed unwaveringly on the elder god. “You 
were there.” 


Lagos makes a vague noise. “I was there for a lot of things-” 


THEY DIED! Philza’s broad black wings snap open like a clap of 
thunder as his murder rattles around him. COUNTLESS people 
died, and YOU were there. The divine chord of his voice shakes. 
And you just WATCHED? 


Lagos’ blank porcelain face stills. “Don’t project on me, brother. 
That’s your guilt, not mine.” This doll doesn’t have a mouth beyond a 
carved rabbit snout on a floating head, but it seems to sigh. “Il never 
wanted the war. But- listen, I’m just one guy! | couldn't fight the entire 
divine host! All | could do was... remove myself from their 
ammunition. ” 


“If everyone else was fighting,” Techno shrewdly asks, “why weren't 
you?” 


“What did | care for it? Another dead war to make dead bodies of 
dead gods in dead servers.” Lagos hollowly stares back. “I’ve 
already fought their wars. | will not fight them again.” 


Philza scoffs. “So, you’re just going to sit on your hands, | suppose.” 


“You'll take your vengeance either way,” Lagos harshly deflects. “You 
were not there for that war, you will never see what | saw- and yet 
here you are.” 


Lagos had always, for all his obvious age, sounded whimsical- 
borderline childish. He had never sounded like the old man he did 
now. 


“l will pray for you, brother, that you never understand. Take your 
new little brother and do what you will. | will have no part in your 
misplaced revenge fantasy. It will not change a thing in the end.” He 
bows his head. Philza doesn’t know if the god is resigned or just... 
disappointed. “Nothing ever does.” 


—-—SY<- 


But in the end, the Dreamweaver had no part in their work, with them 
or against them. 


No justice would be found here. 


A Covenant and an Angel moved on. Their endless hunt continued. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


The character designs shown in these fables aren't quite 
"canon" in case you were wondering- they're products of the 
story and the narrators telling them, so they'll have an element 
of bias. Lagos is not a hero in this story, so he won't be depicted 
as one. 


4. Chapter 4 


THE BLOOD OF THE COVENANT was granted no great gift for His 
birth. 


He was not gifted powers of war or strength, no mastery of element. 


When this Nether saw fit to make a god of Him, it saw through the 
very heart of His soul. It saw what He had been in life- a simple, 
devoted stag with nothing to His name but His mastery of self. 


Such an existence had no need or want of power, so this world did 
not grant it to Him. 


It granted Him tools. 


His strength would be His own, but His body would never waver. It 
would see and hear and speak to the gods themselves, and stand 
defiant still. 


His gilded mane would spill like a river and it would break by no hand 
but his own- just like His body, it would never waver, His first and 
final shield. 


And the world would not grant His soul power in pursuit of His work, 
but it would grant Him this- He would not fight alone. 


For His name was Blood and His name was Covenant. The 
breathing vow of every living thing could belong to Him for as long as 
He could treasure it, and what was He but breathing vow itself? 


He took to his soul the vow of an Angel, fragile yet undying still. A 
defiance equal to His own, an emerald star woven from a thousand 
thousand eyes and the ashen shadows of the sky. 


He leapt past the hellmouths into twisted Overworld and he saw the 
beasts of the earth. He saw the hunter creatures that stalked the 
forests and He made Himself their sounder, taking their breathing 
vow as His own. 


This was the first army of Blood. This was the undying sounder of 
Covenant. 


Their wild hunt of justice rolled over the earth and took its divine 
retribution. 


The Covenant and his Angel needed no allies or armies but the 
strength of their vows, in their path amidst the wretched divine host 
of the Overworld. 


They were a host unto themselves. 


They came as wolves among sheep. They came as crows upon 
carrion. 


Patient, persistent hunters in the unstoppable pursuit of their prey. 


Their quarry was precious few, but let this Truth be known- justice 
finds the guilty, and even the gods may die. 


And they did. 


Blood and Death descended upon them all. 


5. Chapter 5 


THERE ONCE WAS A GREY ANGEL who walked the earth for 
longer than anyone can remember. 


When the cruel musings of the Overworld’s grand pantheon called 
for them, they answered, and by their twisted grace Rot was brought 
upon the land. 


By their divine hand, the curse of the dead shall forever haunt the 
living. 


And an Angel of Plagues walked the earth, grey as sin, the shape of 
a thousand thousand graves forever following in their wake. 


—-—OSVUS- 


“The Angel of Mourning,” Philza observes with a light frown. “I think 
I’ve heard of this guy back when | was still-” His eyes cloud briefly, 
antlers flickering. “You know. Before. This guy tails zombie hordes. 
Cries their eyes out everywhere they go.” 


Tears? 
For its own handiwork? 
As if a sea of grief would ever be enough. 


CRY YOUR PLAGUE-SONG, ANGEL. IT IS NO LESS THAN 
YOU DESERVE. 


Techno sighs thinly, a cloud of cold air spilling from his snout. 


In the dark of the night, an army of hounds stalks in patient patrols 
around his camp, watchful of whatever may come through the trees. 
Others snap their jaws on the spoils of a previous battle, the harsh 
blades of their teeth carving dead flesh for the grateful beaks of a 
murder of crows. The gilded shine in their fur and eyes is a copper 
echo of his own. 


Techno flexes his hands. Golden lifemarks no longer stand alone, 
flanked by uncountable freckles of coppery bound hearts swarming 
up his bare arms, the names of their respective hounds a fading 
whisper in his mind. 


For any other player, to bind to so many would be impossible. For 
the Blood of the Covenant, it’s easier than breathing. 


“That grey Angel’s a hard god to find,” Philza goes on. “Bitch to track 
down on a good day.” 


“They’re the last,” Techno distantly whispers. “The last one left. After 
that, there’s no one else left from that war.” 


“Really?” Philza lets out a light chuckle. “That’s good, then! We'll 
finally be done with this shitshow.” 


“Yeah. And they’re the one that...” A shuddering breath. “Well. They 
used to be called the Angel of Plagues for a reason.” 


The feathers along Philza’s cheeks, previously ruffled with quiet 
amusement, flatten against the shadow of his face. 


‘T'll kill them,” Philza whispers. “You kill that bird quick, or I'll kill ‘em 
myself.” 


“| don't want to hurt them,” Techno quietly insists. "I just want to get it 
over with." 


That fucking pervert, Philza hisses lowly. Talons curl and dig 
through sungold hair. The pale coral of antlers skirts a dark red at the 
edges, a trail of crimson bleeding down to their roots. How they live 
with that rotting legacy, | don’t even wanna know. 


“| accepted what happened long before we started this fight.” 


(But we will NOT, our Blade, a chorus croons.) 


“We don’t need to dig up a history we’re about to end,” Techno 
reminds his friend as he continues. “Don’t hold dead grudges for 
me.” 


Thieving fucker, the song of an angel rings discordantly. Selfish 
bitch, hoardin’ everything. Eons of souls lost to shambling 
corpses when they should have belonged to- 


Philza’s eyes widen as he slaps his own mouth closed. 


“Sorry mate,” his voice shakes as it falls back to earth, “I don’- | 
don’t know what that was.” A pitched sound. “Fuck. Made it about 
me and my aspect shit, that ain’t right.” 


“It’s okay,” Techno reassures, just a touch wide eyed himself. “I just- 
gods, | really did forget for a second.” He blinks. “Death god- | didn’t 
even think about it. Undead stuff would get you keyed up, huh?” 


Philza’s laugh, this time, has an odd edge to it. “I keep forgetting it, 
too, and then weirdchamp shit like this comes out of my mouth.” 


His compulsive smile smooths out. 


"This is the literal mother of zombies we’re talking about. What a 
fuckin’ thought.” A rustle of feathers, a click of antlers sliding back to 
a more relaxed place. “Maybe you don’t wanna hurt them, but | kind 
of do. | think even if I- even if | wasn’t... bein’ what | am, | probably 
still would.” 


“| won't tell you how to feel.” 


Battalions of hounds howl to each other in the night, reaffirming their 
positions. In the sea of his mind, a chorus sings dark fantasies of 
violence. 


“The suffering doesn’t matter to me either way, Phil. Not anymore.” 
The Blood of the Covenant stares hollowly into the fire. “Only the 
death.” 


—-—OSVUS- 


But no matter how far the Grey Angel ran, it would not save them. 


Blood and Death had cast their judgement. The Covenant’s army 
marched. 


The final hunt had begun. 


6. Chapter 6 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Header by Otaku. 


THE GREY ANGEL COULD NOT RUN FOREVER. 


They could walk through hellmouths, cross seas, leap voids. Blood 
and Death would still follow, and an army of beasts with them. 


And they did. 
The grey Angel fled across the farthest reaches of the world. 
But even the gods must tire eventually. 


...And they did. 


—OoUS- 


A grey Angel stands at the edge of another forgotten ruin in the 
Nether, looking out into the horizon. Pale hair floats languidly around 
a face empty of everything, tears falling blindly on unseen eyes as 
they glint with firelight. 


One could have thought they were a ghost. Even their voice 
threatens to vanish into nothing at any moment. 


Have you come to kill me? 


Whatever expression briefly dances on Techno’s face, it’s been 
swallowed up by his netherite mask. A cloven hand skirts on the 
handle of a sword. “Will you run?” 


No. A lantern moves along the edge of a worn staff. No, | don’t 
think | will. 


The Angel of Mourning has no face, even more so than the Angel of 
Death. Philza’s features still existed at least, somewhere under his 
inscrutable shadow, but this... this god had nothing. The shadow had 
swallowed it all whole. 


Philza’s armored claws flex on Techno’s shoulder. “Is this gonna be a 
fight?” 


Flowered branches twitch on the grey angel’s face. Just... give me 
a moment. You’ve waited for so long already. Wait a moment 
more. 


“It’s your life,” Techno allows. 


Thank you. 


Blackened fingers graze stiltedly over gilded cracks of blackstone. A 
voided face slowly drifts back to look at its two observers, lingering at 
the asphodel in Philza’s sunhat. 


I’ve always loved flowers. Did you know they can stave people’s 
hunger? Heal the sick? The grey angel’s head tilts. If they had a 
face, maybe they would have smiled. | did that. 


“Odd hobby for an Angel of Plagues,” Philza neutrally points out. 


| was supposed to heal plague, not make it. When the war came 
to the Overworld, | made the magic of flowers, bid them to grow 
on battlefields. | wanted to help the soldiers. And then we 
were... we were winning, | think. We were already winning. It 
was only a matter of time. 


A shuddering breath. 


But we weren’t winning enough. And when the war pantheon 
turned to me and said | could have been doing more, I... 


A new unending line of tears falls from an unseen face. This time, a 
grey angel bothers to try and stem the flow. 


| was too young. Too young, too stupid. They told me | would be 
saving lives! They remembered me as a hero, even! And now 
look at me. 


The angel looks down at their form- grey clothes and grey wings, 
grey hair and grey hands. 


I’m a shell. A walking graveyard. You could have thought I was 
a ghost. Most people do, these days. An odd laugh. What 
difference does it make if you kill me? | must already be dead. 


Their gaze turns to Technoblade. 


It would be no less than | deserve. 


—-OSVUS- 


A Grey Angel gazed upon the Blood of the Covenant and wept, the 
constant weight of their living sin falling against the ground. 


They had run from their justice for longer than the world could 
remember- but they were tired. 


Tired in a way no rest would ever fix. 


They laid down their weapons and opened their arms to judgement. 


—OoUS- 


Techno freezes. 


“An ounce of regret,” his flat voice wavers. “That was all | asked, and 
you gave it. You changed. Your penance doesn't need to be paid 
with your life.” 


The angel looks down at the harsh Nether soil. 


I've done nothing but take from this place, trying to fix what | 
cannot replace. Blackened hands dig into the ground. Just once I- I 
think I'd like to give something to this world. And the death of a 
god is a powerful thing. 


They lean their neck against the edge of Techno’s sword. 


Make me into something pretty, if you can. | think that would be 
nice. 


“I... |don’t know how,” Techno admits. “I don’t know if | even can.” 


“| can,” Philza suddenly sounds behind him. 


Golden eyes, lapis eyes. Matched gazes flicker briefly to twinned 
emerald stars. 


Talons curl around a small braid of gilded hair. 


“Just- just flowers, though,” Philza awkwardly elaborates. “Hope 
that’s alright.” 


...1 think that’s what | would have wanted anyway. 


—OoUS- 


The Blood of the Covenant took the breathing vow of the Angel of 
Death and raised His blade. 


Vo- 


A gray angel’s layers of wings spasm as they raise a weak hand to 
the darkening line cutting across their chest. 


And His justice rang true. 


...Oh. That’s what it feels like. 


Divine ichor sinks into Techno’s cloak as he catches their swaying 
body. 


“I’m sorry,” Techno whispers as he cradles a dying god. “I’m so, so 
sorry.” 


A wheezing, foaming laugh. It’s alright. It’s what I want. 


The angel’s head lolls weakly towards Philza. 


You’re like me, they whisper with reverence. You’re an Angel. Why 
didn’t I notice that before? 


Philza barks a caustic laugh. He doesn’t know what it means. “I think 
you’ve got shit luck with Angels, mate. Sorry about that.” 


An answered laugh peters out into a whistling noise. 


Frey, an angel breathes, punctuated by an ever-shallowing rise and 
fall of a weakening ribcage. My name was Frey. 


The death of a god is never clean. Never swift. The burning star of 
their soul will always cling desperately to life, no matter what tries to 
will it otherwise. 


There is nothing Philza or Techno can do to make this quick. 


All they can do is watch. 


A blood-stained thumb dares to trace on Philza's cheek. He lets it. 


Tears? asks a tired smile. Over an old thing like me? 


Grey bleeds silver and gold against the ground- and so does the 
shadow of a voided face, sinking into the earth and the growing 
forest of flowers that their body is slowly fading for. 


Frey’s fading, wild eyes are lapis blue. 


Oh, little brother, the ghost of their voice rings as it finally lays to 
rest, you are a silly man. 


—OoUS- 


The grey Angel was slain. 


The last memory of the sinful war was gone. 


—OoUS- 


Techno’s arms drop weakly at his side. His knees knock to the 
ground. 


Philza’s wings spill uselessly around him, scattered petals caught in 
black feathers. 


The hounds move to lick the ichor from their clothes, and just this 
once they are too exhausted to stop the effort. 


Philza’s unshed tears shine with the light of an emerald star at his 
ear. 


Techno’s heaving breath is half to a sob itself. 
A chorus shrieks with victory inside the hollow emptiness of his mind. 


“We won,” a Blood of the Covenant whispers solemnly, wondering 
who he’s supposed to convince. His sword shakes in his hand. “We 
won.” 


—-OSVUS- 


They won. 


7. Chapter 7 


FOR THE FIRST TIME in any sounder’s memory... 


...there were flowers. 


—-OSVUS- 


It was just the two of them- and Chatters, and Carl, and all of 
Techno’s hounds- rested there, held in suspense in a forest of 
flowers. The first forest of flowers that the Nether had ever seen. 


The living morbid monument of a god’s descent. 


A veiled sunhat and a netherite mask lie carelessly at their sides. 
Philza leans back and holds Techno’s head to his chest, broad wings 
mantled loosely around them both. The unyielding presence of the 
toppled stone pillar behind him is odd- it’s always odd to have 
anything against his back, winged as he is. But the weight is... 
grounding. 


He’d like something grounding, just this once. 


There was no victory in this. He understands that now. 


Technoblade had not been sharing justice or triumph when he had 
accepted Philza’s help- he had been sharing grief. A grief older than 
either of them, the barest surface glimpse of something Philza won't 
dare to understand. Maybe he never will. 


But it’s over. Now and forever. 


The past is behind them. 


The Angel and the Covenant have outlasted it all. 


“I didn’t want to,” Techno whispers. 


“Me neither, mate. But it’s what Frey wanted, right?” 


“| didn’t want any of it,” Techno corrects. “They didn’t have to die, 
but-” His knuckles shake on the handle of his sword. “They just 
wouldn't stop, Phil. They weren't ever going to stop.” 


“| know,” Philza sadly murmurs, “I know.” 


“They're just so loud,” Techno’s voice trembles. 


The gentle roaming of Philza’s hands stops. “... Who’s loud, mate?” 


“| Ed 


Techno’s body jolts with a seizing, sputtering cough tinged with 
gilded blood. 


Philza swears under his breath. “Fuck fuck fuck fuck-” 


He turns Techno’s head on its side, desperately trying to keep his 
friend from choking. In a moment of impulse he already hates 
himself for- what if he’s wrong, what if it doesn’t work, what if he just 
makes it worse- he grapples with a leftover regeneration potion, 
shoving the last of it down Techno’s mouth. 


“Breathe,” he prays. “Breathe, my friend.” 


And Techno does. Slowly, surely, as he always has, he breathes 
again- because the Blood of the Covenant never dies, and the Angel 


of Death will make sure of it. 


A snuff of a snout, a morbid swallow of blood. Lips curl around a new 
angle of tusks at the roof of his jaw. 


“That was dramatic,” he manages, like he hadn’t just been hacking 
up his own bloody teeth a few ticks ago. 


“Fuckin’ hell,” Philza laughs. “What the devil was that?” He tugs 
lightly at Techno’s tusks, jostling the bastard’s big dumb head in the 
process. “Your face knives just went and migrated up the other half 
of your mouth. That’s so scuffed.” 


“| killed God and all | got was new teeth,” Techno snorts ungracefully. 
“Nah, | just- | just started sayin’ something | shouldn't have. Got-” A 
soft wheeze. “-got left with a warning.” 


Philza thumbs as golden freckles. “You alright?” 


“It’s my own fault,” Techno dares to smile. “I just- | thought it might be 
different now. Guess it’s still a little too honest.” 


“You don't have to tell me everything,” Philza says. “Gods knows | 
dont tell you everything either.” 


“| want to.” 


“Well, | don’t want you to,” Philza rebuts, wiping at the last of the 
blood on his friend’s face. “Not if it hurts you- not like this.” 


“Even if it might be important?” 


“You're here,” Philza simply says. “I’m here. That’s all | need to 
know. | can live with the rest.” 


The golden shine of Techno’s eyes softens. 


“How are you real?” he breathes. “How do | ever deserve you?” 


“Dumbass,” Philza whispers into Techno’s forehead. “Stop takin’ the 
words out of my mouth.” 


Assured of their victory, the Blood of the Covenant and the Angel of 
Death allowed themselves to rest. 


8. Chapter 8 


AND THOUGH THEIR JUSTICE WAS DONE, the Blood of the 
Covenant could not rest. Not for long. 


—-SVUS- 


Techno hasn't been the same since they won his war. 


It was like a burden had been lifted from his shoulders at first. His 
steps were lighter. The resting frown of his face was almost shifted to 
a smile. 


And for a while, they simply rode on, as they always had. Techno 
with his tireless horse and host of hounds, Philza and his murder 
flying overhead. 


But there’s a listlessness now. Philza often woke to find his friend 
staring out into the world ceiling of the Nether, an unreadable grief 
on his face. 


He- he tries not to think about it. At least at first. 


But he does anyway. 


And right there- right as they’ve reached the portal from whence they 
came- he stops. He stops, a hand hovered over Techno’s chest right 
as the piglin almost steps through. 


“Stay,” he whispers. “We both know you want to.” 


“| won't leave you,” Techno insists. “I’ve said it before. The rest of my 
time is yours.” 


“| know,” Philza concedes. “But can't | give it back to you? Just a little 
while, just this once?” 


Techno takes off his mask as he sighs, looking back at the ravaged 
landscape of the Nether. “There’s just so much unfinished here. If | 
Started, | might never stop. | can’t promise how long it would take.” 


“Then take as much time as you need.” Philza laughs to himself- he 
doesn't quite know if it’s happy or sad. “We’ve got all the time in the 
world now, after all.” 


“Find me. Promise me you'll find me. Wherever I am, whatever | am- 
find me and I'll find you.” 


An emerald star shines under the veil of Philza’s hat as he tilts his 
head. 


“How could | not?” He smiles. “Damn magnet is what you are. My 
north.” He gently knocks their heads together. “My star.” 


An emerald glints at the flick of Techno’s ear. “My star.” 


—-OSVUS- 


And the Covenant and the Angel parted ways. 


For though His quest was done, He had yet more gifts to bring to this 
world. 


With an eternity to live with the completion of the justice He had 
wrought, he brought to the sounders a second gift. For with the 


blessings of His divinity, he had walked through every world that the 
peoples of this Nether could not. And with his undying eternity he 
brought knowledge. 


He taught to us what we had lost, and taught us farther still. He 
wrote for us what he had seen and stolen from a thousand thousand 
worlds. 


He gave to us the written Truth of the builder, the craftsmen, the sky 
sailor. 


He gave to us the written Truth of the huntsmen, of the farmers and 
the beasts of the earth. 


For this world is cruel, He had said, but why must life be the same? 


Why must we die in the bitterness of our circumstance, languishing 
in our hardship with nothing to show for it? 


We cannot change the suffering of our past, He had said, but we can 
change our futures. 


The futures of our sounders. 


The futures of our children. 


And that- far more than any justice, far more than any war- was the 
greatest gift of all. 


Blood for the blood god and blood for His covenant. 


May the blade of His reign never die. 


For He gave us back our history. 


And He taught us how to write it once more. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
An Angel feels the pull of a Covenant. 


Philza steps through the portal. Starry tears are pooling under 
Technoblade’s mask. 


“Phil.” 


His friend’s voice sounds like it could shatter like glass at any 
moment, a journal of long-worn pictures held in shaking hands. 


He’s smiling. 
“Phil, they’re building bastions again.” 
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Summary: 


He loved her. (How could he not?) 
She loved him. (How could She not?) 


or 


An immortal angel falls in love with Death. Death, in turn, falls in love 
with the one thing she cannot yet touch. 


The Fable Of Death's Angel 
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1 


HERE IS AN ANGEL IN LOVE WITH DEATH and he has walked the 
stars for longer than the world can remember. 


Under the watch of his thousand thousand eyes, the seasons have 
changed. Rivers have carved mountains into valleys, glaciers have 
melted to seas. 


The follied engine of mortal existence has lived, died, and lived again 
in the time it would take to count the constellations trapped in his 
wingbeats. In countless mortal spans, he has seen every beauty of 
life there is, in all its splendor- and all its sorrowful brevity. 


And yet so it fell, that he fell in love with Death. 


Death, his pursuer. Death, his hunter. Death, his taker- patient thief 
of loves and pleasures and all good things. 


Death, the stillness. The void. The sleep, the silence- the final night, 
fathomless. 


Death, the constant. The one constant that the universe cannot take 
from him. 


And he fell in love. 


(How could he not?) 


He loved Her. 


He loved Her beyond rhyme or reason- without a single strand of 
grandeur or scrap of intent. 


He loved Her as the ocean does the moon. As flowers the sun, as 
roots the earth, as lungs the air. 


As life loves death. 


He wandered through the wonders of life and saw Death's face 
amidst it all. He watched Her hunt the world forever, only showing 
Her face to steal the beauty from everything. Time dared not touch 
Her, and he loved Her still. 


Death followed life, and an Angel followed Death. 


Where She appeared, so would he. Where She hunted, so would he, 
a bow and sword at his hand and a thousand thousand wings waiting 
to feast upon the bones, daring to see Her, if only for a moment. 


He loved Her. 


He walked the world and gave Her the countless gifts of life. He gave 
Her the fruits of the trees and the flowers of the earth- the bones 
beneath and harsh writhing splendors of the sea. 


He dreamed the long dream, and in that dream he imagined her Void 
to not be the empty shell that mortal men feared awaited them. 


He dreamed a full blanketed darkness of sea and soil and planted 
seeds there, until lifetimes passed and Her domain was gifted with 
trees. He dreamed the mortal folly of things that last and built 
memories of wells, of bridges, of cobbled roads and well-cared 
shrines over slow and ambling centuries. 


He sang the memory of the beasts of the earth until She dreamed in 
turn, and the darkness flooded with blossoms and butterflies and 
shining creatures in starry rivers. 


He dreamed the long dream and he dreamed Death, Herself. Death, 
as old and splendored as life, but it was when an Angel first dared to 
dream Her that Her beauty had a face, that the song that hung over 
the breath of life had a voice. 


And She spoke, then, in the long dream. Death dreamed Her voice 
to him, night and dark and poised to bury everything, and he loved 
Her still. 


He dreamed the long dream, until some part of him never quite left, 
until there was always a soft sleeping shrine to an Angel in Death’s 
domain, awaiting when he might next dream again- for he always 
would, eventually. 


He loved Her. 
And for as long as he still walked the world, they could never touch. 
Such was life. 


But the Angel did not become Death’s by meekly accepting life for 
what it is. 


If he could never truly find her in this world, he would simply have to 
find a world that will. 


-SUS- 


It took him decades. Decades of patience, and a chance bloody 
accident. 


It was rooting around a bedrock layer while mining and finding the 
cracks to a black cavernous void beneath it. 


He knows that impossible shade of black by heart now. 


A literal void. The Void. 


He thinks his heart might have stopped then. 


“I could just-” 


His words catch on nothing, to an audience of no one- no one but 
himself and all his crows. 


“-1 could just touch it. Just for a moment.” 


Nope 


Oh no 


Haha NOPE 


If you die i’m killing you 


“We're up here,” he goes on like his murder never said anything at 
all. “And that’s just right there. | could just... fall.” His wings flex, 
feathers rattling with anticipation. “ltd be easier than breathin’, 
wouldn't it?” 


A murder ruffles nervously around him. 
It’s a sea of sourcecode down there. 
Raw stardust and then some. 


Landing for even the briefest moment would kill you. 


“| don’t need to land,” the Angel distantly muses as he steps off the 
edge. “I just need to fall.” 


-OoUS- 


An Angel fell in love with Death. 


He fell in love with the night, the silence, the patient hunter of all 
good things. 


He loved Her, and he flew past the belly of the world into the burning 
stardust- the cradle and grave, the beginning and end of everything- 
and He loved her still. 


Beyond all reason. Beyond all notion of return. 


He loved her so much that he fell into the song of the universe itself 
to sing it, stardust lapping at his wingbeats and burning at his 
fingertips, | love you. 


I love you, | loved you, | love you still. 


He loved Her as life loves death. 


And Death fell in love with an Angel. 


(How could She not?) 


An Angel, a wanderer. An Angel, a singer, a storyteller, a builder of 
the folly of things that last. An Angel, hunter of her quarry and planter 
of Her trees. 


An Angel, the dreamer. An Angel of the long dream, who saw Her 
beauty in life itself until his dream gave Her dreams in turn- gave Her 
a face to smile for the sake of dreams, a voice to fill the empty that 
had been Her eternal existence. 


An Angel, who taught Her loneliness through his absence, only to fill 
it again when next he dreamed- for he always would, and always 
will. 


An Angel, the giver. Who saw the best and worst of life and death, 
who had nothing to his name but eternity, yet still he gave, and gave 
and gave. 


Angel, the giver. Angel, the constant. The folly of a dreamer that fell 
in love with Death. 


And She loved him. 


She loved an Angel as only Death can. Death the constant, Death 
the chaser, Death the hunter, Death the taker. 


She loved him as the moon loves the ocean. As dark the night, as 
the embrace of the earth to roots and flowers and the bones buried 
in it, as water loves the drowning. 


As death loves life. 


She loved him like ruin, like the shadow of war, like the stardust 
burning at his fingertips, forever daring to claim him as he forever 
dared to evade Her grasp. 


| love you, said the universe as he touched the end of everything, as 
Death’s starry fingers burned at his hands, as he shook himself from 
the long dream and leapt back into life’s arms once again. 


| love you, | loved you, | love you still. 
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Summary: 


There once was a King who wanted everything. 


Fool that he was, an Angel nearly gave it to him. 


1. Chapter 1 


Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series and written with the context of 
previous parts. Please read the series in its listed and intended 
order. 

This work contains screen reader friendly images. 

This work contains exotic text. Exotic text and formatting is 
visual aesthetic only and not meant to be verbally or visually 
coherent. Chapters containing exotic text will contain additional 
forewarning. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


2. Chapter 2 


HERE ONCE WAS AN ANGEL IN LOVE WITH DEATH. He walked 
the world, hunting and gathering life’s quarry on Her behalf. 


He lived as the beloved vassal of Death, but to gaze upon Her, he 
would have to be like the dead himself. 


It was the habit of the Angel to bury himself in the earth, smothered 
by his wings and the weight of his own grave to find the long dream 
in which his lady resided. 


But though he was safe within the embrace of the soil, this habit of 
his did not come without surprises. 


After all, even if no one could find him- much less move him- the 
same could not be said of the land he was buried in. 


—-OSVUS- 


The earth of a pine forest shivers. Shadowy shapes of beaks and 
and claws push out of the soil like bamboo shoots. Crows ruffle the 
soil from out of their feathers. 


The hand of an angel breaks out from his grave. 


Blue eyes readjust their gaze on the forest he’d slept in- and on the 
abrupt landscape of pale stone and purple spires now surrounding 
that forest at every turn. 


“What the fuck?” 


—OoVUS- 


He woke from his long dream to find himself in a new place- a new 
world. 


A world of pale desolate islands, cast into an ocean of void, speared 
on all sides with thin spindling towers that grew like trees. 


A world of obsidian towers and flying crystal. Where endermen 
walked and talked as players do, lifemarks on their iron wrists as 
they sailed the empty on marble ships. 


The castle of the King who wanted everything. 


The crown of the King that stole the world. 


The hidden city of Endlantis. 


Y 


HERE ONCE WAS A KING OF NOTHING. 


Born to nothing, of nothing, from nothing. He clawed out of the very 
worldspawn itself into an empty wasteland, where there was nothing 
and no one to greet him, to tell him his purpose. 


And he was alone. 


He took the shape of endermen, but not well enough. Too tall, too 
pale, too many horns and too many grasping arms. 


He knew nothing except that he was a King. But what land was there 
to rule? What subjects did he hold? 


He had nothing. 
He wanted something. 


He woke the wandering endermen nomads from their long dream 
and gave them words by which to speak to him. He planted trees 
into the empty stone and made villages sprout from their branches. 


He sowed the seeds of a city and watched the people of his 
Endlantis change and grow by his power, watched them use their 
nomadic magic to sail with new purpose to the thousand worlds they 
wandered in their long dreams. 


They came back with news of others like him, beings called gods, 
and he rejoiced. 


He had something! He was not alone in this world! 


He wondered why he had not heard of these gods before. He 
wondered why they did not find him, why they did not come to his aid 
in his time of loneliness. It had been a mistake, surely. He lived so 
far away in this wasteland, they must simply have not known where 
he was. 


He bid Endlantis to seek out the gods, spread news of his rule so 
that he too might have part in their lands of plenty, that he too might 
take his rightful place among their ranks. 


And the gods gave him nothing. 


They gave him no gifts. They gave him no lands. They looked upon 
his prophets with fear, likening his favored people to thieves for 
simply giving tribute to him. 


Thieving god of Ender, the divine host had said. 
A thief. 


For the first time in his existence, the King’s loneliness was 
smothered by rage. 


He hadn't stolen anything! His treasures were the rightful gifts of his 
grateful players! What did it matter if it came from another god’s 
lands? They had everything , they could just make more. 


He could not. 


They have so many worlds, and he has to be trapped in this desert 
of one. 


—-—OSVUS- 


It’s not FAIR! Ender’s shout echoed across his tower. | don’t want 
to look at OTHER worlds! | want MY WORLD! 


His spindled feet crack the stone floor. 


|! want MY sun! he cries. MY mountains! MY flowers! MY birds! 


He glares pleadingly at the tapestries on his wall. 


! DESERVE IT! He screeches, clawing across the painted faces of 
distant gods. (M JUST AS IMPORTANT AS YOU! I’M- 


He stops. 


“I will not be nothing,” he whispers. “1! will not be nothing. ” 


He would not be King of nothing. 


No matter how many worlds it cost to keep it that way. 


He would make sure of it. 


4. Chapter 4 


HE ANGEL OF DEATH WAS BROUGHT BEFORE THE ENDER 
KING. 


The King was intrigued. His vassals had never brought something 
alive to him before. 


What must he have thought then? A wild-eyed creature of sharp 
talons and clicking antlers, wings so broad that the length of even a 
single one could have rivaled the King himself. 


The King had gazed upon the Angel’s starry feathers and dared to 
touch them. Everything that had ever been brought before him had 
been his to do with as he pleases, and he was unused to any being 
that was not an enderman. He wanted to touch, so he did. 


He did not know what wings meant to those that flew. He did not 
know that a person’s wings were like their second soul. He did not 
know that to touch someone’s wings was a privilege of trust, and the 
Angel knew his ignorance. 


Even still, the Angel would not allow the touch of someone that 
looked at him like a prize to be won. His wings snapped at the King’s 
hands with a harshness that would have broken mortal bones. 


The King let out a shocked laugh, but he understood. He did not try 
again. 


You see- the King, above all things, was lonely. Lonely for the 
companionship of other gods. The Angel was the first god to visit 
him, even if only by accident, and the King was determined to keep 
his interest for a little while longer. 


He received the Angel as an honored guest and showed him the city 
of Endlantis. 


—-SVUS- 


So? 
Philza tilts his head. So what? 


Ender’s black eyes have an eager shine to them. What do you 
think? 


There’s an elegance to it, | guess. But it lacks... Philza runs his 
hands over smooth purple stone. Life, | suppose. The whole place 
does. 


| have tried to bring life to this place, Ender admits. But nothing 
ever lasts. No matter how hard | try. 


Philza hums. Well, if | were you... 


—-—OSVUS- 


And the King saw the Angel’s mind become calculating and 
meticulous as it poured over the architecture of his domain. 


He saw the mind of a builder, full of the knowledge that this barren 
domain could not possess. 


He saw an architect who could give him the world. 


“You have beautiful dreams for my Endlantis,” the King said. “How 
would you like to make them real?” 


The Angel looks out at an unfinished symphony. 


“A good canvas like this? I’ll stay as long as you'll have me.” 


—-—SVUS- 


"That's it? The King bought him with a nice place to play in?" 


"Well, that wasn't the only reason, eyas." 


5. Chapter 5 


HE WORLD will tell you that the mark of the hardcore life is a curse. 
The aftermath of some wicked wizard’s hubris, a failed attempt at 
immortality. 


They are only fables, eyas. Fables made by mortals who make 
comfortable thrones of the idea that there is morality to the way of 
the world, that the unfairness of life is earned by sin and virtue. 


The truth of these marks on our soul is that they were made out of 
love, once. Before there were vassals and prophets and heroes, 
there were only mortals and the gods that loved them. 


It was an earlier time. A harsher time. When magic was still new to 
the world, knowledge was thin, and the night was hungry. 


In those days, when a god wanted to keep a mortal by their side, 
they made their life as eternal and brittle as diamonds. 


A life that would never age or weather. A life that would heal just that 
much faster from any hurt it sustained, that would resist the poisons 
of the world and the magic that could hurt them, because there were 
no potions then, eyas, no kind magic- only the harsh reality that Life 
will always try to end its children. 


It did not matter to the gods if this brittle life would injure more easily, 
would hunger more, would take more magic to heal from even the 


kindest hands. The gods could keep their chosen safe and fed, and if 
they wished to keep something alive, they had magic to spare. 


But the truth of it is that as the centuries went by, the way of magic 
changed, and the gods did not need to make things brittle to make 
them last. But those first beloved people passed down their blessing 
to their children for the rest of time. 


The gods whispered that the Angel of Death could not be killed. 
Could never be poisoned. Could never be cursed. Countless gods 
tried and failed to break his defiance under their heel, only to find 
that the chains of their magic were all swallowed whole by the night 
of his wings. 


He had been young then, eyas, when the gods first learned these 
things, and old when the Ender King knew him- old and strong, his 
soul such a dark well it could have swallowed whatever magic that 
touched him. 


But the Ender King dared to do what the gods had not in thousands 
of years- he dared to try. 


He dared to reach for the Angel of Death with his magic. Not to claim 
or to hurt, only to reach. But the Angel had felt it. He felt the Ender 
King dare to succeed where all others failed for all his existence. 


The Ender King reached out to the Angel as if he could dare to ask 
for the world. 


...fool that he was, eyas, that the Angel gave it to him. 


6. Chapter 6 


Notes for the Chapter: 


| went and soloed the header this time. Hope you like it! 
-Aenor 


Y 


HE GODHOME OF GODHOMES IS CALLED MOJANG. 


The place where all gods and their vassals can walk freely, 
unhindered by class and the natural laws of the rest of the world. 
Even a domain god could step out of their server, if Mojang was their 
destination. 


And so it followed that a King and his Angel set foot there one day. 


The Angel had landed in Mojang a thousand times past, in distant 
observance of other gods. This time had been no different. 


But a King landed with him, and the divine host fell still. 


—-OSVUS- 


! usually go off and do my own thing, Philza murmurs quietly. No 
need to present a united front, they can all tell already. 


! don’t- Pale fingers rest uncertainly at Philza’s shoulders. I don’t 
know where to go. 


Philza blinks. You’ve never been here? 
Softly, minutely, Ender shakes his head. 


Philza strikes his cane into the ground. Alright then. Wouldn’t hurt 
to show you around. 


—SVUS- 


A King and Angel walked among gods, and Mojang beheld them- 
half with shock and half with fear. 


For the Angel of Death was old, older than most gods could 
remember, and in all that time he could not once be chained to a 
pantheon- not enough, not for long. 


So, while some wondered what the Ender King had dared to offer to 
keep the Angel, others wondered how long it would take for him to 
meet an untimely end. He was not the first to try and keep the Angel, 
and he would not be the last. Someone always, eventually, tries to 
go past their claim, only to find that the Angel is already spoken for 
on the highest level- and Death does not share. 


“What did he promise you?” the gods fearfully asked the Angel. 


“A boat,” the Angel responded. 


The gods looked back with silent shock. 


“It was a very nice boat,” the Angel continued. 


And he wasn't even lying. 


For what did the Angel care for riches? For power? Such things were 
nothing but illusion, follies of the temporary, meant for people 


thinking they can build something that lasts. 


The Ender King had shown the Angel all of Endlantis and offered 
him any one piece of his choosing, and the Angel had chosen a ship. 


It was not a grand ship. It was not big, or particularly fast. Charitably, 
it could have been a longship- practically, it was halfway to a 
houseboat. 


But it was an End ship. A ship that needed neither sea nor sky to 
sail, only strength of mind. 


To the King, parting with such a trivial thing would cost him nothing. 


To the Angel, something that could finally sail the void where his lady 
resided was uncountably precious. And for that? 


For that, he would build the Ender King’s Endlantis. 


He would build a King’s unfinished symphony. 


ND FOR A TIME, THE ANGEL KNEW NOTHING BUT ENDLANTIS. 


The Angel’s divine focus was both asset and detriment to him. Once 
locked to his task he would not waver, but so often it was easy for 
him to be blind to all else. 


The Angel of Death was lost to Endlantis. He lived and breathed and 
bled Endlantis. So consumed by his madness that he never returned 
to the tower the Ender King gave him, instead living out of his ship, 
anchored by whatever latest fancy seized him. 


He refined the King’s design and built further still. The King’s vassals 
brought flowers and trees and the life of the sea, and the Angel 
made beautiful tapestries from their cages. 


He did not question where the King acquired these treasures. 


He did not question the gold flowing through Endlantis, the way 
anything and everything was given to him for his builds. He did not 
question entire biomes and temples manifested into the city as if 
frozen in time. 


He did not question the damages on the armors of the vassals, the 
cracks that would sometimes line returning End ships. 


He only saw the never ending canvas and the freedom the King 
gave him to do with it as he will. 


It was all too easy to be blinded by the King’s enthusiasm. By the 
childish zeal to take and create. 


—-—OSVUS- 


What, with all due respect, Philza flatly says, the FUCK am |! 
looking at? 


Do you like it? Ender eagerly asks. 


Philza squints at a large, gaping, clam-looking... thing. It’s got a little 
face hidden under its shell. Mate, | don’t even know what it is. 


You were telling me about how useful shulker boxes were, 
Ender explains, so | thought it might be nice if we could, you 


know, grow them. 
Philza blinks. You made shulker boxes into an animal. 


That | did! Ender brightly confirms. He pats fondly at the impossibly 
square shell of the cursed creature. They’ll eat endersprites. | 
figure that’ll be good for air filtration in high-traffic areas, that’s 
always been a big problem. 


It is horrifying. It is conceptually cursed on most conventional levels. 
But Ender is smiling. 


Alright, Philza smiles indulgently, gimme a clock, we’ll see what 
we can do with it. 


—-OSVUS- 


Too easy to be blinded by the King’s gifts. 


-—OSVUS- 


Philza stares down at his palms, at the minute eyes of ender now 
embedded in them. At the matching eyes he feels buried in his 
heels. What’s all this? 


Ports, Ender says. 
Philza is no stranger to Ender’s odd ideas of change. 


He sees it in the houses that spring out of trees, in the wings forged 
onto the backs of Ender’s favored vassals. He knows it personally, in 
small black pieces of obsidian hidden above his ears, forever 
attuned to the mastery of his ship. 


He is also no stranger to Ender’s intrusiveness with things he 
assumes Philza will like, which is why he doesn’t freak out that much 
seeing volatile magical ports on his nebulously mortal extremities, 
and bothers to at least hear Ender out before deciding whether or 
not to demand the removal of them. 


Ports for what? he patiently asks. 


Each pair of Ender’s arms takes one of Philza’s hands. Philza feels 
the sudden weight of clawed iron gauntlets settling around his hands 
and feet, matched expertly to the curve of his talons. 


The magic humming in the ports of his palms echoes down his 
wrists. 


You are not of End, the King explains, but | see no reason why 
that should hinder you. It is only fair that your hands be equal 
to mine. 


Impulsively, Philza traces a block of quartz against the wall. It slides 
cleanly into his waiting fingers, hovering at his palms. When he 
returns it, the block simply slides back into place, as if it never left at 
all. 


An unsteady laugh builds in his throat. 


Oh, you’re going to regret this, he giggles. | may just steal the 
entire city from under you. 


Why would it be stealing? Ender bluntly wonders. It’s already 
yours. 


Philza stills. 


Ender scoffs a brief laugh of his own. Did you really think | would 
pay you with a ship and nothing more? 


It’s what I wanted, Philza points out. 


You built this place, too, Ender says. It’s yours just as it is mine. 
| am its King, but you? You, Angel, here and always, are the 
Lord of Endlantis. 


l- | see. That’s- that’s alright, | suppose. 


Philza tucks his veil over his face and flies out of the castle windows. 
Ender watches him leave. 


! hope you liked it, a King whispers as an Angel was long gone. 
You’re one of my favorite treasures, after all. 


—-—OSVUS- 


Too easy to be blinded by the King’s earnest, odd companionship. 


—-SVUS- 


They were both busy souls, and they knew it. An Angel building 
Endlantis, a King giving him things to build with. 


Even still... 


Ender stands at the deck of Philza’s ship and extends his hands. 
Angel. 


Philza finishes the glass of the latest beacon, watching with a 
pleased hum as the color sets to his liking. Only then does he fall 
towards the King, armored claws perching lightly on a waiting wrist. 


Ender stumbles with the shift of weight, but only a moment. Show 
some respect, he lightly reprimands. 


But it’s much more fun to watch you fall, Philza laughs. 


Ender’s chuckle is like static. He braces a hand at Philza’s leg. Rest 
with me for a while. 


It’s almost easy. It’s certainly funny, at least, to see the way Ender 
has to roll his horns and duck his head to get into the cabin. 


The ship has a haphazard, frighteningly lived-in appearance. It’s 
covered in blueprints and wayward plants, and Philza has to scoot a 
model of a tower aside to lay out golden apples and honey on the 
tea table. 


Ender glances around the space. Have you named it yet? he 
politely asks. 


How about Boatza? Philza jokes. Just seems fitting. 


That, at least, gets a quick laugh. Philza watches white claws tap 
listlessly on wood. 


What’s eatin’ you? he presses. 


Ender picks at the small floating prop of an ender crystal on the 
tower’s model. | feel, at times, like the world itself is against me. 
Even my own council looks at me like they no longer know me, 
as Of late. 


They don’t have to, Philza points out. No one does. You don’t 
owe them your secrets or your heart. It’s not anyone’s right. 


Not even yours? Ender challenges. 


Not even mine. 


Ender almost dares to smirk. Just as | never know anything of 
you. Clipping into walls over chorus fruit one day, speaking like 
a sage the next. You’re an enigma, is what you are. 


Imagine a world where everyone understood each other 
perfectly, Philza laughs. Terrifying thought, innit? 


| suppose, Ender allows. He looks down at his palms. | think- | 
think I just miss it, when the world was smaller. When | could 
think of my vassals as friends, rather than assets. 


The world just got bigger. Philza shrugs. Things change. People, 
too. 


Folded up against the floor, robes spilling about him, the King of 
Endlantis almost looks small. 


Are you still my friend? a King asks. 


An Angel smiles. Of course, mate. 


Because the Angel thought they were friends, and maybe they even 
were. 


At first. 


8. Chapter 8 
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ID YOU KNOW that Angels have two faces? 


The Angel of Death did, at least. The difference between his faces 
was so subtle that the world never knew he had another at all, and 
he chose to keep it that way. His true self was not for the world to 
know. 


But he made an exception for the few he loved. 


And he must have loved the King very, very much. 


He let the Ender King know his faces and know their names. And 
because the King had asked, and the Angel had loved him, the 
Angel told the King the secret of his faces. 


They could not see out of each other’s eyes. They could take each 
other’s places, live each other’s lives on their behalf, but the stories 
of those other lives were lost to each other- only in pieces, glimpses, 
slivers of thought and memory that they might share with each other. 


Because he loved him. 


If only the King hadn't loved him, too. 


—-OSVUS- 


Here is a Story that no eyas is ever meant to know. 


Do not imagine how a King might have yearned for an Angel’s wings. 


Do not imagine how the Angel of Death was the most beloved thing 
of all the King’s treasures. Do not imagine how a young King’s 
isolation might have made his affections all the more desperate, the 
way an old Angel’s lonely heart might have let it happen. 


The King gave everything because he wanted everything. He wanted 
the Angel of Death beyond all reason, beyond all notion of return, 
beyond all sanity. Not even for any purpose, not even for desire. He 
simply wanted. 


He wanted the Angel’s watchful gaze, the tilt of its song, the turn of 
its mind and the shadow of its beautiful wings. 


Do not imagine an Angel who loved a King enough to show him the 
faces he could not remember, and a King who loved an Angel he 
could not stand to part with. 


Do not think about Benihime, the ever-watchful wings at an Angel’s 
back. Do not think about a King that wanted everything, who saw 
more to his Angel and wanted still. 


Don’t imagine the weeks, the months of coaxing it must have taken 
to draw Benihime closer during its scattered, sparse appearances. 
The meticulous observations of its tense watchfulness and seeing a 


bone-deep ache for rest. Don’t imagine Ender seeing that desire to 
rest and offering the arm of his throne as a resting place. 


Don't think about an Angel now close enough to touch. 


Fragile life marks soothed with articulated fingers and the touch of 
magic, magic, always so much magic running down the Angel’s 
wrists, seeping into its bones, whispering like faint ripples at the 
thread of its mind. 


Don't think about an Angel and the King that might have loved him. 
Do not think of those gentle, gentle things that the King might have 
said to an Angel’s watchful wings- wings so unused to kindness, 
much less adoration. 


Don't think about the tired, softened smile of Benihime, poised to fall 
asleep at Ender’s throne arm with soft words and dizzying 
reverence. 


A treasure taught to return to its display. 


(Don’t think about Philza, who keeps waking up with shaking wrists, 
his head still spinning with divinity, leaning on his cane as he 
unsteadily wanders away from Ender’s hold, never quite sure how he 
got there.) 


If only, if only. 


If only he hadn't loved him. 


If only it hadn’t blinded him. 


If only it hadn’t blinded him until the shadow of war fell across 
Endlantis. 


RAGONS DESCENDED UPON ENDLANTIS. 


Twin dragons, long and dark like the shadows of the night, eyes 
molten like the sun and fixed upon the main island of the city. They 
had not arrived, not yet- but they would. 


And the way of dragons is that of destruction. If it was the city they 
wanted, it was the city they would have, ravaged like a hurricane 
until only ruins remained. 


But the Angel of Death would not allow it to pass. 


—OSVUS- 


Ol! Philza snaps the shadow of far too many wings from the top of 
his ship. SQUARE UP! 


Two pairs of molten eyes amble curiously towards him. 


Yeah, you hear me loud and clear NOW, won’t ya? Philza grins, 
the curve of his beak sharp and terrible as the End fleet follows 
behind him. Step the fuck off my Endlantis. 


—-OoVUS- 


The Angel did not have great strength, not in the way many other 
gods did, and he was not hardy as they might have been. He was 
fragile, more fragile than even many mortals were. If he were to fall 
in battle, he could shatter. 


Death could take him at any moment. But first the world must dare to 
catch him. 


And the Angel of Death was the swiftest of all survivors- very clever, 
very vicious, and very very fast. 


The breadth of his wings were the greatest of all birds, surpassing 
even the endermen’s height. With barely a flutter, he could sail the 
skies forever. 


And when he dared to be swift? 


When he dared, he could overtake dragons. And he did. 


An Angel and his murder took a dragon’s wrath and ferried it far from 
Endlantis, a fleet of ships following close behind. With bow and 
sword, he dove for their eyes, forcing their defensiveness to focus on 
him, and him alone. 


And the first dragon fell by the hand of the fleet, collapsing into 
shadow and flame. 


The remaining monster screamed with... grief. The eyes that once 
coldly focused on him now burned with vengeance before flying 
towards the city. 


—-SVUS- 


So Philza might have miscalculated. 
Maybe. 

Possibly. 

Jury’s out. 


He was trying to draw the dragons away from the city, not towards it. 
But apparently this dragon can be petty, petty enough to take out its 
anger on the things he’s built, on the players he’s trying to protect. 


A dragon is swift, but Charon is swifter. His ship flares to life as he 
tries to head off the flight of the larger creature before him, purpur 
and obsidian frame rattling with the sudden impact. 


The motion throws his too-light frame overboard. His clawed 
gauntlets manifest over his fingers as he scrambles for purchase on 
the hull. 


A dragon’s eyes see the pantheon seal on his iron wrists and widen 
with new focus. 


He has just enough time to think that’s odd before molten wings dive 
to blanket his ship, before he hears the otherworldly creak of a 
Shulker box and everything is smothered in darkness. 


—-SVUS- 


And when the chaos of the battle cleared, the Angel of Death could 
not be found. 


The Lord of Endlantis was gone. 


10. Chapter 10 


HERE ONCE WERE TWO DEMONS, HESHE AND SHEHE. 


They had walked together for almost all their life. When the time 
came that Shehe was offered to be bound as the Blaze Empress’ 
vassal- to be her prophet, to have part in her power and act in her 
stead- Heshe offered himself alongside Shehe so that they would 
never be parted. 


Heshe and Shehe. 


He and She. 


It was the greatest honor to be of the Empress’ pantheon. To be 
trusted with her divine work. 


The Empress was at war with a King who wanted everything. He 
thought the world and all things in it to be his beautiful treasure, 
waiting for the taking. 


And the greatest of all the King’s treasures was an Angel, a god 
woven of gold and stardust and a thousand thousand eyes. 


The most prized, most treasured, most coveted, most beautiful. For 
the Angel could take the King’s treasures and remake them- and he 
did. By an Angel's hand, the King’s wealth was remade into castles 
and towers and tapestries, woven into the finest of cages. 


The Angel’s artistry did not temper the emptiness of the King’s heart. 
It only fed his greed, furthered his desire for beauty, driving him to 
the ends of the earth to gather more and more pieces for a 
neverending symphony that could never satisfy him. 


The Angel of Death. The Lord of Endlantis. The King’s pirated prizes 
could not flourish without him. If the King was to be stopped, the 
Angel must be dealt with first. 


The Blaze Empress could not leave her domain. Heshe and Shehe 
would be trusted with the task in her stead. By the strength of their 
bond to her and the Empress’ ancient magic, they took the 
monstrous forms of dragons and flew to the hidden city. 


But the Angel was not fit to be taken quietly. He would not leave a 
cage of his own design and he would not be alone. Deeming them a 
threat to his city, he descended upon the pair with countless talons, 
the King’s fleet following behind him. 


Heshe fell before they reached the city, his body falling to ash and 
flame. 


He was a demon- so long as the Empress, his chosen bound, lived 
on, he would forever rise again. He would not die. But to be torn from 
him, even if only temporarily, filled Snehe with a new edge of ferocity. 


She stole the Angel from the heart of Endlantis and flew back to the 
Blaze Empress’ domain. 


The grand Quartress of the Empress lay within the Nether, floating 
above an uncrossable void of her own design. Shehe stranded the 
Angel’s ship within the walls of the court and waited for him to wake 
from his kidnapping. 


—-—OSVUS- 


The Angel opens his eyes with a rolling, strangled hiss. 


“You're Still alive,” Shehe notes. “| wasn’t sure. Your heart was 
almost completely stopped.” 


“ t be like th’'t sometimes,” the Angel slurs, antlers clicking stiffly as 
he rises. 


The shadowy birds around him flutter with new vigor, starry feathers 
ruffling as they click greetings to their master. He chirrs inarticulately 
at their enthusiasm. 


There’s a pained weariness to his expression- Shehe can’t even be 
surprised. Being shoved in a shulker box across dimensions can't 
exactly be pleasant, and it was warned he would be frailer than 
most. 


He leans on a white cane as he shuffles through the cabin of his 
ship, blindly rooting through his enderbox for... a bundle of tea. 


Shehe watches with no small amount of boredom as he lazily heats 
up a pot and sluggishly pours himself a cup, mixing in some honey 
before easing it down his throat. The weary haze of his eyes clears. 


“Who are you?” he finally manages as he looks more aware of 
himself. 


“She,” Shehe blithely offers. 


The Angel snorts. “Funny sense of humor you’ve got. Reckon you’d 
get a laugh out of Ender, he could use it. You new around here?" 


“You are not in Endlantis, Angel,” Shehe calmly explains. “And you 
will not be returning.” 


The Angel stills. An aged, almost friendly smile graces him. There 
might be grey down striking across his cheeks. 


Only now, when he has stopped moving entirely, does Shehe realize 
that she cannot piece together a single thing about his face when 
She looks at it. 


“Is that so?” his voice lilts sweetly, eyes pinned to some point far 
past her. 


The door clicks open behind them. Heshe’s battle worn form, still 
bandaged from his last fall, dares to appear. 


The Angel lunges, wings roughly knocking Shehe aside as he dives 
past the table. 


She barely has a moment to stand again when the Angel’s white 
cane reveals itself as a sword at her kinsman’s throat. 


Heshe Is taller, but the wings of the Angel of Death are unsurpassed, 
mantling like long shadows around himself and his hostage. 


Shehe, just as cruelly, grabs one of the Angel’s birds in her burning 
hands. 


A sword edges closer to a bandaged neck. A hand smolders, 
tightening its grip on frantic feathers. 


“Let me go,” the Angel whispers. 


“You first,” Shehe spits. 


Starry wings open. Heshe coughs roughly as talons free themselves 
from his neck. Shehe loosens her hold, but does not free the bird in 
her hands. 


“You’re making this far too difficult,” Shehe flatly intones. “But we 
were warned about that. | think it’s time you’ve met one of our other 
guests. Perhaps he'll have better luck convincing you to behave than 
| do.” 


—-SVUS- 


When the Angel woke, Heshe and Shehe took him from his ship and 
led him further through the fortress, up into one of the towers. 


—-OSVUS- 


“Was | right, then?” A low, drawling voice calls within the room. 
“Can't say I’m surprised. Hand him over, I'll take it from here.” 


Philza sees a long tufted tail and a broad red cloak. He sees curling 
gilded hair and gold dusted hands and heavy brows. He feels the 
disbelieving whisper of a name that hasn’t left his mouth in decades. 


“Techno?” 


“Oh, Phil.” Golden eyes soften on an age-lined, snowstruck, fondly 
familiar face. “You just can’t stop getting into trouble without me, can 
you?” 


—-OSVUS- 


And the Angel of Death saw the Blood of the Covenant. 


11. Chapter 11 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Aenor solo'd this chapter image like a man possessed. 


LOOD AND DEATH HAVE BEEN TOGETHER FOR LONGER THAN 
THE GODS CAN REMEMBER. 


Here’s a secret- even the gods may die. It will never be age that 
brings them to their graves, but there are as many ways to die as 
there are names of the stars, and the gods, one way or another, 
have passed under them all. 


Some gods die by the sword. Some by accident. Some by each 
other. Others fade, and others still simply decide they have lingered 
long enough. A well-lived god will place a few good centuries before 
their end, perhaps even creeping towards a respectable millenium. 


The Angel of Death and the Blood of the Covenant had different 
plans. Life was just too interesting to go and stop while they were 
ahead, and they enjoyed each other’s company far too much to ever 
make the choice to be parted. 


The Angel and the Covenant simply decided not to end. 


And they never did. 


They did not spend every second of eternity together. There once 
was a time that they would have- once, when they were young, when 
the love they held for each other was still tinged with loneliness and 
quiet desperation. But they got a little older, and a little wiser, and 
they learned at times to let each other go, to wander where their 
independent minds would take them. 


They let each other go with smiles on their faces, knowing they could 
never truly be parted from a cherished friend. They would always 
find each other again, if only they tried, if only they dared to find their 
north again. 


Emerald stars in waiting. A green light, breaking through the mist of 
time and space, burning at night at the end of every dock. 


And it was there, in a fortress of quartz hung over a Nether void, that 
blood and death were together once again. 


—-—OSVUS- 


A longsword rested haphazardly by the wall. A cloak and a traveler’s 
coat slung side by side. A white cane knocked against a tea table 
laden with a plate of frybread and honeyed hearts while god apples 
are cut in a bow! like afterthoughts. 


It was like they'd never parted ways. 


“Now | know | said I’d follow you to the gates of hell,” Philza quips. 
“Still would an’ all that. But did ya have to get me shulker boxed to 
do it?” 


“In my defense, the shulker box wasn’t my idea,” Techno offers. 
“They mostly just asked me how not to kill you by accident.” 


Philza’s gone through some... interesting fashion changes since 
they’ve last met. 


He’s finally admitted his farsighted bird eyes need reading glasses to 
keep up with his architectural nonsense. That there was a centuries- 
long battle in and of itself, so Techno decides not to make fun of how 
awkward the round, delicate things look on the man’s face when he 
scratches something into a book. 


His old clothes are gone- the pants are still the same, it looks, but his 
old kosode’s been replaced with one in silvers and pearlescent 
greens, possessively embroidered with the patterns of ender eyes. 
The clawed gauntlets that have replaced his old boots practically 
scream of another god’s magic, and there’s a manic shiver in his 
wrists promising ones to match for his hands. There’s small slivers of 
obsidian nested on the side of his head above his ears, not quite 
hidden by sungold hair. 


Techno would be beyond deluding himself if he pretended he wasn’t 
a little concerned. 


‘It’s properly mistreatin’ me is what it is.” Philza crunches into a 
frybread, making a borderline scandalous noise as he savors it. 
“Gods, | haven’t had bread in so long. Fuck. Just kill me now, I’m 
never gonna be happier again. | love you forever.” 


Techno snorts. “I’m sure your lady would love to hear that.” 


Philza waves a hand. “Ah, She’s already got my immortal soul. You 
can just have my heart.” 


“’m touched.” 


“How'd you even get caught up in...” Philza squints. “...whatever the 
fuck this is? Did you get snagged by a pantheon or somethin’?” 


“I’m just here for the library, man. Everything else is a coincidence.” 


Philza reaches for Techno, and he obliges, leaning back into his floor 
pillows to let familiar hands carefully (if a bit shakily) card at his 
mane. 


“The Empress is a real quiet type,” Techno murmurs as his braids 
are meticulously undone. “But she’s got a long memory. Turns out a 
few Nether gods slipped through the cracks of the purge. She might 
be the last domain god this plane has.” 


Roaming talons pause. “Do you think... do you think there’s ever 
gonna be gods again? Down here.” 


‘I’m here,” Techno simply says. “And today, so is she. Tomorrow- 
who knows?” 


—-OVUS- 


The Blood of the Covenant was a scholar of the knowledge of the 
Overworld and Nether both, and he had made it an idle mission to 
bring new wisdom to the Nether where he found it. 


He did not teach in one grand single moment. He taught slowly, in 
long chains, over ambling centuries and millennia, asking only that 
his students pass down what they learn as he did to them. 


The way of the Nether did not change- its people did. 


Foraging turned to farming, villages turned to bastions. Ships took to 
the air, painted with stripes and eyes in the manner of ghasts. 
Hoglins were made tame, rendered into beasts of burden. 


He could not give them the stars, but he could give them everything 
else. 


He had no part in the court of the Empress. He had no investment in 
her war, and he did not offer himself as a sword. 


When he heard her court’s intent to steal the Angel of Death, he 
offered his advice. He would not want to see his friend harmed, and 
it would be nice to see the Angel again. 


—-—OSVUS- 


Heshe and Shehe open the door again. 


The Blood of the Covenant lounges by the table, cleaning an axe. 


The Angel of Death is half buried under the other god’s cloak on the 
bed- giggling, disheveled, and all too obviously drunk. 


“In my defense,” the Covenant blankly says, “Il was so invested in 
talking about the culinary uses of rootwine that | forgot being drunk 
was a thing people did with alcohol.” 


Truly, the Covenant’s methods are beyond their understanding. 


—-—SVUS- 


But a deal was a deal. 


The Covenant had seen his friend again. The Angel must speak to 
an Empress. 


—-SVUS- 


“| wont join her,” Philza murmurs into him. 


“I’m not asking you to,” Techno whispers in turn, idly fixing a crooked 
feather at his friend’s wing. “I don’t think she is, either. She said she 
would let you go anywhere you want after this.” 


“Everywhere but back to Endlantis,” Philza correctly guesses. “And 
only after being stuck in this castle long enough to hear her out.” 


“Yeeeah.” Techno hums, gently teasing at a stubbornly loose feather 
until it falls into his palm. “But I'll be in the fortress the entire time. I'll 
even come to the meetings with you, if you want. | don't really like it 
either, but...” A hissing sigh. “Lives were put on the line just to bring 
you here. For the off-chance that you would speak to her. We should 
at least figure out what she wants.” 


“She wants to keep me from going back. Even if she’s nice about it, 
a Cage IS a Cage.” 


Somewhere in the painted lapis of an angel’s eyes, Techno sees the 
golden scattered reflections of his own- strikes of fleeting impurity on 
timeless stone. 


“| will not live in a cage,” Philza’s voice rings behind the shadow of 
sungold hair, “not even for you.” 


Techno’s face carries no trace of sadness or disappointment at the 
admission, only long-held acceptance. “I know.” 


Talons knead over well-worn patterns of wolf’s fur on a red cloak. 
Techno sees, briefly, patterns like ender eyes embedded in Philza’s 
hands. 


“My ship’s End crystal needs repairs,” Philza casually says. “Delicate 
work. I'll be holed up for a few more clocks at least. If she catches 
me during my breaks, that’s fine by me. After that, I’m gone.” 


“Fair enough.” Hooved hands trace over shadowy feathers that shift 
and rattle lazily at his touch. “I missed you, that’s all.” 


“Aw, mate.” 


—-SVUS- 


But what would an Empress want from an Angel? Neither knew, but 
immortality breeds idleness, and idleness breeds curiosity. 


It was not power she asked for. It was not war. It was not loyalty. 


An Empress asked for deliverance. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
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duolingo owl oh god he's breaking down the door- 


12. Chapter 12 


ER NAME IS CALLIOPE, THE BLAZE EMPRESS. 


When the great Dying came for her godkin and players, she alone 
survived. She alone held the line. Her lands were the last 
untarnished piece of the Nether that once was, and she held that 
Truth close to her heart- selfishly, violently, desperately clawing to 
protect what little she had left. 


The Ender King’s piracy stood to ruin her. 


And above all things, above all nobility or kindness, she was a 
survivor. 


The Angel of Death- the one the King treasured above all things- 
would be crucial to that survival, one way or another. 


Knowing that he would now listen to her speak, the Empress had 
him brought before her obsidian throne. 


When he was brought before her, the Angel did not bow. He bowed 
to nothing and no one in this life, and he was far too old to start 
bothering now. 


It was not the Angel that the Empress wished to speak to, per se. 


The Blaze Empress had stolen the Angel right out of the heart of 
Endlantis both to remove him from the King’s assets and to speak to 
his beloved Lady. 


Death. Mother Night. The Huntress, the Lady of the Underground. 


—-—SVUS- 


“Well,” he hesitantly says. “Alright, then. But I’m not guaranteeing 
She'll be friendly about it.” His antlers drift, a clouded unfocus 
crossing over his eyes. I’m sorry, my Lady, but she insisted. 


Heshe and Shehe draw back, shielding their Empress as the Angel’s 
body snaps to attention with all the unnatural stillness of a doll. His 
head lolls back forward, eyes lazily opening with too-wide pupils, 
shimmering with an unnatural film of soulfire blue. 


Hello, little one, Death sings through Her Angel. You seem to have 
stolen someone of mine. 


—-—SVUS- 


So entwined was the Angel to his Lady that he could lend Her his 
body, his mind, his voice, and so it was that the Empress and his 
Lady spoke, for a time. 


The Angel would stay with the Empress, the two goddesses had 
decided- for now at least, while His Lady was in conference with the 
other. She returned his body to his ship, and he woke up to find 
himself again, exhausted. 


“What were you talking about?” the Angel asked. 


Oh, Angel, She whispered sadly, awful things. 


And She told him of the Blaze Empress, at war with a King who 
wanted everything. 


A King that brought airships to the realms of the gods and rained fire 
to plunder their treasures. 


A King that stole anything and everything, from the humblest blade 
of grass to the finest precious stone. 


A King who stole rivers and forests and castles from the root of the 
world, who gouged scars into the earth with the great and terrible 
nothings he left behind. 


A King slowly, steadily, inevitably carving out the source code of the 
stars with his rampant piracy. 


A King who had been an Angel's friend. 


The Angel did not know if it was a mercy or cruelty to hear it. He did 
not want to believe his friend to be capable of such a thing- perhaps 
if the Empress had been the one to tell him, he would have refused 
to believe it at all. 


But his lady would never lie to him. 


With a lost and heavy heart, the Angel fell to sleep. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


This is a surprise double update! The two chapters just seemed 
to belong together. 


13. Chapter 13 


HE ANGEL WAS WOKEN BY A FAMILIAR VOICE. 


—-SVUS- 


Angel. 

Philza’s eyes snap open like a trap as his body bolts out of his bed. 
“Ender,” his voice shakily responds. 

Where are you, Angel? 


“| Ed 


Philza clamps a hand over his mouth. He looks around his ship. No 
one else is around- the guard rotation must have finally relaxed for 
him. 


“-l’m in the Empress’ court,” he whispers. 


The echo of an irritated click rolls in his mind. The audacity of her, 
taking my things. She shouldn’t have stolen you. The low 
murmur gains a new urgency. Are you alright? Have they hurt 
you? 


‘I’m alright,” Philza whispers to nothing. “Just a bit- a bit landlocked 
at the moment. Charon’s still down.” 


A hum buzzes down the root of his antlers. 


“You dont need to get all keyed up about it,” Philza insists. 


It had been comforting to hear his friend. 


At first. 


“I’m stuck in her castle, | think. It’s a bit scuffed, not gonna lie, but | 
can get out on my own.” Philza snickers. “Don’t go tearin’ down the 
gates on my account.” 


That won’t be necessary, Ender says. It will be easier if you stay 
there until | retrieve you. 


‘I’m not gonna stay in somebody's cage.” Philza looks up at the 
ceiling of his ship cabin. “And | think | need to see you, anyways. I’ve 
been thinkin’ about some things, and, uh. Did you-” He stutters over 
his words. “-have you been lyin’ to me, Ender?” 


A too long pause. 


About what? 


‘I’ve just been- I’ve just been hearing some things around here,” 
Philza quickly explains. “That you’ve been taking... things. And 
places. They’re talkin’ about you like you’re some kind of thief, 
mate.” 


It’s fine, Ender snaps all too quickly. It'll all be over soon anyway. 


“What do you mean?” 


I’ve finally got it. Cracked the code, if you will. | wasn’t thinking 
big enough. Ender’s excitement rings eerily in the confines of 
Philza’s skull. But ’ve been running some tests. | think Endlantis 
could stand to have a few extra servers in its border, don’t you? 


Philza stills. 


I! can do it, Ender insists, I’m strong enough now. Well, maybe 
not strong enough to keep all the mobs alive in transfer- but it’s 
fine! We can keep the pretty ones. A boyish laugh. Angel, we 
were always thinking too small. | can’t wait to see what you'll 
build with this. 


Why are his wings shaking? “Ender, I’m- I’m still trapped here.” 


No, you’re not, Ender bluntly says. It'll be my fortress soon. 


“| don’t like this.” 


It’s alright, Ender soothes. When everything is mine, that place 
will be Endlantis, too! It’s like you never left! 


Philza hears his own nervous laugh. “You- you're startin’ to freak me 
out, mate.” 


He feels, rather than hears, Ender’s rattling, static sigh. It was 
frightful to find out you were stolen from me. All those... 
thieving creaturesputting their hands on you, putting these 


terrible ideas into your head. A chiding cluck. This wouldn’t have 
happened if you were more secure. I'll have to fix that. No more 
of those reckless wandering flights of yours, it’s far too hard to 
defend. We can build you a better enclosure for when you aren’t 
working. 


Philza realizes, in a cold, creeping sort of way, he doesn’t know 
when his hands started shaking. 


Oh, Angel, Ender’s voice trills softly, don’t be afraid. No one will 
ever steal you again. 


—-SVUS- 


But the Angel realized as they spoke, more and more, the heart of 
how the Ender King treasured him. 


That it did not matter to the King if the Angel was caged, as long as 
the cage can belong to him, too. 


—-OoVY AS 


He hasn't heard Ender’s voice in clicks. 
But he can't stop shaking. 

He can't stop thinking about it. 

Every glance, every conversation. 


Every idle touch, and odd gift, and every little thing that went a little 
too far but he let happen anyway. 


The very thought of Ender burns. 


It burns. All of it burns now. 


It burns like the stars on his wings, like the hum of magic branded on 
his wrists, like obsidian tucked away in his hair, like it screams, 


Like it screams. 


It screams, 
Yer-HsecHite; 
yerrtsecHe, 


—-—SVUS- 


And it broke his heart, I’m afraid. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


This and the previous chapter are part of a double update. They 
just seemed to go together. 


14. Chapter 14 


NGELS ARE FRIGHTFUL, PRISMATIC THINGS. 
Rather like glass, in a way. Colorful. Beautiful. Fragile. Blinding. 
Lovely to behold and sharp to touch. 


The Angel of Death shattered like glass, shards as bloody as his 
broken heart. 


—-SVUS- 


He thought a ghast might have broken through the walls at first. 
Just... 


..gods. The screams. 


This shouting, screeching, animal noise, cut with aborted breaths 
and long, drawn wails. 


Crows rattle and murmurate in time to an angel’s wrath. 


Techno whirls around, turning back to the demons at his side. “Why 
are you all just WATCHING?” 


“We don’t know what to do,” Shehe shamefully admits. “He’s been 
like this ever since the last guard rotation. The birds won’t let anyone 
get closer than this.” 


Techno wills his frown to ease up- he knows how scary his anger can 
look, and it’s not Shehe’s fault this is happening. 


He looks back up. The ship’s just high enough that he can't simply 
jump, and he can't try and bridge when the ship could just move 
away. 


Techno sighs, turning an enderpearl in his hands as he takes out a 
Sling to toss it upward. His aim’s not the best, but the sling makes 
sure the pearl sails high, and the ship is a big target. 


His hooves land lightly on the purpur floor of the deck. The writhing 
wrath of the crows freezes, staring at him with expectant anticipation. 


“Philza?” Techno calls hesitantly. 


Something crashes loudly inside the cabin, punctuated by a rough 
shout. Techno runs towards the door, already halfway apologizing for 
the scare, but the words die in his throat. 


It’s not Philza who answers the door. 


“Hi, mate,” Benihime sweetly says. “You wanna come inside?” 


Techno hesitantly crosses the threshold of the door. 


The cabin’s a gods damned wreck, to put it kindly. Talon marks have 
been gouged into the walls, the door, even the ceiling. There’s a 
hazardous halo of broken trinkets around where Benihime or Philza 
must have been a moment before, and... 


... despite the soft smile, Benihime looks anything but happy. Its 
wings are rattling like a hurricane as they swallow the space of the 
cabin, chest heaving with low hisses, antlers clicking and furious and 
red down to the roots as it stares at the cup that just shattered 
against the wall- no doubt the work of whichever face of the Angel 
was just screaming its lungs out earlier. 


Benihime and its oh-so-soft welcome, standing with bruised 
knuckles, palms bleeding dark stardust with the clench of its talons, 
staining the shredded gouges of the embroidery that’s been torn out 
of its clothes. 


“Sorry about the mess,” Benihime whispers. “Phil’s... upset.” 


Benihime’s voice is flat and low, almost bruised- Techno tries not to 
think about how long that voice had been screaming before he got 
here. 


“Do you wanna tell me why you're breaking all your stuff?” Techno 
gently asks. 


Benihime’s eyes flicker, flexing bleeding talons as it hollowly looks at 
the wake of someone else’s destructive rampage. “I! don't know,” it 
tersely says. “Looks like him. Everything- everything looks like him.” 
A blink. “Not that that’s a bad thing,” it quickly says. 


“Uh-huh,” Techno skeptically says. “Who are we talking about?” 


Benihime’s wide smile has this... odd note to it. Practiced. Trained, 
almost. “Oh, Ender! He’s our friend. He’s very nice. He gives us nice 
things.” Benihime’s foot lifts up awkwardly at the scattered shards on 
the floor. “Well, he did, and now Phil’s gone and ruined all our nice 
things. He’s being unreasonable right now. You should tell him to 
Stop.” 


Something’s not right. “Phil doesn’t exactly get upset over nothing, 
you know that.” 


“It’s not even that bad!” Benihime insists. “Just ‘cause Ender said 
one little thing earlier-” 


Techno stiffens. “Ender was here?” 


“Oh, he’s everywhere,” Benihime airly smiles. “Everywhere in my 
head all the time. It’s great.” 


“Does Phil know about that-” 


“-and now Phil’s pitching a fuckin’ fit after Ender made a little note 
about groundin’ us when we get back,” Benihime adds on like 
Techno had never said anything at all. “Just one little thing about 
better containment and he loses his fuckin’ mind.” 


Techno looks at Benihime with an increasingly worried frown. 


“Ender was just worried!” Benihime defends. “He’s always worried 
about us, it’s- it’s very sweet. Sure, he might have gone a little too 


far, but he’s just upset! We just have to come back and everything 
will be fine!” 


Techno nods skeptically. “And you’re alright with being grounded? 
Correct me if I’m wrong, I’m pretty sure you guys didn’t like that kind 
of thing.” 


Benithime visibly stutters in place. “I- | don’t- | was... it wouldn’t be 
that bad, | know it. Ender wouldn't actually hurt us.” 


Techno hums. “Are you sure about that? | don’t wanna be that guy, 
but going off the stuff the war table’s been talking about, uh- he 
sounds kind of harsh even to his own people.” 


"But not me!” Benihime defends. “Phil's a little upset right now, and- 
and- | guess Ender is too- but that's okay- we can just come back, 
he'd understand, he wouldn't- he- he didn't mean it- he loves me!" 


Oh. Oh gods. Oh gods, this is bad. 


“You said,” Techno slowly articulates, “that you would never live in a 
cage. Not even for me. That was barely a day ago. Are you changing 
your mind just because Ender wants it?” 


"It's different!” Benihime’s wings curl loudly around itself. “It’s not like 
the other times-” 


“Wait, wait, what other times, how many times has he tried to do 
something like this?” 


“He’s not- he’s not bad, he’s not like everyone else, he knows I'm 
here-” Benihime’s eyes twitch. “-he’s my friend, he knows better, it’s 
not his fault if he- he- he-” 


“lf he what?” Techno gently interrupts. “Benihime, has he been 
hurting you? Has he been hurting Philza?” 


“He wouldnt hurt us!” Benihime’s voice suddenly pitches. “He 
doesn’t hurt Phil, he doesn’t, he doesn’t, he just likes me more 
sometimes!” Its smile shakes. “I- I- | can be good when Phil does 
something wrong, that's all-” 


“Why do you have to be good for Ender?” Techno presses. “What 
happens if you’re not?” 


“l have to,” Benihime simply says. “Il have to, he loves me. He said 
he loves me.” 


Techno’s eyes flick to the pantheon marks embedded on and Angel’s 
hands. 


“Do you love him?” Techno softly asks. 


“He loves me.” 


“That’s not what | asked. Do you love him? Or did you just learn to 
love him?” 


Benihime’s bloody hands shake. “Stop it.” 


“If you tell Ender right now that you don’t want to be locked up, is he 
gonna be okay with that?” Techno firmly asks. “Or is he never even 
going to ask at all?” 


“Stop it,” Benihime whispers as it cradles its own head, “stop it, stop 
it, stop it-” 


“I’m not stopping until you give me an answer that someone didn't 
train you to say!” 


“Stop it, stop it-” Benihime’s eyes flash red, “-Phil- Phil, STOP IT, 
STOP IT-” 


Benihime falls silent. 


“You, uh-” Techno draws closer. “You good?” 


“Fuckin’ peachy, mate,” Philza flatly says. “Fuck off.” 


“Benihime was saying some, uh- real interesting stuff.” 


“Ender didn’t fucking love me,” Philza chokes out. “That fucking 
bastard, he didn’t love me. He just loved to use me. And now he 
wants to lock me up like some kind of...” 


He stares down at his palms. 


“Like a pet. I’m his pet,” Philza whispers, taking in the lovingly 
rendered ender eyes embedded in his shaking hands. “I wAS HIS 
FUCKING PET!” 


Techno’s hands barely make it in time to stop the suddenly gauntlet- 
armed claws from tearing out his friend’s palms. 


“| HATE YOU!” Philza’s voice breaks as his hands writhe in Techno’s 
hold. “1 HATE YOU! | HATE YOU! YOU TRIED TO PUT ME IN A 
CAGE, YOU SICK FUCK! I'LL TEAR YOUR FUCKING THROAT 
OUT AND EAT IT, FOUR-ARMED BASTARD!” 


He’s still trying to tear out the godforged marks on his hands. Techno 
tightens his hold, pressing his friend’s back into his chest before 
anything else can be done. He feels broad wings practically 
punching into him under their shell. 


But Techno is stronger- he always has been. And as angry as Philza 
is? Philza’s body was frailer, and exhausted on top of that. His 
spastic struggle weakens at an alarming rate, in sharp, puffing 
breaths. 


A wheezing trill whistles out of his friend’s lungs. 


“Stop,” Philza pleads. “Stop it, stop... it, stop it.” The violent beating 


of black wings trails off. “Tec’,” He brokenly slurs out, blue eyes 
clouded with something desperate. “Techno, stop. Please-” 


Techno slackens his hold like it burns, and Philza nearly drops on 
the spot. Techno reaches for him again, more gently this time, letting 
his limp wings spill out with as much space as they'll ever need. 


“I’m sorry,” Techno desperately says, face twisted with sorrow as he 
cradles his friend, “I’m sorry, | didn’t know what else to do, you were 
trying to hurt yourself- I-” 


Philza knocks the side of his head into Techno’s chest. “Fuck.” 


The Angel of Death settles into... something. Neither Philza or 
Benihime, but some grieving mosaic of both. 


“He said | was good,” the Angel haltingly grieves, “he said he loved 
me. | thought he loved me. But he still...” 


The Angel’s words collapse into a mournful, shattered noise. 


“| know,” Techno says. “I know.” 


—-OSVUS- 


It was the Blood of the Covenant who found his grieving pieces- who 
heard the halting broken story of a King who wanted everything as 
an Angel slowly wove back together. 


The Covenant felt a deep-seated rage in his heart, like nothing he’d 
known for a thousand years. 


He wanted death. He wanted Blood. He wanted to tear the Ender 
King to a thousand pieces and feed him to his hounds, and he 
wanted to burn Endlantis to the ground. 


But he didn't. 


Because the Angel- his north, his star, his dear, dearest friend- has 
been hurt and trapped and used, shunted from one cage to another. 
The Covenant would not be the next in the thoughtless whims of 
selfish gods who thought they were trying to help. 


It was the Angel who had been hurt, not him. 


So what did the Angel want? 


—-SVUS- 


“That bastard,” Philza hollowly laughs. “He’s made a fool of me. He 
used me, he used me and! LET him.” 


Face hidden behind the unruly spilling halo of his hair, his laughter 
almost looks like sobs. 


“He was my friend,” Philza keens. “I thought he was my friend.” 
“| know,” Techno murmurs again, “I know.” 
“He’s fucking ruined me, Tec’.” 


“Okay.” Techno blinks. “What are we going to do about it?” 


Philza’s eyes cloud with resignation. “The Empress wants me to stay. 
So En- so the King can’t come back for me.” 


“| don't care about what the Empress wants,” Techno gently corrects. 
“What do you want?” 


Philza looks out the pink stained glass of his cabin windows. Techno 
lets him. They have all the time in the world. 


—-—OSVUS- 


“| want new clothes,” the Angel decided. “And | want to burn so much 
magic down my blood that the universe forgets | ever belonged to 
him.” 


“And after that?” the Covenant asked. 


“He tried to steal me,” the Angel said. “So, he’s not allowed to steal 
anything else ever again, | think.” 


He would speak to the Blaze Empress another day- another day, 
when his wounds are not so fresh, when he is not exhausted beyond 
all reason. 


He’s going to live. Maybe that will be enough. 


15. Chapter 15 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Header colored by Otaku. 


HE OCEAN OVERLORD IS NAMED FEOWERTYNE, and the server 
of his domain resides in the Sky. 


For though the Sky is most famous for its flight, for its floating 
islands, it is, beneath it all, a land of water- endless water. 
Feowertyne, lord of the ocean, presided over it all. 


Though his power was great, he was young. Very, very young. He 
passed his days with childish leisure in a server that had only known 
peace during his tenure. 


He woke one day to find a great nothing where his godhome once 
stood. It had been strange, but he hadn’t thought much of it, him and 
his pantheon simply rebuilding over the empty space. 


But then he received a summons from Mojang, godhome of 
godhomes. A call to a war council the likes of which he had never 
known in his life. 


For the first time, the Ocean Overlord would walk with the full divine 
host, brought to their table as an equal. 


And leading the war council was an Empress. A domain god of the 
Nether, perhaps the last there ever was. 


At her hand were two demons, and the Angel of Death itself. 


The council spoke in grave tones of a King who wanted everything, 
whose Endermen vassals descended on alien ships and scarred at 
the earth for whatever he desired. 


But this ambition, the Angel added, did not stop there. The King’s 
greed had grown to such levels that he would endeavor to steal the 
entire world- every world. 


He would not care if the servers he stole collapsed to void under his 
hands, as long as they were his. 


Such action would warrant nothing more or less than a god war. A 
war that Feowertyne was now meant to fight in, for the King had 
stolen from him too. 


—-SVUS- 


Oh. Someone’s talking to him. 


Philza looks up, meeting the pale yellow eyes of a freckled, ocean 
grey god with drifting white hair. The man’s not quite as tall as 
Techno, but he’s stout and barrel-chested, and there’s a firmness to 
his body as he gesticulates finned arms. 


(He looks so young.) 
“The Overlord, if I’m rememberin’ right,” Philza hears himself saying. 


The Overlord’s laugh is like distant quiet thunder. “I’m no good for 
titles, father god. Brother will do.” 


Ah. Father. So Philza’s finally old enough to warrant that, huh? Jeez. 
He doesn’t really... feel old. 


He looks out at the gathered host with a bemused blink. Discounting 
the Empress, he’s leagues older than anyone here. 


(Alright. He is a little old.) 


The Overlord shuffles on webbed feet, a long shark’s tail idling 
nervously behind him. “I think | might be underdressed for all this,” 
he chuckles, gesturing at his haphazardly tossed on skirt. “Everyone 
looks nicer than me.” 


Philza snorts. He doesn’t feel that much more put together, either. 


He’d torn his pantheon clothes to shreds, apparently. He doesnt 
remember it very well, but the evidence spoke for itself. 


The new clothes Techno gave him look like the light green of falling 
leaves, his old grey traveling cloak nestled on his shoulders with new 
life as a cloak covering his shell. All of it is woven from the wools of 
Techno’s own hounds, punctuated with stray gilded strands of 
Techno’s own unbreakable mane that shine with old covenant and 
familiar tenderness. The iron in his gauntlets have been torn down to 
ironbone, making way for netherite that clicks satisfyingly against the 
floor. 


The hallmarks of Ender are gone. 


(And the gloves will cover up what he cannot tear out of his hands.) 


“| don't think anyone cares, brother,” Philza concludes. “We’ve got 
more important shit to worry about over what we’re lookin’ like.” 


The Overlord practically deflates with relief. “Oh, thank fuck.” 


—SVUS- 


The Overlord had almost been excited, at first. He stood at the table 
of other gods, at the table of living legends, preparing for a grand 
battle to save the fate of the world. 


But what was young Feowertyne, in the face of all this? What use did 
he serve? 


He felt like a child being entertained by indulgent elders. He could be 
strong, and do as he was told, but he offered nothing to the thought 
behind the upcoming battle, not compared to their experience. 


He wanted to be useful. He wanted to be efficient. He wanted the 
war to end as quickly and as cleanly as possible. 


The debate of the gods raged on. They wondered how they would 
stop the ever-increasing theft when the walls between worlds grew 
ever thinner, wondered how they could first deal with the King’s 
nomadic elusive vassals. 


“Well,” the Overlord’s tentative voice cut into the council, “if they want 
to steal the world, mine has plenty of water to give.” 


Never to use- they wouldn't dare. But enough water that the Ender 
King could not ignore their demands. 


“A wall of water around Endlantis.” The Blaze Empress turned to the 
Angel, who knew Endlantis better than perhaps even the King 
himself. “Would it work?” 


The Angel’s wild eyes shine lividly past the shadow of his veil. “He 
wants to put the world inside a cage. Let’s see how he likes a cage 
of his own.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


16. Chapter 16 
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(Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
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visually/verbally coherent.) 


Y 


HE ANGEL OF DEATH DESCENDED ON ENDLANTIS, AND THE 
SEA FOLLOWED WITH HIM. 


A wall of water around the world. Unmoving, unwavering. 


The vassals of the city had long since fled to higher ground- the 
fortresses, the trees, the raised houses, the beacon towers. Others 
have fled to the caves, to the old places that have been hidden away 
in dust long before Endlantis was so much as a dream. 


But there is no escape. 


Not from this. 


They had long since given up trying. 


Because why wouldn't this happen? Why wouldn't war hang over 
their heads? Why wouldn’t the greed of their hallowed King finally 
collapse on them all? 


The King who wanted everything. The King that takes their 
treasures, their homes, their blocks, their service. 


The limits of his ambition have finally come to fruition, as they knew 
it would. And they knew, more likely than not, they would be paying 
for it with their lives. 


As the old saying goes. Can't have shit in Endlantis. 


But at long last, a King stood before an Angel. An Angel in netherite 
claws and defiant green, a face of unreadable shadows, the very 
abstract thought of their bond laid in tatters between them. 


“Angel, what have you done to yourself?” the King mourned. 


“What have / done?” the Angel mused. “What have you done?” 


“What | had to,” the King insisted. 


“No.” The Angel shook his head. “No, you didn’t. You never had to 
do anything.” 


“I'm protecting the city! | can’t just let them take my things-” 


“ENDLANTIS IS NOT YOUR THINGS! The Angel’s voice rises like 
dragons, like the thunder of his wings spread behind him. “Endlantis 
is your people, and your people WILL DIE, because you're too 
childish to admit that you’ve LOST!” 


The anger in his voice dries. The chill of his eyes fades. There was 
still some fragile space in the Angel’s heart for this selfish god, even 
now. 


“Please,” the Angel begs. “Please, for once in your life. Just let them 
win.” 


The King looked out at Endlantis. He looked up at an ocean around 
the world. He looked to the lights of his city, at End ships hoping for 
higher ground. 


He looked at his people, afraid. 


Perhaps, in another story, that would have been the end of it. 


In a better story, a kinder story, the King would realize he was wrong. 
Justice prevails, and there is no war- and maybe, one day, an Angel 
and a King are friends again. 


But this is not a fairytale. This is a fable. 


And fables are not kind, eyas. 


“My Endlantis,” the King whispers as he looks to his sky. “My 
Endlantis, Angel.” He raises his hand. “My unfinished symphony.” 


He turns to the Angel, and he... he smiled at him. For that one 
fleeting moment, he was the friend that the Angel knew. 


“Forever unfinished.” 


—OoUS- 


Nothing happens, at first. 

And then a drop of water falls from the sky. 
And another. 

And another. 


Bit by bit, piece by piece, the ocean enveloping the city shivers. 


And Endlantis drowned. 


-> 


And... 


..and then... 


—-OSVUS- 


There aren't any screams. 
Not at first. 


A cacophony of static, of black shapes flitting across an ever- 
sinking ceiling of water. Collapsing explosions of air pressure in ever 
increasingly cramped teleportation traffic, undercut with the erratic 
crash of water only exacerbated by the mad scramble for survival. 


But endermen cannot teleport forever. 
The water comes for them all eventually. 


And the choir of burning screams grows ever more a symphony. 


—OoUS- 


...l- | was... 


—OoUS- 


... frozen. 
It’s 


-Oh, gods. 


He didn't, he- he wouldn't, he couldn't (but he did) 


they're dying they're gone they're gone 


it's all gone, 


gone 


gone 


Gone. 


“Let me go,” the King flatly says. 


“No.” Philza stubbornly shakes his head. “No, we’re leaving.” 


“Philza.” There is no anger in the King’s voice. “It’s fine.” His eyes 
relax. “It’s what | want.” 


“YOU IDIOT!” Philza screams. “I’m not letting you fucking die for 
your stupid fucking temper tantrum, you STUPID, STUPID MAN-” 


His breath collapses into a whistling wheeze as four cold hands cage 
his face, his throat. He can't move his head. 


The King’s black eyes are the only thing he can see. 


“My Endlantis,” the King whispers wistfully. “Do you understand?” 


Philza’s hands spasm against hard white wrists as long fingers roam 
the down of his face. 


“If | can’t have this,” the King whispers to a frozen gaze, “no one 
can.” 


A wide palm splays on Philza’s chest. 


“Not even you.” 


Philza sees, more than feels, his own body being knocked like a 
ragdoll over the tower's edge. 


A gilded cage of magic sings at his skull, stubbornly pushing away at 
the water rising around him. 


“ENDER!” an Angel’s voice drowns. “ENDER-” 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Phil? 
Phillll, you stopped. Did you space out again? Phil? 


Hey- hey. Phil, are you okay? Co- come on, look at me, what's 
wrong? 


...Dad? 


Techno! TECHNO, HELP, SOMETHING’S WRONG WITH DAD- 


17. Chapter 17 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for the reading/vision impaired: This 
chapter contains minor exotic text for aesthetic purposes. 


“Leel” 


“Lee? Who is this Lee? Never met a Lee in my life.” 


“Leeeee...” 


“Robin, please. It’s Cornelius. Cor-nel-i-us. If a hominid has trouble 
with names at your age, I’d be very concerned.” 


“Tell me a story, Lee.” 


“Didn’t Catt tell you a story already?” 


“Catt gave me a song.” 


“| mean, same thing, right?” 


“Nooooo.” 


“Alright. /f | must. A- well- A very long time ago, | was visiting my 
favorite island-” 


—-SY<- 


-and he really should visit more often, Lagos decides to himself as 
he kicked away a loose piece of endstone. This nest island tends to 
get a bit unruly without him to organize the nonsense the endermen 
bring here. 


..It’s just hard to watch, sometimes. 


Every day, more and more of the hidden End gods die. Every day, 
the burden of this decaying plane grows greater, compounding and 
breaking the lessening few divinities that remain. 


Every time Lagos visits, she remembers him a little less. 


But for now, the sweeping crystal eyes of the Ender Dragon still 
know him. He will take what he can get. 


“Hello, Jean,” he calls with a smile as the aged god lands beside 
him. “Did you like your present?” 


A glistening moon dragon egg nestles lovingly at Jean’s favorite 
perch. It won't ever hatch- not here, not in these conditions- and he 
thinks, deep down, she knows this. But it is warm and beautiful and 
alive. 


It will allow her, at least, the comfort of something to care for in a 
dying world. 


A wordless chord rings around his soul. 


“l am still home,” Lagos assures, “and my server is secure, as Is 
yours. No one will find your doors again.” 


Really, it would be more pragmatic if he destroyed them all. Broke 
every stronghold in his server and let the secret die with him. 


But they’re the last ones left. He can’t. (He’s not strong enough.) 


It’s simple enough work to clean up the stray blocks, the scattered 
pearl caches. He won't despawn them, he’s not that rude, but he 
makes the place a little less haphazard, and afterwards he rests by 
Jean’s side, letting her tattered threads of thought swim through the 
peaceful mountains and forests kept in the memory of his mind. 


She offers him something in return- the memory of a distant rumbling 
while she was on one of her patrols. A shift of something grand, 
countless servers away. Jean tilts her head, whiskers waving 
apprehensively. 


“It must have been a world edit somewhere,” Lagos offers. “It’s 
easier to sense down here, with the void levels being so high. You 
remember world edits, right? Normal stuff.” 


He decides not to mention the possibility of yet another god war 
raging out in the Overworld. Jean accepts his theory with little 
complaint, snuffing at the freshly slain guardian he brought to her. 
Perhaps they’re both choosing to be optimists. 


He must have fallen asleep at some point, because he’s suddenly 
being woken by Jean’s rumbling growl, the hackles of her scales 
raised and rattling like clanging glass. 


Lagos looks out from the perch. 


That right there’s a fucking End barge. And not one of the countless 
ghost ships mucking around the End void, the model is new. 


It’s not... too odd to consider the possibility that there must be a few 
living End cities left, but there definitely aren’t any on this server, or 
any of the bordering ones. Where the honest to gods fuck did this 
come from? 


With a light hop, Lagos floats toward to the ship in a graceful, lazy 
arc. The lantern at its tail is lit and the end crystal at the head of the 
ship is still running. Whoever’s in there (if anyone) could still be alive, 
but that won't last long if they stay stranded here. 


It’s a weird looking ship, to be sure. There’s gold hearts painted at 
the railings of the deck, eerie blue eyes flanking the head and tail of 
the ship. The dark oars are marked with white diamonds and the red 
pattern of a hardcore heart. 


And the Dreamweaver saw the Angel of Death. 


Philza could almost be asleep. Knowing the man, he very well could 
be- he often chose to fall asleep in the oddest places. But he's 
slumped unnaturally over the helm, antlers hung at crooked, limp 
angles. His oversized wingspan drapes senselessly past the deck, 
threatening to spill into the void-stained empty. 


Spilling like the river of a thousand thousand crows, floating half 
dead in his wake. 


“Shit,” Lagos swears under his breath as he ambles closer with 
decidedly less grace than before. “Shit, shit, shit-” 


The crows can’t manage much more than a sputtering, dying protest 
as he lands on the scene. There’s traces of strange threads of 
magic, cradling the body like a cage, but they’re weak traces, 
crumbling like sand the moment Lagos dares to approach. 


The Angel is totally waterlogged, to say the least, and maybe a bit 
more than that. Red velvet ribbons loosely off of cracked antlers. 
Stardust scars at his fingertips, practically bleeding out of him- out 
past a white beard, out the battered grey down of his ears, out the 
bruised and blue clouding of his eyes and mixing with tears. 


The man looks dead. 


Not that Lagos gives a shit or anything. Philza’s just some guy, at the 
end of the day. 


He’d just rather not have the Angel of Death go dying right outside 
Jean’s door, is all. The death of a god is a violent, volatile thing. But 
like- whatever, if the guy fucking dies like anyone else. It’s nothing 
new. 


But it would be a pain in the ass to deal with afterward. His hand is 
shaking from annoyance, and there are no witnesses who can prove 
otherwise. 


Jean rumbles curiously- in the kind of way she usually reserves for 
something she’s contemplating eating. 


“NMAKLW AO ®,” Lagos wisely advises. “Gimme a tick.” 


He kind of trips over a small shulker box on the way (that he swears 
went and opened by itself, what the fuck was up with that) but he 
gets there eventually. 


Yep. That’s a Philza Minecraft. Mr. Angel of Death. Looking quite 
astoundingly star-damaged and charmingly, ambiguously dead. As 
one does. 


“Hey.” He flicks Philza’s face. “Anybody up?” No response. (Rude.) 
“Get up any decade, dumbass. I’m not giving you a ride home.” 


He tries a slightly firmer jostle, and Philza just falls off the helm and 
into Lagos himself, the bastard. 


“Prime’s fucking sake,” Lagos sarcastically reprimands as shoves 
the Angel off him, “at least buy me dinner first.” 


Okay, that might have been a bit mean. The guy’s- the guy’s not 
actually dead, right? Lagos tears off one of Philza’s gloves, clutching 
at the bare wrist. 


A warped, brittle heart flutters under his thumb. 


Lagos scoffs, dropping the appendage like it burns, willing the 
embarrassing strike of red to leave his face. He’s gone and held a 
lifeline to Philza’s soul over nothing, and all it’s done is make him feel 
like a creep. 


“Damn it,” he sighs. “Il guess | am giving you a ride home after all.” 


He wills enough rope to start towing the boat. He’d leave the thing, 
but most of the crows are on there, and he’s feeling nice today. At 
least it'll float with him instead of dragging on the ground. 


Jean whines from her nest. 


“Sorry, Jean.” Lagos shrugs helplessly at his load. “Gonna have to 
haul this back topside. I'll be back when I’m sure this hot mess isn't 
gonna go supernova.” 


Jean huffs, wings stretching out. Before Lagos can protest, she 
rushes towards the edge of the platform, taking a large leap onto the 
boat. 


Lagos squints. “You are so manipulative. | can’t believe you’ve done 
this. What am I to you, a rickshaw?” 


Jean bats at one of the crows like a cat toy. Philza twitches slightly, a 
pathetic sound managing to escape him. 


On one hand, pathetic! Also mildly concerning! On the other hand, 
also (pathetically) the most alive he’s managed to be this entire time, 
so Lagos decides to count this as a net win. 


It’s probably fine. If it’s not, he can... uhhh.... 


... Yeah. It’s probably fine. 


The boat’s sturdier than expected- Jean isn’t making things that 
much harder by lounging on it, just making it sink more than it 
should. There was a bit of a weird moment where her tail hit the tiny 
shulker box and her tail floated for a good tock, but nothing 
disastrous happened. 


This would probably be going faster if he’d left Philza on the boat 
instead of carrying the guy. But if Philza starts properly dying, it will 
be so much easier to deal with if he’s on hand. This is the slower, but 
far more practical option. 


It’s not like he cares one way or another. 


“This bird is an idiot, you know that?” Lagos explains to Jean. “An 
absolute buffoon. Doesn’t have a-” He huffs as he readjusts his hold. 
“-a scrap pixel of foresight to save his life.” 


“KOSI /2°W Een’ Jean rumbles. 


“You'd think the Angel of Death would be better than this, but 
nooooo,” Lagos drawls. “Just goes and courts death left and right 
like he’s got a bucket list of near-death experiences waiting to 
happen. Goes and gets war criminals fawning over him until 
countries break from his bullshit for the umpteenth time.” 


“ULLPPPPP PAW LP” 


“That is a lie,” Lagos insists as he starts pushing the boat through 
the exit portal. “| hate everything and everyone and you are the only 
person | tolerate on this bitch of an earth. | tolerate TECHNOBLADE 
more than | tolerate this horrible old crow.” 


Jean roars in laughter. “v?A +” 


“Yeah, yeah.” Lagos sarcastically salutes her. “Good day, Your 
Majesty of End, I'll be taking my cherished leave now-” 


“scoot, AEPPWIDA." 


What are you doing? 


Lagos’ form unspools like a wave and crashes back together all at 
once. “Who the-” 


Thank you for finding him, a woman’s voice whispers. But I'll take 
him from here. 


Lagos pauses. This voice is... old, somehow. Old and yet not- as if 
someone had taken an uncountably ancient ocean and recently had 
the bright idea to give it a voice. “You’re not gonna... kill him or 
something, right?” 


The voice seems to smile, like he'd tripped on an inside joke. 
Unfortunately, no. Perhaps some other time. 


Alright. Lagos is going to... not fight that. 


“O...kay.” Lagos stops pushing the boat, and puts Philza on the deck. 
“Take it from here, | guess.” 


The world blinks, and Philza is gone. 


Lagos super, super hopes he did not just send a man to like- ultra 
mega double hell, or something. 


“WELP!” He shouts with a jaunty smile, turning right back around. 
“We don’t have time to unpack all that! Let’s get back to the nest, eh, 
Jean?” 


—-SY<- 


“-and when | was on my favorite island, | saw a really weird boat 
being driven by crows. That’s it, that’s the story! Nothing else 
happened.” 


“That was a dumb story.” 


“I’m kidding. Well, I’m not kidding about the crow part. There was 
also an Angel on the boat. It was just really weird.” 


“Was it a pretty angel?” 


“| can neither confirm nor deny that the Angel was pretty.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


lagos after this encounter spends the like next hour figuring out 
the shulker 

and making one himself 

and oh god they can reproduce 

this is how shulkers happened outside endlantis 

-Falrisesi 


18. Chapter 18 
Notes for the Chapter: 


All images and exotic text are screen reader friendly. 


Don't move. Don't blink. Don't fight. 


(Don’t breathe.) 

“-ad? Dad, look at me, come on.” 

You move, you die. You blink, you die. You fight, you die. 
(You breathe, you die.) 


“-scary but | need you to stop freaking out, Wil. Trying to shake him 
out of it is just gonna make it worse.” 


“But he’s- he’s not breathing.” 


“Calm down, eyas. Let me fix this.” Don’t breathe. (Don't die.) “Hey 
there, Phil. Been a while, huh?” 


-OoUS- 


It’s dark. It’s cold. 
(It’s drowning.) 
He should have drowned ages ago. He’s starting to wish he did. 


Because maybe if the water was actually allowed to breach his 
lungs, it would have hurt less than the flood swirling around him at 
every turn. Hurt less than the star-iron breaking out of his throat, 
deafening his ears, blinding at his vision until it’s all he can see. Hurt 
less than the weight of it all, the weight of the screams, the weight of 
the hurt, the weight of the rising water and the sunken city and the 
death and the death and the death and the death and the- 


-burning. Something grazes at his body, the only touch other than 
water he’s felt in a fucking eternity and it burns it hurts stop stop 
STOP STOP STOP- 


-OVUS- 


“-woah, woah, woah, okay- Okay. Philza, you’re okay. We’re not 
gonna hurt you, | just need you to-" 


—-OoVS- 


Breathe, a sorrowful voice pleads at the scattered thread of his 
mind. Don’t leave me now, love. 


“H- A= he" 


He tries- gods, he’s trying, he’s trying. But his ribs only spasm like 
broken hinges, every deaf click on his beak tasting more and more 
Star-iron and sliding it down his lungs. Something firm and gentle 
braces at his neck and he- 


-OSUS- 


-falls into it, falling, falling with every dying frantic heartbeat he has 
left, and when something braces at his arms he can only keep 


falling. 
“Breathe for me, okay?” 


He mutely shakes his head. Don’t breathe, don’t breathe, / can’t 
breathe | can’t breathe- 


“You'll be okay, | promise. Just let go.” 


Please, please, | cant. 


-OoUS- 


You’re beautiful, the feverish fraying of his mind smiles. Every 
beautiful thing... that ’ve ever known. It was you. It was always 
you. 


A tear-filled, sputtering laugh. You stop that. You stop that right 
now. 


Never, the last threads of him whisper. I'd... rather... Long sightless 
eyes drift shut. Die... 


Oh, love, the song of everything gently weeps. I’m sorry. An all-new 
chord of defiance rings into being. But the universe is not done 
with you yet. 


And the ghost of a thousand hands grips at his heart and his soul 
and a shadow of blinding wings burning onto his skin and- 


-OUS- 


-something punches into his throat, forcing a gasp out of his mouth. 
Philza breathes against all reason, in sputtering, wheezing, racking 
coughs. 


And he doesn’t drown. 


“That's it, that’s it. Breathe.” A far gentler touch than before returns to 
soothe the dull ache on his neck. “Can you open your eyes for me?” 


-OoUS- 


Breathe, Angel, a patient voice commands. Live. 
Breathe. 
Breathe. 


His lungs selfishly scrabble for more air than it could ever possess, 
and there is not a single scrap of iron on his tongue. He feels the 
purpur of Charon’s deck. He hears the ringing siren song of the 
endless void. He opens his eyes. 


He sees Her, dress draped in all the reds and golds and faded 
greens Of life’s fall like a hunter’s prize. The butterflies She leaves in 
Her wake, the amber and bone trapped on Her wrists, the spilling 
thread of uncountable blinding wings spilling past the deck, that 
drown into the tethers of the endless darkness below. 


“It’s you,” he whispers. “You're here.” 


Her round dimpled face smiles down at him past the endless shadow 
of Her hair. Do you know me still, love? 


He doesn't, and then he does. 


PRTOLTF 


, he prays. 


He wouldn't dare to touch her before, but that was then. Her hand 
burns like fire and scars his fingers with stardust- and for the first 
time in thousands of years, it is real. 


“Oh, 


PPTOL TF 


.” He didn’t think he still had the strength, but he wept then. It’s been 
so long. 


Too long, the starfire of her fathomless dark eyes murmur back. Far 
too long. 


-OoUS- 


He breathes, he lives. Philza’s talons snag on wolf's wool as he 
opens his eyes. 


Technoblade’s golden eyes could have been the rising sun after a 
century of night, and he would have known no difference. 


“Gods,” Philza wheezes with a laugh. “We’ve got to stop meeting like 
this.” 


Techno snorts. “I live here, you old crow.” 


“Yeah,” Philza wistfully recalls with a hazy smile. 


“Dad?” 


Guitar-callused fingers ghost at his hands. Wilbur’s glasses look like 
they’re fit to flood with tears. 


“Aw, mate,” Philza sadly trills. “I didn’t mean to make you cry.” 


“Pll do what | want, you old fuck,” Wilbur sniffles. “You can’t make me 
do anything.” 


“| know,” Philza happily sighs. “I know.” 


His son’s hands curl a little more strongly on his arm. 


“You went away,” Wilbur whispers. “You went away and | couldn't 
find you.” 


Philza’s face twists with grief. “I’m sorry, eyas.” 


“Are you back now?” 


“Yeah,” Philza tiredly confirms as he squeezes their hands together. 
“lm home, Wil. ’'m home.” 


19. Chapter 19 


Philza drifts, slowly, into the awareness of coarse furred hands 
roaming his wings like a fine comb. A content, weary coo rolls lightly 
in his throat, and a friendly rumble sounds beside him in response. 


“Where's Wil?” he manages to slur out when he remembers words 
exist. 


“Sent ‘im out to get something to eat,” Techno easily responds. “I 
don't think anybody’s got the energy to cook today. And, uh... | 
figured he needed to get out of the house after that.” 


Philza frowns, twenty different apologies waiting to spill out of him, 
but then Techno finds a tense knot in one of his wing shoulders he 
didn’t even realize was there and fuck, that feels good. Great, now 
he has to wait for his voice to not sound all zoned out and needy 
before trying to pretend he has any sound arguments ever. Well 
played, Technoblade. 


“| think,” Philza lazily starts, “I think I’m gettin’ worse, mate.” 


A noncommittal noise. “Philza, please. You’re unfathomably spry for 
our age, all things considering.” 


“Don’t fucking patronize me, we both know that’s what I’m talking 
about. | just-” 


Fuck, this would be so much more dignified if he wasn’t laid out all 
boneless. On the fresh heels of a full stop panic attack. 


“| thought | was actually okay,” he hears his voice waver. 


Techno doesn't try to argue with him, try to tell him he’s being the 
dumbass he probably is. Techno just slows down a bit and he /istens 
, the big bastard. 


“I’ve been doin’ so good these days, Techno.” Philza doesn’t know 
why he sounds like he has to convince himself it’s true when it is. “I- 
I’ve got you, | know I’ve always got you, I’ve got Wil now. Gods 
knows how much | bent playin’ house for that boy.” A bubbling, 
desperate laugh. “Fuck, | /ive in a house now. How'd that happen?” 


“Excuse me, it’s my house,” Techno snarks. 


“And- and yeah, shit got a bit chaotic with just me ‘n Wil,” Philza 
allows, “but then | had you again, and Wil’s getting to grow up and 
do what he wants and- and- and- maybe we're not exactly modern 
parenting here but-” 


His train of thought shorts out a bit when a particularly stubborn 
feather gets tugged back into place with prejudice. Rude. 


“Everything's fine,” Philza summarizes. “We're all- we’re all living in 
houses with jobs and shit like real people now. If anything, | should 
be better than I’ve ever been!” 


“But instead, you feel like you’re falling apart,” Techno guesses. 


“| made my son cry,” Philza warbles. “I scared my little boy.” 


Techno sighs. 


“I, uh-” Hooved hands twitch, unsure where to rest, settling to 
become a familiar weight on Philza’s back. “You know | had this 
place goin’ on my own for a while before you came back into the 
picture.” 


“You were a twitchy bastard,” Philza recalls. “You dug up trenches 
when you had nightmares.” 


“| was worse when | first got the place,” Techno bluntly admits. “I 
hoarded enough to feed armies, | ran drills until | passed out.” 


“You didn’t feel safe?” Philza sorrowfully asks. 


“| did feel safe, Phil. That was the problem.” A pat under his shell. “1 
felt so safe | started remembering all the stuff | thought | was old 
enough to forget. You get what I’m sayin’?” 


“You're sayin’ this shit's happenin’ because | got better.” Philza 
knocks his head back down to his pillow. “Now you're all stuck 
dealin’ with me until my brain decides to unfuck itself.” 


“You know what helped me?” Techno soothes at wings still aching 
from panicked rattling. “You. When | tried to hoard, you did the 
shopping before | could try. When | did drills, you did them with me. 
When | was digging trenches, you were talking down General Blade 
until | remembered there wasn’t a war anymore.” 


A hooved hand runs through sungold hair. 


“So maybe you're allowed to fall apart a little bit, alright?” Techno 
sadly smiles. “Maybe we both are.” 


What a thought. 


‘TM BACK FROM TESCO’S!” Wilbur shouts into the house as he 
kicks the front door open. “IF YOU GUYS ARE KISSING, I’M 
GONNA PUNCH TECHNO IN THE THROAT!” 


“Your father can’t afford me,” Techno deadpans as Wilbur sidles over 
with the spare change. 


“I’m married to God,” Philza adds. “She doesn’t share.” 


“Fine, keep your secrets.” Wilbur fishes through a paper bag. “I got 
tiger bread because it’s your favorite and pork sausage because 
Techno is an evil cannibal.” 


“That’s a good lad,” Philza tiredly smiles. 


Wilbur’s eyes soften when they pass over him. “Hey, Phil,” his son 
gently calls. “You okay?” 


And Philza hates it, almost. Hates to see Wilbur’s unapologetically 
sharp edges made soft on his behalf, the obvious lingering fear that 
he might break before their eyes again. But it is kind, and it is loved, 
and he is fired. 


“| feel like | got punched in the throat,” Philza settles with. “But I'll 
live.” 


breathe somehow.” 


“He punched you to life. Like a surgeon.” Wilbur squints. “Except 
without the knives.” 


Philza sputters an aching laugh. 


He blinks. 


“Shit, | was-” His brow furrows. “Wil, | was, like- | was doing 
something before | wigged out, right?” 


Wilbur’s mouth flattens. “It’s fine, don’t worry about it-” 


“No, no, | was-” Philza’s antlers click uncertainly. “Oh. | was telling 
you a story. And then I... oh.” 


“It was a shit story anyway,” Wilbur noncommittally shrugs. “I mean- 
it was cool, but then my favorite character went and died like a right 
cunt so- whatever.” 


“We gotta finish it,” Philza insists. “Otherwise, it’s gonna wiggle in my 
brain for weeks.” 


“In my very expert opinion, | think you should commit a stop it,” 
Techno gracefully commands. 


“You finish it,” Philza offers. “You know how it ends, anyway.” 


—-SVUS- 


HE ANGEL WOKE IN A CASTLE OF FLOWERS. 


When Endlantis drowned, his Lady had saved him, sailing his ship 
out to the seas of Sky where someone might find him. 


It was the Ocean Overlord that did. Domain god of Sky- now a little 
older, now a little wiser, now a little sadder. 


But his name was still Feowertyne, and Feowertyne, despite it all, 
was still kind, kinder than war and ruin will ever deserve. 


He took the Angel to his home in Flowerfall, and he did not offer his 
pantheon. He offered his kindness and he offered his home and he 
offered, most crucially, time. 


And in time, the Angel of Death once again began to do what he 
always did. 


He started to build again. 


When his heart and bones ached with loss, he built defiance for his 
pain. 


When he could not tear out the memory of someone else’s touch, he 
built the ever-changing image of flowers into every piece of himself 
his hands could reach, until there was no part of him he could 
destroy in his anger. 


When he was lonely, he built a Friend. He built delicate hooves and 
a kind face from the dark clays of the earth and he spun blue wools 
of his sadness. He built a Friend, a simple creature of wools and 
clays and woods and magic, that would always be gentle and never 
die and never hurt a soul, not even him. 


And he started to build again. 


He took the kindness of Feowertyne and he built from Flowerfall’s 
grandeur. He wore down his mind and body like sandpaper against 
the world until there was no part of him that existed that would ever 
know the hands of a King again. 


And when he heard that the Blood of the Covenant had tried to find 
him, all this time, the Angel of Death stopped and let him. 


A Covenant sees an Angel descend from Flowerfall, and this is not 
the man he lost to Endlantis. 


The Angel is no longer spun of flesh and bone- he does not breathe 
with blood and life, not anymore. The Angel of Death is a strange 
thing fit to be laid out in his own architecture, spun of sungold hair 
and ivory skin. Stardust scars his fingers and strikes his shoulders. 
His arms are marred with asphodel at every turn, and the night of his 
wings is painted with the death of titans. 


But he is real. 


He is defiant. 


He sees a friend that has known him for longer than the gods can 
remember, and when he smiles, he is alive. 


Alive, alive, alive. 


(Perhaps in time, that will be enough. ) 
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Summary: 


“You were a twitchy bastard,” Philza recalls. “You dug up trenches 
when you had nightmares.” 


General Blade wakes up fighting a war that's been gone for years. 
The Angel of Death will wait until he remembers otherwise. 


Wake Up, General! 
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The Blood of the Covenant is digging. 


He is the Blood of the Covenant, the day is long, and he must dig. 


Dig, sings monotony as he renders another block into his trench. 
Dig, dig, dig. 


Dig or die. 


There is a movement in the trees. The Covenant sees skin too ivory 
to belong to the living, wild lapis eyes regarding him under the 
shadow of sungold hair. 


An Angel's presence has graced him on today’s battlefield. Fortune 
will favor his fight. 


He turns back to the soil and keeps digging. 


Dig or die. 


The pipe in the Angel's hands sparks red and purple. There's silver 
hiding in his golden hair. 


“Where is your fight, General?” the Angel asks. 


It will not hurt to entertain him. “30 ticks, judging by the distance of 
the sound. Maybe a full click if the siege engines need maintenance 
en route, but we cannot count on it.” 


Dig, dig, dig. 


“What are your forces?” the Angel continues. 


“425 god hounds,” the Covenant recites, “168 skulls. One god horse. 
One phoenix.” 


Dig. Dig. Dig. 


His shovel strikes loudly against a sudden boulder. With a low, 
frustrated growl, he hefts the offending object from its tomb and 
throws it out of the trench. The Angel’s eyes follow the arc of the 
stone, but make no comment. 


“Perhaps you should wait until the battle subsides, Angel,” the 
Covenant advises. “Their machines are not kind to flying things.” 


The Angel tilts his head. “Where would | go?” 


Of course. The Angel is always pragmatic. “The location of my 
private camp is secure,” the Covenant offers. “There is always a 
passel of my hounds at guard.” 


“And what about you?” the Angel wonders. 


“| will not die,” the Covenant assures. “I would find you afterwards.” 
His face softens. “You are strong. But not even an angel can outrun 
the effects of the machines. It will be safer for you to wait.” 


“One last question,” the Angel says. “What's my name?” 


The Covenant’s shovel pauses. 


He looks to an Angel, smiling with a white beard and silverstruck hair 
and wearing an emerald that shines like a star at his ear. The 
Covenant flicks his own ear, feeling the weight of a matching 
emerald on his own. 


His hands shake. He blinks. 


“Philza,” Techno finally asks, “why am | digging a trench in the 
garden?” 


“You’ve been ranting under your breath about lag machines for the 
past 50 clicks, Techno,” Philza patiently explains. “My guess is the 
storm that just passed over us fucked with your head when you woke 
up.” He yawns. “And you woke up... super fuckin’ early, mate.” 


It doesn’t even look early or late outside. Damn the lacking day cycle 
of Hypixel. 


“Did | do anything else?” Techno hesitantly presses. 


“Uh-” Another, wider yawn unveils the unnatural predatory edge of 
Philza’s beak. “-you did try to board up the door. But that thing’s 
already bolted, so you kinda...” He limply waves his hand. “...went 
on to plan B, looks like.” 


Techno cringes. “Il woke you up.” 


Philza hums tiredly, closing his eyes as he practically falls off the 
perch of his branch in favor of Techno’s tense shoulders. 


“Did | wake up Wilbur?” 


Philza mutely shakes his head into Techno’s mane. 


“Just you.” Techno sighs. He traces a thumb over wearily closed 
eyes, his long-suffering friend leaning into the touch with quiet chirrs. 
“Sorry, Philza. I’ll clean it up.” 


Philza grumbles some vague protest, talons rooting through 
Techno’s mane. 


“Go back to sleep, old man. | can’t work with you using me as a 
pillow.” 


“You go back to sleep,” Philza mumbles. 


“Phil, my property value.” 


“It's 2 in the fucking morning,” Philza hisses weakly. “Come back to 
bed.” 


“Is that an order, Commander Minecraft?” Techno lightly ribs. 


“Fuck ‘round ‘n find out.” 


Techno scoffs as they head back inside. 


He still washes down his hooves- he has standards - before heading 
back to their room. 


“Hey.” He pokes Philza in the leg. “We're here.” 


The only answer he receives is all-too light breathing and the casual 
flick of one of Philza’s feathered ears against his fur, because the 
horrid old crow’s already managed to fall asleep on him. 


Techno thinks he might have laughed to himself, just a little- it’s a 
soft, despairing thing. 


“One of these days,” he promises as he lays his old friend down on 
their bed. “One of these days we'll finally get some sleep for once, 
and we'll be so powerful we can kill the gods.” 


And as he lays down, too exhausted to do much more than toss an 
aged cloak over himself like a blanket, he knows it’s true. 


(They've done it before, after all.) 
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The Angel is not an activist, barring personal investment. The Blood 
of the Covenant often proves to be investment enough. 


In which Techno actually manages to get captured for once, and 
Philza does nothing at all. 


(As far as anyone can prove. What harm can a single feather do?) 


Featherlight 
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Philza wouldn't say that the other gods hated him. And he did not 
hate them. The Angel of Death simply did not insert himself in the 
affairs of the living. Gods are among the living. 


And he loves life. He does- he loves to walk with it, to know it, to live 
it. 


But death is patience. Death is a hunter. He’s not going to stick his 
nose into other people’s business unless his Lady goes and asks. 


Besides, gods these days are so young. Like children, almost. What 
is centuries in the face of millennia? 


No, no. The Angel of Death will be nothing more than a gleeful 
observer- barring personal investment, of course. And he so rarely 
becomes invested these days. 


They've tried, of course. He knows how he must seem to them. 


Angel of Death. 

Thousand-eye. 

Crow Father, Stars-feather, titan’s wing. 

The worlds-walker, the dragon smiter, the emerald star. 


Beloved bleeding sword of death, Herself. Spun of sungold and 
soulfire and ivory and the dark stars of night. 


For young gods yet to learn the stories of their elders, who are eager 
to sharpen their teeth, the Angel of Death is a prize- either to 
decorate their fledgling pantheons or to be a victory on their walls. 
(That is their mistake. ) 


O Angel of Death, deliver us. 


The Angel of Death is not their songbird, to pretty their halls and 
bring them hope. The Angel is a raven amidst crows, and there is no 
difference to a raven between god and mortal. They are all children 
playing swords. And like the crows that follow in his wake, he would 


much rather watch them play from a respectable distance, reaping 
whatever amuses him in the aftermath. 


Simply put, Philza isn’t exactly invested in being an activist. 


Technoblade is. 


Death is an observer, but Blood is not. The Blood of the Covenant 
throws himself into war, into revolution, into insurrection. He is 
Covenant, so concerned with the ties and attachments and so-very- 
living vows of the earthly realm, how could he not? 


The Angel laughs at death. He laughs at everything. He laughs in the 
face of joy, of wrath, of sorrow, of despair. When one’s tears are 
stars, it becomes difficult to weep in the face of grief. (It becomes 
difficult to grieve at all.) 


But the Covenant still mourns, in that mortal way. He grieves the 
grim necessity of war. He grieves the countless students and shield- 
brothers, and he grieves their loss. 


Time, death, betrayal. He bleeds for them all. 


(Technoblade, at the unmarked grave of yet another tyrant he has 
brought to ruin. She called me her teacher, once, he mourns. | 


thought she would be different.) 


(Philza holds his friend, soothing silently at golden tears. He does 
not ask for names. He never does.) 


The Angel is not an activist, barring personal investment. 


The Blood of the Covenant often proves to be investment enough. 
Where Blood goes, Death shall follow, and Blood and Death are 
friends in war. 


The Blood of the Covenant, for his particular investment in worldly 
affairs, is often mistaken for the savage of the two. The threat, the 
beast. And young gods forget, at times, the hazard of things that live 
longer than they do. They forget there are some things that cannot 
be caged- not tamely, not forever. 


Every once in a while, someone gets the funny little idea in their 
head that they can capture the Blood god for good. 


It’s so funny that Philza could almost laugh. (Almost.) 


This time is no different. 


This time, they have been a bit smarter about it, to their credit. Very 
determined. Underground, isolated- Techno would have to climb up 
by hand for a hundred blocks. If he could avoid the ballista fire, of 
course. 


The locked coffin they've caged Techno’s body with, this time, is a bit 
excessive, in Philza’s humble opinion. That just won't do at all. 


Not that the Angel of Death will be doing anything about it. He’s just 
a tired old god, after all- he has no right to the follies of the children 
and their games. 


No, Philza is simply a tired old raven. If a tired old raven happens to 
fly into the prison of a captured god, it is beneath anyone’s notice. 


If a raven plucks one of its own starry feathers and lays it before the 
Blood of the Covenant as it leaves, it is not anyone’s concern. It’s 
just a feather, after all. 


(Blood and Death know better.) 


A tired raven hides amidst crows lining prison walls and it waits. 


The Blood of the Covenant looks down at the feather, his long tufted 
tail moving forward as if to draw it closer. He catches the eyes of 


crows in the shadows and he smiles. 


His tail catches the feather and rams it into the lock at his back, 
blindly but methodically thrashing the appendage against his 
confines. Any other feather would have shattered then, but an 
Angel’s gift could not be broken so easily. 


The lock breaks before the feather does, and a god’s intended coffin 
falls to pieces. The guards spring to life with a shout. 


Technoblade rolls his shoulders, tail swishing idly as he gazes 
above, and a murder of crows laughs as he escapes with nothing but 
a feather and the blood left in his wake. 


In six days time, when they next find each other, they will not speak 
of this. There will be no gratitude and there will be no apologies, only 
the straightening of feathers and the silent breaking of chains. 


They are an Angel and a Covenant. They are Blood and Death, and 
they have been together for longer than the gods can remember. 


The beginning and perhaps even the end, the stories of the world 
whisper. May their watch outlive us yet. 
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Summary: 


Three times the Angel of Death asked for his name, and the one 
time the Totem had an answer. 


And Your Name? 
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It had been an accident, all those years ago on Mojang. 


His pantheon had forged him of molten golds and silvers and the 
lifeblood of worldspawn itself, and after some fine-tuning (and 
reforging- painful, painful reforging) deemed him _ sufficient (not 
worthy, never worthy) for the privilege of being presented to the 
godhome of godhomes. 


It was a test. A test to see how he would compare in the face of the 
divine host. 


The Totem of Death is meant to be a vassal, a champion of the gods. 
He is not meant to want for anything in particular except his next 
intended task. 


But he does not... 


..he does not know how to... small talk. This... party... contains 
more small talk than expected. 


He does not want to be part of this small talk. 


At some point, he excuses himself from the heart of the festivities, 
his shark-skinned hands held behind him as he walks away, his form 
growing larger with every step. He settles for a solid 6 blocks tall- 
large enough to be observed like he was supposed to be, large 
enough not to be approached for more conversation. 


His elders preferred him to be in larger, grander form anyways. He 
did not mind it, per se. He could better see the structures of cities 
and temples this way. He often finds himself drawn to the intricacies 
of architecture. It is... enjoyable, perhaps. 


As much as a Totem is capable of (is a/lowed) enjoying anything. 


The hanging garden he wanders into is just tall enough for him to 
walk under, even with his current height. He thumbs a spore blossom 
experimentally under his grey gloves. 


He wishes, for a moment, that he was able to know what it feels like. 


The Totem sees a movement in the garden- a brief flash of a 
shadow, like wings. A bird, perhaps. 


He has not seen a bird before. Normal mobs tend to avoid him- it is 
the curse of being a demi-god of death. But here in Mojang, 
godhome of godhomes, it might be different. He holds out his wrist, 
hoping that his gloves don’t appear too uninviting. 


A shape emerges from the hanging flowers. The emerald eyes of the 
Totem widen. This is very much not a bird. 


A bird, and yet not. It is the shape of a man, carved of ivory and 
dressed in green. Harsh lapis peers at him past an unknowable 
shadow under sungold hair, and antlers of pale coral swivel vaguely 
as if to gauge his intent. 


And the wings. Longer and broader than his greatest height on a 
good day, so dark they trapped the very stars within them. 


The force of a god’s talons curls into the Totem’s gloves as they land. 
The winged scarab branded across his back shivers. 


Party’s that way, mate, a god’s voice lilts into his mind. You lost? 


“N-no,” the Totem stutters. “Father,” he hesitantly adds. 


(Father, because something of this god sings of o/d magic, far older 
than he can claim.) 


“| was only-” the Totem looks uncertainly to the hall. “-| just wanted a 
bit of a break from all... that.” He blinks. “Are you lost?” 


The god laughs. Nah. Fuck those guys. He smiles, and a flat, 
predatory beak sinks down into a god apple that the Totem could 
have sworn was in his own hand just earlier. | just like the food 
sometimes. Scenery ain’t too bad, either. 


“| like gardens,” the Totem finds himself saying. “But | am not very 
good with plants.” 


Death god, the other correctly surmises. Figures. Aspect tends to 
get a bit fickle with living things. 


“Just a normal Totem, father. I'm only a demigod at best. And it’s not 
that, really.” The fingers of his gloves bend senselessly into his 
palms. “My hands, you see. | cannot- | can’t feel my own strength.” 


But you dream of gardens anyway, the unknown god notes. 


“| dream of all forms of building,” the Totem elaborates. “When it is 
permitted, of course,” he quickly adds. 


The god’s eyes shift with... something. The Totem cannot quite tell 
what it is, behind the veil the god wears. He thinks it might be 
sadness. 


What is your name, brother? the god asks. 


‘l-” the Totem hesitates. “I do not have a name, father. | have yet to 
earn it.” 


Titles are earned, brother. Names simply are. 


The Totem frowns blankly. The other god simply laughs again. 


It’s fine. You don’t have to understand right now. Get back to me 
when you figure it out, okay? 


“| don’t even know your name,” the Totem brazenly points out. 


How about a deal? When you give me your name, I'll give you 
mine. The god’s voice softens as it falls back to earth. “But if you 
want something to call me, my title is the Angel of Death. Until next 
time, brother.” 


Black wings ruffle at a Totem’s silver hair as an Angel flies away. 


-<>Y<>- 


A Totem is bathed in blood and his golden skin is cloaked in the 
shadow of death. 


Grey gloves, long stained red, soothe gently at curling brown hair. 


“Come on, old friend,” he pleads into white moonlit eyes. “We can’t 
rest here. We need to go.” 


“You're-” A harsh wheeze. “You're one to talk.” 


His friend has a point- he’s no better. How much of the blood on this 
battlefield is flooded with his own ichor? 


The Totem’s khopesh clatters uselessly onto the ground, and the 
pillar his shoulder crashes into forces a coughing laugh out of him. 
Maybe his friend had the right idea after all. 


When he opens his eyes again, his friend does not move. 


“No,” he simply says. “No, you don’t. You can't do that.” 


He lifts his friend into his shaking arms and looks around for- for 
someone, anyone. Not a healer, they’re far past that, but he can 
hope for the glimmer of an unused potion. (Or a soldier yet to die- a 
life for a life. He will choose his friend’s life every time, and it will not 
matter how many souls it takes to keep it that way. It will have been 
worth it.) 


But there is nothing and no one. Only countless fallen, and the crows 
that have come to reap what remains. A thousand thousand beaks 
rummage the bones of the dead. 


The veiled face of an Angel finds the Totem of Death. 


Blue eyes tilt curiously at him. Netherite armored talons gingerly 
stalk over broken arrows and bloodied chest plates, quietly clicking 
towards him. 


The demigod mutely shakes his head. 


“No,” he begs. “Not him. Not-” 


He stumbles over a broken barricade as he steps back, and his 
stubbornly useless legs give out under him. The Angel of Death 
draws closer. And the Totem remembers, distantly, that the Angel of 
Death will not reap just anyone in person. He will reap war, yes, but 
he only selected certain souls to fall by his hand. 


And the death of a god- or demigod- is a powerful thing. 


“Please,” he barely dares to whisper. “I-” 


His breath quickens. He... he wants. He wants to- to live. He doesn't 
want to die. 


| don't want to die | don’t wanna die | don’t wanna die- 


The Angel of Death crouches next to him. 


“You got a name, mate?” 


The Totem frowns with confusion. “What?” 


“Your name. You figured it out yet?” 


“l-” Emerald eyes dart with panic. “/-” 


The Angel breathes a laugh. It’s a soft, gentle sound. “That’s alright, 
mate.” He looks down at the Totem’s friend, and presses a god apple 
into a pale hand. “Maybe next time.” 


The world blinks, and the Angel of Death is gone. 


-<>Y<>- 


The Angel of Death perches at the wrist of the Totem of Undying. 


They amble leisurely in a desert temple- a grand masterpiece of 
sandstone and gold and the richest colors, all done by the Totem’s 
own hand. 


The Totem gestures to finely carved statues and a village that has 
slowly built around him in the distance. The Angel hums 
appreciatively at the handiwork- the Totem brightens at the praise. 
He sweeps his arms to a still unused plot of land. 


He does not know what he will build there just yet- he finds, perhaps, 
he does not need to know what he will build there. There is no 
pantheon here to tell him what he can and cannot think, what he can 
and cannot build. 


(Not anymore.) 


“What’s your name?” Whispers black feathers against silver hair. “I 
never did catch it.” 


“Foolish,” the Totem smiles with a secret long forgotten. 


The Angel laughs. “Are you now?” 


“lam,” Foolish confirms. “But so is everyone, at least a little. | think 
I’m alright with that.” 


“Fair enough, mate.” The Angel inclines his head. “I’m Philza.” 


“Philza.” Foolish quirks his lip. “Rolls a bit more awkward than Angel 
of Death.” 


The Angel- Philza- snickers. “Less awkward than Foolish. But it fits, 
doesn't it?” 


“Yes. | suppose it does.” 


Foolish looks out to his Temple of Undying and begins to dream 
again. 


Perhaps, this time, he'll build a garden. 
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Summary: 


Skep- a colloquial word in the Script language with no translatable 
equivalent, generally defined as disastrous absurdity or cosmic 
accident. 


A man cursed to be born a little too lucky decides to dabble in 
demonic arts. He's not looking for a servant, per se- maybe just a 
friend. That would be a good start. 


Skepping. 
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Skep is a hard word. 


Everyone knows what skep is. But that’s the funny little thing about 
words everyone knows, it makes it very difficult to exp/ain what it is. 


Give them a minute. Let them turn the word over in their minds. They 
find an answer eventually. 


Skep is absurdity. Skep is when an innocuous, trivial thing leads to 
disastrous outcome. 


Cosmic joke. 


Something or someone can skep, or have skepped, or be skepping. 
Something can be skeppy. 


He would know. That’s what his mother called him when she prayed 
to the gods that her child would never be poor, and her son was born 
with diamonds on his skin. Skeppy. 


He can't exactly blame her. Must have been hell to give birth to. 


It’s not so bad, being born skeppy. 


Whenever he needs spare change, he can just take out his chisel 
and scrape at his scales a few times. He’ll never need armor, and 
diamond grade tools sprout out of him for basically free as long as 
he’s had a nice dinner first. 


It’s just kind of funny when he tries to get a job and he has to futz 
with his boss again over being paid the same as everyone else 
because he can practically pay for himself, can’t he? 


It’s just kind of funny when he gets pushed off of buildings by kids, 
because it’s not like he'll get hurt. 


It’s just kind of funny when people try to shake him down for pocket 
money. 


It’s just kind of funny when people try to mug a seemingly normal 
human man only to break their knives on adamantine skin. 


It’s fine. He’s used to it. That’s why it’s funny now. 


He’s Skeppy. 


He is Skeppy and he was blessed to be born with diamonds on his 
skin. The universe loves him so much that he is given the tools to 
look after himself. 


But maybe he’s a little tired of being free pocket money. Maybe he’s 
tired of other players thinking he’s going to be everyone's free skep. 


Maybe he’s tired of always being the one who’s got to be looking 
after himself. 


He makes the summoning circle at night. 


He offers the food of sabbath- honey and milk and hearts. A rabbit 
heart, because that’s what he could catch, and he doesn't want to 
make an insulting offer out of more than that. He cooks it nice and 


slow with good spices and he laces it with honey, and he lays a 
golden apple beside it. 


The demon that answers his call is tall and rakish, thin cloven feet 
pattering weightlessly on the soil. A spaded tail waves amicably. Its 
shadowed body is covered head to toe in grey, drab clothes, but 
that’s normal, if he’s remembering it right. That means he’s 
summoned an unbound demon, which is what he’s looking for in the 
first place. 


“Uh-” A long ear flicks under a grey hood. “-hi?” 


Shit, he’s supposed to talk, he forgot about that part. 


“Hey,” Skeppy chokes out with an awkward wave. He gestures to his 
hand with his knife. “Do we just go for it, or-” 


Long, clawed hands raise hesitantly, white eyes widening with 
apprehension. “Woah, woah, slow down there. You, uh- you know 
what you’re getting into, right?” 


“Yeah?” Skeppy scratches at his dark hair. “Bound for life and that 
shit. / am thou, thou art | and all that jazz?” 


The demon blinks. “Okay. As long as we’re serious.” It pulls out- oh 
my gods, it has glasses, that’s so dorky. \|t pulls out some glasses as 
it crouches down- and down and down and down - until they're sort 
of sitting at the same height. “So! What kind of service are you 
looking for? Bodyguard? Familiar? Tutor? General servitude?” 


“| don’t really need anything special,” Skeppy clarifies. “Il can pretty 
much look after myself.” 


“But...?” 


“lm tired,” Skeppy confesses. “I’m tired of being the one who has to 
keep saying no when other people want shit from me.” 


He waves his hand as he stutters through his words. 


“| don’t need eternal service or protecting me with my life - unless 
you just feel like it | guess- | just... | just need someone who'll say no 
for me. Because if I’m the one who has to keep saying no, it’s gonna 
turn into the rest of my life. Does that- does that make sense?” 


The demon hums. 


“| guess that probably sounds stupid to be sharing my soul over,” 
Skeppy concedes. “You were probably expecting something more 


important.” 


“Not stupid ,” the demon allows. “Just different. It’s important to you , 
isn’t it?” 


“Yeah, but-” Skeppy looks down at his life marks- harsh and 
geometric, just like the crystals forever growing out of his skin. “-now 
that | think about it, it probably sounds like a shitty job offer, just 
going around saying no to people all day.” 


“We won't know ‘til we try, right?” The demon stands. “How about- 
like a free trial?” 


Skeppy quirks an eyebrow. “You can do that?” 


“Should be able to.” The demon shrugs. “I Know plenty of guys on 
my end who just do temp jobs and never bind to anyone. You just 
gotta give me something for my time.” 


“Okay. Uhh...” Skeppy extends his hand. “It’s almost sunrise. Spend 
the rest of the day with me ‘til the sun goes back down and I'll buy 
your food. Whole three meals and everything. We’ll- we’ll see where 
it goes from there?” 


The demon’s voice drops as it clasps his hand. "Deal." 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Come on, I’m not stupid.” The merchant leans over. “You, me, and 
everyone in town knows these rocks are as good as gravel to you. 
10 or nothing.” 


Skeppy groans. “That doesn’t magically make diamonds into cheap 
change!” 


The demon leans down until its head is low enough to get into the 
stall. “The last person you sold to paid 5. A diamond is a diamond. 
Take it or leave it.” 


The merchant pales. “Okay, okay, 5 it is, I’m sorry-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Oy, skep!” A group of players wander over. “Got any...’ 


The leader’s voice trails off. 


“Yeah?” Skeppy smiles caustically with crystal teeth as a tall 
demonic shadow looms behind him. “What do | got, Pon? You 
wanna share with the class?” 


The players grumble and walk away. 


“Oh, no,” the demon lightly says. “I think | scared your friends away.” 


“Good,” Skeppy bites out. “They're all a bunch of freeloaders 
anyway.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Skeppy zeroes in on a food stall. “Oh shit, bacon.” 


“Language,” the demon instantly scolds. 


“Yeah, but bacon.” He shakes his thumb at meat-laden skewers. 
“You want any?” 


“We only said I'd be getting meals,” the demon points out. 


“| said the full three meals and everything,” Skeppy fires right back 
as he grabs two skewers. “A snack or three is way on the table.” 


“Huh. Alright, fair enough.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Three players have been following them for the last 20 tocks. 
They've got chisels hidden under their cloaks. 


Skeppy leads them to a- a bakery, it thinks is the right word. A real 
nice looking one. 


They're still being followed. Skeppy heads inside. 


The demon stands by the entrance and looks back. It lowers its 
hood, letting the shadow of its face, the curve of its long horns, and 
the glow of its wide white eyes lay out in the open day. 


When Skeppy exits the bakery, they are no longer being followed. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“| kind of feel like this was a sucky free trial day,” the demon 
nervously confesses. “You didn’t really need me for anything.” 


“Are you kidding me?” Skeppy turns to the demon and he smiles. 
“Today was fucking great!” 


“Language -” 


“You don't understand.” Skeppy grips the demon’s arms. “The only 
thing | had to say no to today was if | wanted extra sauce on a pizza 
pie. That’s never happened before. Ever!” His eyes are wide with 
wonder. “This is the greatest day of my life.” 


“Great enough to sign your soul over?” the demon dares to ask. 


“Yes,” Skeppy seriously answers. 


“Oh.” 


The demon takes a breath. 


“Okay,” it mutters, “we’re doing this.” 


The demon extends its hand, and when Skeppy reaches back, it 
clasps the human’s life marks. 


“By the light of the sun,” the demon recites. “By the moon’s one eye. 
What is mine is yours, what is yours is mine.” 


It guides Skeppy’s other hand under his hood and onto its neck. 


“Entwined until at last we die,” the demon finishes. “/ am thou and 
thou art I.” 


Nothing happens at first. 


“That was so cool,” Skeppy whispers. “Is that it, or-” 


The human yelps as he feels something burn on his hand where it 
meets the demon’s neck, echoing down his wrists. When he looks 
down, there’s a new freckle under his lifemarks- the shape of a 
small, coppery heart. 


Three silver hearts still burn with smoke on the demon’s neck. 


“Ow,” the demon underwhelmingly says. “That hurt a little more than 
| thought it would. Jeez.” 


Skeppy laughs. “Oh gods, that was scuffed. I- | literally bound my 
soul to you and | don'’t-” 


He laughs all over again with new realization. 


“| don’t even know your name.” He pauses. “I don’t even know if 
you're like- a boy, or a girl, or anything!” 


“My name is, uhhh....” the demon squints. “Bad.” 


“You've got a bad name?” 


“Bad,” the demon repeats. “Boy Halo. Bad Boy Halo.” 


Skeppy gives Bad a flat look. “You made that up just now, didn’t 
you?” 


“You can't prove | did.” 


“Do you at least have pronouns?” 


“...Can | borrow yours?” 


A silence. 


“We’re a mess,” Skeppy wheezes. “We're such a mess. | can’t even 
call you my bind, no one’s gonna believe this. We're too stupid.” 


Bad snickers. “Well, what are you going to call me, then?” 


“How about my friend?” Skeppy asks. “My best friend. No one’s ever 
gonna argue with that.” 


“My best friend.” Bad’s smile softens. “I can work with that.” 
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Y 


HERE ONCE WAS A KING whose glory outshone everyone. 


So loved by the gods that he was gifted powers unlike any other. 
Powers that could bend the will of his enemies, guarantee harvests, 


and inspire his people for many years. 


There were those that even whispered it would not be long before he 
became a god himself, if he was not already one in disguise. And 
every time he heard it, the king would smile, and laugh, and say he 
was no different than any other player. 


He was not a god, he would correct, only a man born lucky. 


And luck, like everything else, can run out. 


His kingdom was prosperous, yes, but it was not immune. 


An illness fell upon his people. Not a plague of any kind- simply 
another seasonal sickness like any other. 


But this time, his husband took ill. And this time, the king found his 
luck could not be shared with others. 


His lover would die. 


And he could not stand the thought. Could not dare to understand it. 


His love could not die. Not his husband, his kinsman, his kingsman. 
Not his general, the sword at his back, the throne at his side. 


His moon, his sun, the heart of his compass. 


His north could not die. 


Every council, every healer, every cleric, every mage, all of them 
held the same answer- one way or another, Death would fly over his 
house. 


As it did for all things, they had said. Even the gods. In their own 
subtle, perhaps even kind, way, they were asking him to let go. To 
stop trying. 


And for some, that would have been enough. For some, that would 
have been the right thing to accept, eventually- rationally. Some 
people are... rational. 


The king was not. 


He did not see a world where he lived in which his husband could 
die, and so it would not come to pass. The king saw a world where 


he was greater than the gods themselves, so long as his husband 
was beside him. If Death was meant to fly over his house, he would 
simply stop it before it landed. 


But catching Death was no easy task. She Herself would preside in 
Her domain alone, and She would answer to no one. 


Her beloved Angel, however, would do anything for Her. It was he 
who scraped the skies, who scarred the earth, who hunted the world 
for all eternity collecting Death’s tribute. 


Death’s Angel flew far away from mortal reach. But he is a hunter, a 
gatherer. To gather, he must /and. 


The King must create something worthy of Death’s interest. A 
surplus of quarry so grand that it would draw an Angel’s fall. 


—-SVUS- 


“How many executions today?” 
“Just two, | believe. Four more due over the course of the week.” 
“Double them.” 


“But- your highness, we don't... we don’t have that many people on 
death’s row!” 


“We will.” 


—OSVUS- 


A festival was held on the next Spiritsday, a bonfire of bodies as tall 
as a house made into the unholy centerpiece. Smoke clotted the air, 
choking the sky- it nearly blinded the sun itself. 


Those that managed to survive both the plague and the king’s 
cruelty came only to end the madness. 


All this for an angel's fall. 
And fall he did. 


Seeing the mass of death, he landed, and when the King moved to 
capture him, he smiled. 


They laid an Angel in chains fit to bind a god, and he laughed. 


—-—OSVUS- 


The Angel’s laughter rings through the castle halls, joined by the 
inhuman cackling of his crows. 


King Ainsworth hammers an armored fist against the wall. “STOP 
THAT!” 


The Angel only laughs harder. 


“What about any of this is funny?” Alnsworth desperately asks. “Is 
the mortal world a game to you?” 


The Angel’s voice lilts like an unsteady song. “You’re all gonna die,” 
he giggles. “All of you.” A hitching gasp. “I’m so sorry.” 


“You are not the one in control here, Angel,” Ainsworth practically 
growls. “Death will not pass over this house.” 


“Oh, child.” The Angel’s lapis eyes shine like iron and blood. “Death 
is already here." 


—-OSVUS- 


The king left in anger, but not in fear, for he was assured of his 
victory. He had stopped Death, and it would not fly over his house. 


But that is the folly of trying to cage death at all. When it is trapped, it 
will linger in the very cage it has been put to. 


And the castle of the king was a very big cage. The Angel could feel 
it even from his tiny cell buried in the deepest part of the castle. No 
lock, no door, no cell could keep death out. 


And the king had already let him inside. 


—SVUS- 


There was a servant hanging in the shadows of the door clutching a 
small platter of slightly rotted food. Their body was frail, breath 
stuttered in a way no player’s should be, but nonetheless, they were 
alive. 


(His antlers click. He sees the star of their soul sing like a bird inside 
their ribs. His antlers click again. The moment is gone.) 


“I’m sorry, the cook didn’t want to waste any good produce on you.” 
The racoonlin gently places the platter on the ground of his cell, just 
in reach for him. “But um...” They reach into tattered clothes, 
producing a small round apple. “You can have this as well. I’m not 
that hungry anyway.” 


Philza inclines his head, as much as he can remember to. The castle 
thrums with magic and it thrums with life, and that life pounds at the 
root of his antlers like something sick. The funny little cage he’s 
walked himself into does no wonders for it. 


(Not that it will last. Nothing ever does. He can afford to wait.) 


“That’s kind of you,” Philza finally manages to say. 


“It's nothing really.” The servant shrugs. “I will be gone by night's end 
anyways, | think. The meal will do you more good than it would me.” 


Philza hums neutrally. He bites into the apple and spares the rest for 
the crows- it is their nature to take what others leave behind, and 
he'll be fed either way no matter what mouth takes it. He looks at the 
moblin again. 


Blond fur. Blue eyes. 


(Interesting.) 


“You’ve got nice clothes, mate.” 


The servant allows themself a smile. “Only nice thing | own.” 


“Very nice clothes. It would suck if they got all ruined in the rain or 
something.” Philza leans forward. “I think it’s going to rain tomorrow. 
You should stay home. So you don’t ruin your nice clothes.” 


“| work inside, sir.” 


Philza’s stardusted hands curl around iron bars. Rust gathers under 
his fingers. “The roof of the castle will not keep out the rain. The rain 
is already inside. So you should go home, so you and your friends 
don't get caught in the rain. Do you understand?” 


a yes. ED 


Death passed over the house of the king, and stole all that resided in 
it. 


Guards. Servants. Every rat and moth lingering between the walls. 


And yes- even those loved by a king, sleeping in the frail grasp of 
illness. 


“Myrune,” Ainsworth mourns. “Myrune, my north. | failed you.” 


A king drags his sword on the floor and heads down to the castle 
keep. 


—-SVUS- 


The king found the Angel surrounded by his broken chains, eaten by 
the rust and ravage of death. 


“You're a monster,” a king cried. 
“| know,” the Angel sadly smiled. 


And the king knew that he was all that was left. And he knew that if 
he stayed, the Angel would find him- whether that day, or the next 
day, or his last day. 


The king lived in a world where he followed his north, and his north 
followed him in turn. To the ends of the earth. 


He took his sword and pointed it to his north, to the end of life itself. 
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A Lady ponders Her angel. 


(She loved him, you see. She loved him to death.) 
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He had already been Hers when they first met. 


All living things were Hers, in their own way- they would live, and 
they would breathe, and they would die, given time. 


So it has been branded in Her being for as long as She has been- all 
things are mine. 


The north and the south are mine. 
The sun and the stars are mine. 
The blood and the flesh are mine. 


The bones and the sands are mine. 


The mountains and the seas are mine. 


The shell and the amber and the flower of the earth- all things are 
mine. 


For all that lives shall be all that dies, and the death of all things is 
forever mine. 


But it is the death that belongs to Her. The breath of life eludes Her, 
fluttering beyond Her reach- by the time something passes into Her 
hands, it is gone. 


But he had been different. His soul had fallen through Her domain 
and still he lived. 


His soul, living and breathing and so very alive, had laid its eyes 
upon Her, and his name was the Angel of Death. 


Death’s Angel. Living and yet already Hers. 


She had never known anything that She did not first need to take. 
She did not know what to do. 


Fool that She was, She let him go. 


He fled back into the arms of life, and She felt... sadness. A strange 
longing for the one breath of life that had been made Hers by the 
universe, once again out of Her reach because She had not known 
what to do with it. 


But Death’s Angel dreamed. And in that long dream, he dreamed 
that he saw Her again. 


And again. 


And again and again and again. 


Every time he dreamed, She knew him and he knew her. Every time 
he breathed Her name, he remembered Her a little more, until he 
woke from his long dream with the song of Her still caught in his 
throat, and he chased Her in the falling shadows of life itself. 


-<>9Y<>- 


He came to Her in ruins and he has not been the same since. 


She found him halfway to death in the shadow of Endlantis and She 
mended him. 


He still tends to the domain. He still reaps in Her name. 


And yet. And yet. 


He’s been distant. He will pause from his work as if lost in thought, 
and She hears him crying in his sleep. 


He doesn’t look at Her anymore. Not the way he used to. 


Well, She thinks to Herself as She readies a star in Her hands, that 
won't do at all. 


-<>Y<>- 


The Angel chirps as he falls, wings flailing as he spirals to the floor of 
Death’s domain. 


When She approaches, his wings still beat against the ground, body 
pinned by the falling star She fired from Her hands. He struggles so 
much he hardly notices She's there. 


Her hands find his face and he stills. She feels the questioning trill in 
his throat as Her thumbs circle aimlessly on his beard. 


His frantic heart steadies. 


She realizes, then, that She could simply take him in that moment, if 
She wanted. Perhaps he realizes it too. 


She unpins the star from his chest and watches him fly away from 
Her once again. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Why did you shoot me?” he asks. 


“| missed you,” She says. 


A silence falls, and She wonders if She made a mistake. 


“Do that again,” he decides. 


-<>Y<>- 


Her Angel has been reaping without Her notice. 


She decides not to feel angry, only curious. He has always been 
fond of Her, and he flies back to Her eventually. He can explain 
himself then. 


He falls into the long dream in a burst of flight, and when he finds 
Her he twirls as he soars- souls falling out of his wingbeats like 
falling stars, his laughter drifting down like rain. 


When She finally looks up from Her own laughter to find him, he’s 
already gone. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Sometimes he dreams and She does not reach for him at all. 


When he does not find Her, he builds. He spools the void of his long 
dream into memories of the living- he weaves wood and clay and 
marble and stone. 


He builds, over slow centuries, an endless forest of weeping winter 
trees, and in that forest he builds old totems and carved stones. He 
builds the memory of wells and shrines and rivers and a house 
nestled along its banks. He builds ambling memories of gardens and 
statues, everything inevitably overgrown with asphodel. 


She finds Herself hiding from him sometimes, simply to watch the 
silent focus in his eyes as he works. 


-<>9Y<>- 


She has wings, after a fashion, but they are not the wings of any 
mortal thing. 


Bright ribbons of moonlight, unspooling behind her like the train of a 
bride’s veil, feathering and branching at the tips, curling with a life of 
its own. It disappears under the speckled winter snow of her coat as 
it drapes across her shoulders. 


Her angel’s wings are the night. He cloaks the night over their heads 
and he shows Her the constellations that mortal myth has made of it. 


-<>Y<>- 


The Angel of Death has two faces and one of them is named 
Benihime. 


“You love me!” it jokingly declares as it flies around Her. 


“Do |?” She smiles. 


“Tell me you love me!” 


She leans close. “Il love you,” She croons. 


Benihime stalls in mid-air, a half-formed trill caught in its throat. 


“Oh.” 


-<>Y<>- 


His hands are hardened and scarred, calluses built onto calluses 
over lost counts of millennia, and they feel like the hands of the 
thousand thousand crows that make up the rest of him. 


His fingers are marred with the stardust of Her domain and it only 
intensifies with Her touch. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Oh, dear,” She bluntly says as she looks at the once tiny spyglass 
that now towers over them both. “I think | broke it.” 


He laughs until he falls into asphodel and chrysanthemums. 


The next time he dreams he builds an observatory around a towering 
spyglass. The planetarium’s sky is made of lapis, and the stars are 
gilded and silverstruck like the sungold of his hair. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Do you think I’m good?” 


She does not know which face of the Angel asks Her this. Perhaps 
both. Perhaps something in between. He is Hers nonetheless. 


“You’re always good to me,” She answers. 


“Would you- would you tell me when I’m good to you? | think I...” His 
words stumble and_ shift over each other with shameful, 
heartbreaking shyness. “...| think | forget that I’m good sometimes.” 


“Always. Will you tell me when I’m good to you?” She asks in turn. “I 
can never tell.” 


His face shifts with this soft, fragile smile. “As you wish, m’lady.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“You’re always so tall from far away,” he murmurs sleepily into the 
endless shadow of Her hair. “Like some kind of mountain. But when | 
find you, you’re so small.” An antler swivels lazily down towards Her. 
“Why is that?” 


She leans back- back into the hum in his throat, back into the slow 
drum of his heart, back into his hardened arms gently wrapped 
around Her waist. 


“No reason.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


He falls to the floor of Death’s domain, two stars pinned to his chest. 
He stays in Her hold, even after She opens Her arms to free him. 


“| think I’m getting better at falling,” he breathes before he flies away 
again. 


-<>Y<>- 


| love you, his soul whispers with every life he takes. 


| love you, he prays with every quarry he sends into the arms of Her 
domain. 


| love you, he breathes with star-iron on his tongue, the lifeblood of 
night bleeding out of him all too perilously, as his fading sight sees 
Her shade linger in the way that no other eyes can dare to dream. 


| love you, he forgets as his soul defiantly breathes back to life as it 
has a thousand thousand times before, and Death’s Angel is wrested 
from Her grasp once more. | love you, he remembers every time he 
dreams again. 


-<>9Y<>- 


| love you, She whispers as he builds their forests. 


| love you, She prays when the gods challenge Death’s grasp on her 
Angel once more. 


| love you, She breathes as he steals the world into the night of his 
wings, and he lays the colors of life into Her domain like hunter’s 
prizes, for Her and Her alone. 


| love you, She forgets as he fades from sleep and wakes from his 
long dream again. | love you, She remembers when he dreams he 
woke once more at her side. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“I’m scared,” he says one day. 


“Of what?” She wonders. 


“That it might happen again. That someone tries to be my next Ender 
and |-” His voice catches. “-and | learn to let them.” His wings curl 
around himself, as if his desperate arms alone were not enough. “He 
had his hands on my soul, Trixtin. | have to keep reminding myself 


that he’s not still inside me, | can’t- | can’t do that again, | can't. I'd 
rather-” 


I'd rather die. 


“It never happens again,” She decides. 


Philza laughs oddly. “What makes you say that?” 


“I'll be there instead,” She offers. “No one ever puts their hands on 
you again, because I'll be there and I'll never share for anything. Not 
unless you want.” 


He turns silent. 


“You swear it?” he quietly dares. 


“You swear it,” She corrects. “You swear it and the world will never 
touch you again. Do you trust me?” 


“Always.” 


She takes a breath. (Strange that She breathes at all. Then again, 
he has always made Her a little strange.) 


Then tell me you’re mine, She softly dares. 


“I’m yours,” an Angel whispers. 


Tell me you belong to me. 


“| belong to you,” his voice shakes, knees sinking into flowers that 
bleed out of amber and corals and dragon’s bones. 


Tell me you love me. 


“Not as any mortal thing would,” he apologizes with shuddering 
wings. “Not as any lover would-” 


But you love me, She ghosts coyly beside him. 


“l love you,” the Angel of Death despairs. “/ love you as | loved 
gods.” 


And | love you, Her voice rings dizzyingly in the current of his mind- 
dizzying like a rose etched on his fingers, ringing like a warm thread 
of gold clasped lovingly around his throat. | love you to death. 


He falls into Her, shaking so badly that he looks like he might be 
driven to tears- She wonders, as She often does with him, if She has 
made a mistake, broken something that cannot be repaired. 


(And then She hears it.) 


“Thank you,” an Angel’s voice prays. “Thank you, thank you, thank 
you. I’m so, SO Sorry.” 


“Never be sorry,” She murmurs into him, Her soul wrapped around 
him like a thousand thousand wings. “Never again.” 


Never again, She challenges the universe and everything that will try 
to take him from Her. Never again. 


-<>Y<>- 


He is caught on the arrow of a star in Death’s domain, and he falls 
with a fond laugh as the earth rushes to embrace him. 


Mine, She whispers as She plucks the star from out of him, as yet 
another meteorite strikes across his chest. 


Yours, he smiles as She pulls him back to his feet. 
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Chrysopoeia- the process by which base metals turn to gold as 
imagined in alchemy. 


The Blood God encounters a muse of fire. 


Chrysopoeia 
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Technoblade ends life with the utmost respect. 


The undying chorus that resides in the amphitheatre of his mind, it 
howls. It howls for violence, it howls for blood. They howl for the 
blood of the traitors, the oathbreakers, the tyrants. 


Corruption is a sickness that worms into the heart of the sacred 
bonds of loyalty and covenant, coloring it with rust. He is the Blood of 
the Covenant, and it is his duty to weed corruption out of the heart of 
broken promise. 


By knowledge he has done it. By kindness he has done it. By the 
seed of insurrection, he has done it, and so too by the blade, when 
he must. 


But when he must, he does so with respect. Not for the person he 
kills, but for the life they lived. A life lived, a life unlike any other that 
will come before or after it, a life cut short by his hand. 


Soldier, thief, traitor, tyrant- all are equal in death. It is the barest 
consolation he can give them. 


(Besides, when one knows death’s Angel for long enough, one 
develops a certain respect for the process.) 


He takes no joy in the death, per se. The chorus of his mind shrieks 
with delight for every victory, and he will take satisfaction in the 
dance of swords, but there is no happiness in the death. 


This day had been no different. This death had been no different. 


A thief on the road thought to steal his horse. Carl, kelpie sired as he 
was, had torn the throat out of his would-be captor for the trouble. 


“Gods,” Techno flatly scolds as his towering chestnut mount starts 
tearing all too prominent fangs into tender belly flesh. “At least 
pretend to chew. Have some self-respect.” 


Carl pauses, and after a moment's consideration, allows the hounds 
to approach and share in his meal. 


“Good boy.” 


The thief’s inventory broke upon their death, spilling across the 
earth- and most crucially, ruining the property value of Technoblade’s 
encampment. He braces his knees with a discontent rumble as he 
stands. 


The thief didn’t have much worth taking, just more useless pretty 
trinkets. He’ll Keep them for now- they do seem expensive. If they 
don’t belong to anyone in the next town over, he'll pawn them off. Or 
maybe he'll break the trinkets apart for his own- lapis and gold are 
useful at least, and Philza has a fondness for coral. 


There’s a loud shuffling outside his tent. He opens the flaps to find 
Carl playing tug of war with the hounds over the corpse, trying to tug 
the thing in the direction of a nearby stream. 


“Carl, we’re traveling. You won’t be able to come back for the thing, 
don't bother drowning it.” 


The draft horse stubbornly shakes his head trying to free the body 
from the jaws of the hounds. 


“You’re not even going to finish it, Carl,” Techno patiently explains. 
“Stop trying to make roadkill svartsoppa. Just learn to share.” 


Carl snorts. At this point he’s probably just playing with the dogs, 
really, so Techno lets it be. He puts his glasses back on and goes 
back to cataloguing a dead man’s stolen inventory. 


There’s a cracking sound. Techno looks back up again. They've 
managed to split open the poor fellows ribcage with their 
roughhousing. Which would be perfectly fine, except the open 
ribcage in question seems to be glowing in a very alarming fashion. 


Techno barks roughly at his animals, forcing them to scatter. He 
summons his axe as he kneels down and properly cleaves the bones 
open. 


... here’s a fire. 


In the middle of this guy’s chest cavity. 


A fire that is suspiciously bird shaped and blinking very confusedly 
up at Techno. 


Techno looks at what's left of one of the body’s arms. He sees the 
remains of a still-unbroken life mark- the poor idiot must have still 
had a life or two in them when the animals started eating it. 


And now Techno’s got an entire phoenix to show for it. 


“Alliiiiright,” Techno eloquently says. “This is- this is fine. Probably.” 
He looks down at his fun new guest. “You wouldn’t happen to have 
any lingering grudges from your past life, would you?” 


The phoenix sneezes on a fallen drift of pine pollen. 


“| will choose to take that as a no.” 


He stands awkwardly. 


“Welp! Nice meeting ya. Go finish off the rest of the meat if you want. 
It’s yours anyway, | guess.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


The phoenix is perched on the horn of Carls saddle the next 
morning. 


“Hey.” Techno nudges gently at the creature. “Go away. You can't 
steal my horse again.” 


The phoenix ruffles its feathers and scratches at itself with its claws. 


“Whatever. Do what you want. I’m still not feeding you.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Hey, freeloader.” Techno holds a cracked open bone in a loosely 
curled fist. “Some crumbs for ya.” 


The phoenix delicately hops on his arm, pecking at the marrow with 
its hooked beak. And then the bird tears the bone out of his hands 
and swallows it whole. 


“| see you're a man of culture as well.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno squints. “What are you eating?” 


The phoenix starts guzzling gold nuggets faster. 


“Hey- hey, did you steal that from my purse? You spit that out right 
now, | need those-” 


-<>Y<>- 


A phoenix chirps mournfully as its fiery feathers smoulder in the rain. 


Techno opens his cloak. “Get in, freeloader. At least be smart 
enough to extort me properly.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Freeloader,” he whispers to the weight on his shoulder. 


The phoenix wobbles its long neck and spits a gold nugget onto the 
table. 


“Oh, SO now you pay rent-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Techno opens his eyes to dust and darkness and a copious amount 
of deepslate crushing his chest. 


Cave-in. 


That would explain the splitting, uncomfortably moist headache he’s 
feeling at the moment. 


He sucks in a slow breath. His ribs crunch just a little concerningly. 
Just a bit. 


(The suspiciously stabbing pain digging into his side is far more 
alarming, to be honest.) 


Damn it. This is going to be such a pain to patch up when he gets 
out. 


When, not if, because a cave-in is not going to kill him. Because first 
of all, that would be lame, and second of all, he’s sturdier than that. 
He will not die. 


But if he can’t dig himself out of this (and he’s got a strong suspicion 
that he can’t) his body’s going to shut down eventually and wait this 


whole mess out. And while that could mean until someone finds him, 
it could also mean until the rocks around him inevitably readjust or 
wear out in a year or ten. 


Not ideal. 


Fiery feathers and tasseled wings illuminate the darkness. 


“At least you save me the cost of torches,” Techno chuckles. “Sorry, 
freeloader. | think I’m gonna be stuck here for a while.” 


Tassel feathered feet drag across his shirt. 


“Man.” Techno weakly knocks his head onto the stone floor. “What 
was | even doing here?” 


The phoenix’s tail swishes, illuminating the owl statues of the 
abandoned cave temple around them. 


“Right,” Techno hazily confirms. “Payin’ respects to dead gods and 
all that.” He squints. “What kinda god was this guy anyway? Words 
or something? Names?” 


He looks at his small companion. 


“Speaking of names. | never named you,” he realizes. “Never got 
around to it. Huh.” 


The statues around them vibrate. Four of them- a plain owl, an owl 
with scholar’s clothes, an owl with running clothes, and an owl with a 
cape- roll off their podiums and converge in the center of the temple. 


They shatter with a burst of light. A green murmurating mass of jade 
feathers and copper talons fills the room. 


Names. A pale, wide-eyed face tilts its head. Name, name- what is 
its name? It lives without a name? 


“... Heh?” 


ALL THINGS MUST BE NAMED! A copper foot stomps the ground, 
scattering the rocks that would have buried a piglin god. TO KEEP 
WITHOUT NAME IS FAILURE OF DUTY! 


“You're really kinda putting me on the spot here-” 


WHAT IS THE NAME? 


The Blood of the Covenant looks at fiery tasseled wings. A face 
strikingly masked in char-black feathers. 


A single freckle under a silver glassy eye. 


“Chrysopoeia,” Technoblade distantly recalls. 


Unhinged shrieking wrath subsides. The world blinks with a click of 
jade feathers, and the owl is gone. 


So much for dead gods, huh. 


Chrysopeoia chirps happily, scratching at shiny pebbles. 


A voice echoes down into the ruins. “Techno?” 


Mm. He should probably respond to that. 


“Techno?” A \ilted voice pitches nervously. “You down there?” 


“Ye- yeah, gimme a bit.” 


It takes an insultingly long time to remember to stand, just barely in 
time for the click of Philza’s feet to do his... tip-toeing, pitter- 
pattering, whacky bird walk... thing. Yep. That was a sequence of 
words that Techno sure thought. 


“Hi mate,” Philza smiles. 


Techno half-heartedly waves the hand that isn’t clutched at his 
bleeding side and wheezes with vaguely friendly intent. 


“What happened here?” the angel snickers. “Prime, it looks like a 
wither went and had its way with the place.” 


“| think | just begged for my life in Spanish,” Techno nonsensically 
notes. 


Philza blinks. “You what now?” 


Techno takes a step forward, sways on his hooves, and makes the 
executive decision to just kinda rest his eyes for a bit- 


-<>9Y<>- 


“We've got to stop meeting like this,” Techno jokes when he wakes 
up back at his camp. 


Philza lets out a breathless laugh at his side. 


“You’re lucky Carl was right outside,” Techno continues, as if he’s not 
the one with a new golden scar carving up the side of his belly. “Your 
poor fragile bird bones would not be able to stand carrying me.” 


“Fuck off,” Philza tiredly giggles. He looks like he hasn’t slept- his 
hair is falling out of its tie and his left wing is a ruffled mess. 


“Don't have a heart attack, young man,” Techno gently says. 


Philza leans into a hooved hand with a tired hum. He looks off to the 
side. 


“A freeloader followed us back,” he says with a pointed glance at 
Chrysopoeia. 


“Excuse me, that’s Chrysopeoia, and she’s my freeloader,” Techno 
admonishes. 


“Fuckin’ terror is what she is. Won't stop doting on me like an eyas.” 
Right on cue, Chrysopoeia flutters over to Philza and starts preening 
at his feathered ears. “Tell her to stop being a bitch.” 


“No.” 


“| thought you loved me.” 


“Perish.” 
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Summary: 


The Dreamweaver becomes Lagos. Lagos becomes Cornelius. 
Cornelius gets attached. 


Cornelius dies. 


And things fall apart. 
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Notes for the Chapter: 


Falrisesi is back as the header colorist! 


NCE, LONG AGO, A DREAMWEAVER LOVED. 


He loved his domain above all things. He loved his sunrise, he loved 
the waning and waxing of his moon, and he loved the stars that 


painted across his sky. 


He loved the winds through his fields and the birds in his trees and 
he loved the dragons that nested upon his mountains. 


There were no players on his lands when he was young. 


But he dreamed often of walking in distant lands- for days, decades, 
centuries. And when he woke from his dream to gaze upon his world 
again, players had built themselves an existence around him. 


He had long discouraged the presence of player and god alike on his 
land, finding them too unruly to manage. But now he was weary, 
perhaps even lonely, and the humble existence that had grown in 
spite of him had made him curious. 


He spun his body into the shape of a human man and went towards 
a village. 


2. Chapter 2 


©9@eoeo@ededs & 


HE DREAMWEAVER FOUND A NAMELESS VILLAGE, hidden 
away in the heart of a spruce forest, and tried to blend in unnoticed 
with the mortal players. 


Of course, even the best laid plans go awry. 


-—SY<- 


“Now what’s a man like you doing here?” A graying woman hollers 
from one of the small humble buildings, giving him a wink. “Looking 
for some attention and care?” 


Lagos stops in his tracks, confused. 


“Helga!” A scandalized voice shrieks. “Good gods, woman, at least 
give aman a tock before ya try climbin’ ‘im like spruce!” 


“lam not spruce,” Lagos flatly refutes. “I! would not like to be 
climbed.” 


“Ohhh, you're one of those types ain’tcha.” Helga squints. “What's 
one of you doing around here?” 


Fuck. He forgot to come up with that part. 


“Eeeeeeh...” Lagos waggles his hand in a vague motion. “Just 
traveling around.” 


“Mhmm.” Helga raises her brows. “Where to?” 
“Nowhere in particular,” Lagos answers honestly. 


(Were mortals always this nosy?) 


—-—SY<- 


A player is not an animal or tree that can be herded or pruned by the 
whims of a god, no matter how much the Dreamweaver might prefer 
it. Players reacted to him with curiosity and suspicion, asking 
endless questions of who he was and where he came from. 


Needless to say, he quickly became overwhelmed. As it grew dark 
and players retreated to their homes, he lingered by a warding fire at 
the edge of the village. He'd had enough of mortal affairs to last a 
decade- he would stay the night and leave in the morning, at least to 
assure other people that the stranger they met hadn't been lost to 
night mobs. 


A long cane, held by a man with tufted ears and a long grey cat's tail, 
tapped on the log next to him. 


“May | sit?” The man asked with a quiet rumbling voice. 


Taken off guard, the Dreamweaver allowed it. 


“What are you doing out so late?” the Dreamweaver asked. “It’s 
been night for a few clicks now.” 


“Has it?” The man turned glassy, unseeing eyes toward the sky. “l 
never can tell this time of year. Everything gets cold whether it’s day 
or night.” He turns in the direction of the Dreamweaver’s form. “Are 
you a traveler? | don’t know your voice.” 


“I’m not from here, no.” 


The man hummed. “Do you need somewhere to stay for the night? | 
don't have much, but it'll be better than bravin’ the mobs.” 


The Dreamweaver laughed to himself. “You don’t even know my 
name.” 


“Sure, | do,” the man joked. “I’ve been calling you Cornelius in my 
head for the last five tocks. That’s close enough for me.” 


“And what am | going to call you?” the Dreamweaver asked as he 
followed the man to a cottage. 


“Catt, | suppose,” the man smiles as his tail waves behind him. 
“Everyone else does.” 


One night, the Dreamweaver thought to himself. One night and | 
Shall leave forever. 


But he didn't. 


He found himself taken by the quiet blind man of the nameless 
village. He stayed until morning, until he stayed so late he would not 
be able to outrun the storm that hung in the sky. 


Until the storm passes, the Dreamweaver thought, and / shall leave 
forever. 


But he didn’t. He was swept up in the village’s preparations for 
winter, and he stayed. 


Until the winter thaws, the Dreamweaver thought, and | shall leave 
forever. 


But he didn’t. He found that Catt was a doctor, and stayed to help 
forage flowers for potions. He found village things in need of repair 
and made sure they would always have enough to be fixed. 


They will stop needing me, the Dreamweaver thought, and | shall 
leave forever. 


But he didn’t. One winter passes, then two, then three. Next winter, 
he thought every time. Next winter. 


He looks into the blue glassy eyes of his partner, the way Catt’s 
tufted ears perked when they heard him pass, and he thought 
nothing ever lasts. 


One day, the Dreamweaver thought. One day | will become afraid, or 
/ will tire of this. And when | do, | shall leave forever. 


(But he didn't.) 


3. Chapter 3 


N ONE COLD MORNING IN THE EARLY SPRING, a child came 
rushing into the town. A mess of red hair and freckles and spindly 
limbs, bawling their eyes out. 


The Dreamweaver found that there were shadows of war in his 
domain. Tales of villages gone mad with crimson and cutting at 
others with vicious red eyes. 


The war was over, but the boy’s father had died in battle, and his 
mother had died when he was only a baby. He had nothing and no 
one left to call his own. 


With that in mind, a Dreamweaver and a blind man opened their 
doors and their arms. A house of two became a house of three. 


—-—SY<- 


It’s been about a week. The child hasn't spoken a word since they 
first took him in. 


Catt said to be patient. Children are resilient, but healing takes time. 


Lagos has stopped wearing his mask in the house. It seems to scare 
the child less, knowing there is a face under everything he 
represents. 


“Hey, kid.” Lagos leans in the doorway. “Time for lunch.” 
The child lingers by the entrance of the house as he passes. 


“Robin,” the child whispers into his gentle bundle of flowers. “My 
name is Robin.” 


—-—SY<- 


And the Dreamweaver stayed. 


He stayed so long that he nearly forgot he was anything other than 
Cornelius the Wise, partner to Catt the doctor, father to Robin the 
child. 


He stayed so long that he forgot the world beyond the nameless 
village. 


—-—SY<- 


Cornelius looks up and sees an eye over the sun. It swirls blindly 
with a cacophony of colors, a clock waiting silently for nothing. 


It is there the next day, and the day after that. 
No one else can see it. Something about that seems important. 


Cornelius goes back inside and snuffs out the lights. 


—-—SY<- 


He forgot the world of the gods. 


“Hello, Jack,” Cornelius lightly greets. “What’s up?” 


“Hey there, Cor!” 


“| saw the strangest man the other day,” Jack muses with a frown. 
“Came ridin’ in on one of them skellington horses.” 


Cornelius raises his eyebrows behind his mask. “A skeleton horse?” 


“Yeah, yeah, that!” Jack claws the air in front of his own face. “Man 
had fuckin’ emeralds embedded in ‘is eyes! Silver hair, | mean real 
silver. Body looked like it was made of straw or something.” Jack’s 
mouth flattens as he corrects himself. “Nah, nah. Gold. Man was 
made out of gold. What do you reckon that guy’s deal is?” 


Cornelius hums. “It might have been a construct. Or a spirit. Did he 
say anything to you?” 


Jack laughs nervously. 


“Jack.” Cornelius leans until he nearly towers over the human. “What 
did he say to you?” 


Jack looks aside tersely. “Nothin’. Just looked at my lemon trees 
funny and talked about the will of god for a good click.” He tilts his 
head. “Do you reckon he was a construct? Man seemed properly 
empty in the head half the time. Didn’t feel like he was all there, if 
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you know what I’m sayin’. 


“I’m not sure,” Cornelius admits. “But you should probably avoid him 
if you see him again. Stay safe, alright?” 


“As safe as anyone can be in the middle of fuck off nowhwere.” 


—-—SY<s- 


His life was simple. His life was mortal. 


But the thing about mortal lives is that they end. 


—SY<- 


The knock on their door comes at night. 


‘lll get it,” Cornelius whispers to Catt as he slides out of bed. The 
mask he puts on his face is barely an afterthought by the time he 
opens the door. 


It’s Jack. And Bob. 


“For Prime’s sake,” Cornelius mutters, rubbing his eyes under his 
mask. “Do you know how late it is?” 


The other two men stay silent, staring at him with sleepless, manic 
eyes. 


“Jack?” 


Jack holds a dull, shaking knife. The golden totem in his other hand 
gleams with red eyes. “Follow the gods into the shadow of death,” he 
whispers. 


“Totem of Death, deliver us,” Bob continues, clutching his own totem 
as he grabs Cornelius’ shoulders. 


“Hey, hold up, what’s going on-” 


Cornelius’ words are cut off with an aborted scream as he’s pushed 
to the ground, the totems pressed into his chest. Jack raises his 
knife. 


“No, stop, stop, st- AH! Stop, st-t-t-, please, you don’t know what 
you're doing, STOP IT STOP IT STOP STOP, WAIT, PLEASE, I’M-” 


—-SY<- 


Whether by one hand or another. 


ORNELIUS THE WISE was slain in the night. 


A Dreamweaver woke in the heart of the worldspawn. 


He had sent countless faces of himself out into the world over 
millennia, to live and breathe and even die. But he himself had never 
died, not in his own body. 


It took days to recover. Days to remember himself, days to tide the 
phantom pain of his passing, days to spin his body together again. 
Not as Cornelius, not as a human- something more like himself. 


He formed into that of a wisp, little more than a green light and 
barely even that. The smallest scrap of being, only capable of acting 
as a spectator, but it was enough for what he needed to do. 


He rushed through the landscape of his domain, the beasts of the 
wild trailing in his wake. 


He rushed through the heart of the spruce forest that protected a 
nameless village, and he sees his husband. 


Hanging. 


With their son being led to hang right beside him. 


For the murder of their own house, the village shouted. For the 
murder of their own family. 


For the murder of Cornelius the Wise, they were sentenced to die. 


And the Dreamweaver had no heart to race in his chest. No breath to 
stutter and quicken. 


He had no voice or face or body to scream and stop it. No hand to 
point to the true murderers who stood in the crowd untouched. 


The wild beasts in the wake of his wisp shrieked and howled in his 
stead, but the village did not listen. They heard divine desperation 
and took it as approval, as a sign their actions were just. 


And his son did nothing. He lowered his head with silent tears and 
he let himself hang. 


The Dreamweaver’s wisp leapt and reached, grabbing whatever 
piece of his child he could, and flew back into the forest. 


He found he had hands, and when he opened them, there was 
nothing. 


Nothing but a robin fluttering in his palms. 
And the wilds wept. 


The wilds wept for weeks, until the Dreamweaver had no more grief 
to give. Until the Dreamweaver felt nothing at all. 


And he began to pray for an Angel’s mercy. 


—-—SY<- 


“- return me to your endless asphodel fields and let me sleep under 
the watchful eyes of our Mother,” the world prays. “Take our earthly 
forms and set us to freedom in the stars.” 


A forest of creatures pray for a Dreamweaver’s grief, their ghostly 
white bodies never settling their forms, shifting through a thousand 
thousand faces. 


“Father, take my final gifts to your Lady,” the Dreamweaver pleads. 
“Take the last breath of my lungs and the heart from my chest-” 


What are you doing? An Angel’s voice softly asks. 


They’re gone, Lagos sobs, the earth shaking with his grief, the 
animals howling in response. They’re gone, he’s gone, it’s all 
gone. 


“Those villages | saw earlier-” A pause, a hissing breath. “Aw, mate. 
Were they yours?” 


Yes. The Dreamweaver's bare throat is encompassed with warped 
endscript that bleeds into harsh lines, and ringed with eyes that 
mirror the ones aching in the Angel’s palms. Is- is there anything 
you can do? 


Philza’s expression shifts. “You know | can’t. Everything that passes 
through my Lady’s hands is final.” 


Lagos scoffs as his voice falls back to earth. It’s a harsh, broken 
sound. “Of course. Everything comes down to Her, for you. | don’t 
know why I expected anything else.” 


“Is there anything you need from me?” 


The Dreamweaver’s hunt turns into crows and sparrows and fragile 
things as they behold the Angel. “You know what | want, Philza. I’ve 
been praying for it for days.” 


“And what about the server?” Philza levelly asks. “You don’t have 
any heirs or pantheon members, you’re the only anchor it has. This 
world will die without you.” 


A cat, a robin, a rabbit, a fox. “I’m already dead. Please.” 


“Your death will end more than you, Lagos!” Philza begs him to 
understand. “You gotta think about this, mate! At your age, just 
taking your soul would-” 


JUST TAKE IT, PHIL! cries a choir of passerine, worn faces wild 
with grief. TAKE IT, PLEASE, ’'VE DONE ENOUGH IN MY LIFE! 


Philza silently looks at him with a strange, terrible sadness. 


Please, Lagos sobs. Please, I’ve done enough. I’ve done enough, 
let me leave. 


“A god my age could explode an entire fucking server!” Philza points 
out. “And you're what, TWICE that-” 


“Don't pull the age card bullshit on me now!” Lagos shouts. “You’ve 
tanked people older than the last two fucking god wars, don’t say 
you can’ kill me.” A pair of ravens in the Dreamweaver’s hunt looks 
Philza in the eyes. “Just kill me. It'd be easy. | know you want to.” 


Philza’s expression flattens. “I don’t know what you're talking about.” 


“You do it for HER. You give everything to Her. | know why you still 
reap certain souls in person- you pick out the best souls to offer Her.” 
The hunt draws closer, crooning in a hollow voice. “I’m one of the 
oldest gods still kicking, I’ve been sitting on my power for thousands 
of years, imagine the pretty prize my death would be for Her-” 


Philza’s wings mantle loudly, forcing the hunt’s advance back. 


“The damage that your death would do to the universe, as it stands 
right now, it’s- it’s not something | can allow,” Philza slowly says. “If 
you had something to take your place, we might have been able to 
work something out, but...” He drags a hand across his face. “...fuck. 
Death needs to balance life, mate, this- something like this might 
never balance again.” 


The Angel sighs. 


“Listen, mate.” Philza’s voice is too consoling, too gentle as a 
weathered hand reaches towards Lagos. “I know it’s hard outliving 
people, but it’s like you said to me, once- these things happen, you 
know? We just have to accept-” 


“You're one to talk,” Lagos hisses. 


He feels Philza’s talons freeze on his shoulder. “You wanna say that 
again?” 


“What the fuck do you know,” Lagos unsteadily spits, “about moving 
on?” 


“You dont know what you're talking about, mate.” The Angel’s 
friendly squint has a steely edge now. “You should quit while you're 
ahead.” 


“l don’t think | will!” Lagos caustically smiles. “I think it’s real rich to 
hear the Angel of Death talk about accepting death like some kind of 
pulpit preacher when you're the one who’s so afraid-” A cruel laugh 
flies out of his mouth. “-so afraid of the idea you'll lose anything, that 
the only things you can bring yourself to give a shit about are people 
that are already too dead to die!” 


The sky rolls with the promise of distant storms. 


“So what the fuck do you know about letting go?” Lagos growls. “Try 
saying that when you actually have to lose something for once in 
your life, you fucking hypocrite.” 


He’s gone too far. He knows he has. He’s gone too far from the 
moment he opened his mouth. The look on the Angel’s face is 
thunderous with shock. With one more push, it might just be enough 
to become wrath. 


(But that’s what he wants, isn't it? His heart’s been dead on a 
gallows for weeks. Why would he care about the Angel anyway?) 


The Angel doesnt yell. Doesn't snap. (He never does.) His smile is 
blankly polite, just like the rest of him, as he looks at Lagos with all 
the care and recognition he would a stranger. (Even less - a stranger 
would still get the Angel’s mercy.) 


“I don't think | will,” the Angel parrots back, his voice suddenly formal 
and refined in a way it had never been to Lagos before. “I think you 
much rather want me to leave, actually. Bye, mate.” 


The Angel’s face is swallowed by the shadow of his veil as he 
disappears. 


—SY<- 


But the Angel of Death could not understand grief, not truly. 


The Dreamweaver, in turn, could hold no love for an Angel when 
everything he loved had been stolen by the hand of Death. 


His wrath drove the Angel away. 


And the Dreamweaver was alone. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
“That's horrible!” 
“Not every story has a happy ending, eyas.” 


“It still sucks. Man’s got no friends, no family, no anything.” 


“Well, it’s not the end of the story just yet.” 


5. Chapter 5 


HE DREAMWEAVER COULD NOT TAKE THE EMPTINESS. 


To be without the pattering of Catt’s cane. To be without Robin’s 
laughter, without waking to the noise of a nameless village. 


His heart couldn't take the silence. Not anymore. All he wanted was 
to sleep. 


But he could not forget his duties. So, he made a face of himself that 
could tend to his lands in his stead. 


“You are the face of the Dreamweaver,” he spoke. 


“lam the face of the Dreamweaver,” it mirrored. 


“You are the protector. You will tend to these lands and the secrets it 
hides while | cannot. Do you understand?” 


“Yes : ” 


“Thank you.” The Dreamweaver sank into the earth, the clay of his 
body overgrowing with the flowers and trees of his domain as he 
closed his eyes. “Thank you.” 


He slept for days. 
He slept for weeks. 
He slept for months, for years, for centuries. 


When he woke, he found his guard no longer at its post. 


He heard whispers in his domain of a strange spirit that gifted riches 
and god’s apples for amusing it with games. His sentinel, it seemed, 
had strayed from its purpose. He would have to return it to himself. 


But when he found it, he... 


...£ne could not. 


For what he found was not a thing to be returned to him. 


His supposed sentinel, dressed in furs, played with fairies in a grove 
like a child. And when she turned to him with horns and antlers 
crowning her face, the voice that spoke to him was not his own. 


“Did | do good?” a Daydream asked. 


“Yes, you did,” a Dreamweaver answered. 


“Is it time for me to leave?” the Daydream smiled. 


“No.” The Dreamweaver gently clutched the Daydream’s small hand 
in his weathered, cracked fingers. “No, sister. You can stay as long 
as you like.” 


And she did. 
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“This is my uncle Phil. He’s chill.” 
“Fit, that is the literal Angel of Death.” 
“And? He’s my uncle? Keep up, Soap.” 


Fit has a very normal reunion with his uncle Philza. 
Yes, Philza is an Angel and may or may not be made out of crows. 


No, this is not relevant. Uncle Phil's just like that, guys. 
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2b2t. 


A land that lost its domain god and maybe never had one in the first 
place, its denizens so mad with the siren song of the chaos that they 
will kill whatever god tries to take its crown even for a second. 


There are no gods of 2b2t. Only Hausemasters- wardens sent by 
Mojang itself for the express purpose of containment, keeping the 
server away from the perpetual precipice of collapse lest the rest of 
reality follow suit. 


The godless land, the lawless land. The factions that manage to 
survive the constant anarchist onslaught of the place operate like 
cults, protecting the secrets of their locations and resources with 
their lives. 


Other servers tell of the godless domain in whispers of fear and 
dread, surviving travelers telling of the twisted madness of those that 
stay there. 


(They politely forget that almost every godtool in the dark auctions 
comes from the godhunters of 2b2t. They politely forget that the 
most brutally efficient war machines on their battlefields were made 
by the minds of 2b2t.) 


Lawless, godless, mindless. 


In spite of all that- or perhaps, more accurately, because of it - there 
is one thing in this server that is beyond priceless. The one sacred 
thing held to all hearts, more valuable than the gold of the richest 
kings. 


Loyalty. 


Drilled into the heads of players from the moment they’re born on 
that bitch of an earth is that one simple thing- you will not survive 
alone. Burn the world and everything in it without a care, it means 
nothing if a player can’t have someone in that world worth fighting 
for. 


Point being, people don’t need the fear of gods over their heads to 
be damned decent every once in a while. 


(Sure as hell makes it easier though.) 


That loyalty takes different shapes. Some turn to faith, clustering 
together in congregations for their patron gods, or making rituals to 
carve some comfort in the madness of the world. Others go far 
beyond worldspawn to create their monuments, living and breathing 
and dying for the things they’ve built. 


Others simply drift. Wander. It’s safer that way, to follow the tides of 
the people and the seasons and the resources of the earth. 


There’s a new traveler in this group of nomads. 


A burly tall elytron. That’s not too odd, there’s a good flock of elytron 
in this group, really. He dresses in worn, earthy clothes, a grey 
pauldron and black godforged gauntlet swallowing up his left arm. 
His pine green cloak blankets the shell of his brown speckled wings. 


He never flinches. He never runs. He never dies. (Not for long.) 


Bronze eyes gleam unblinkingly under the faceless shadow of his 
hood. 


And he’s new. No one really... Knows much about him. 


He’s got a lot of stories in his head. He doesn’t talk about himself. He 
knows where the bases are and which ones aren't gonna stab 
travelers for staying overnight. That’s about it. 


His name is Fit. 


Probably. 


He leads the nomads to the ruins of yet another fallen kingdom that 
didn’t survive 2b2t. It’s up in the high mountains- the group decides 
to let the ones with the bigger wingspans to have at it while the rest 
keep hidden, watching over the traveling beds. 


He smiles and points out a tower he lived in once. He doesn’t sound 
particularly sad about it. 


It’s a good haul today. There’s shulker boxes, new fabrics to patch 
their clothes, well-kept rations of food. 


They bring back the rest of the group to stay the night. 


Wynn looks out to the cliffside. “That forest is giving me the creeps.” 
Their small blue wings shudder. “I swear that thing grows every time 
we blink.” 


Ferra’s own rusty wings rattle with their own agreement. “I’m more 
worried about the damn crows.” 


“I’m not!” Vee loudly chirps. 


“That’s ‘cause you’re a crow, dumbass.” Ferra snaps their beak on a 
piece of rabbit. “Fucking unnatural is what it is.” 


Lucy’s tiny claws fiddle with the joints of her mechanical elytra, the 
cat moblin’s tail twitching with absentminded focus. “Could be the 
worldspawn glitching up biomes again.” Slit eyes turn to Fit, who 
turns over a golden apple in his hands. “What's your call? Should we 
cut and run? Don’t wanna get caught around here if the 
Hausemasters decide to world edit the whole damn kiloblock.” 


“We should wait a few more days,” Fit insists. “Get the most we can 
out of the ruins here.” 


“You and your book brain,” Ferra snorts. “We can’t catch history if 
we re dead.” 


“It's not that!” Fit refutes. “Mostly. I’m waiting for someone. My 
uncle’s in the area.” 


“You got family?” Vee incredulously asks. “l reckoned you just 


sprouted out o’ the ground one day with a beard and everythin’. 


Fit laughs, if only a little. “It’s just been a while, you know? Figured 
l’d catch him if | could.” The elytron shrugs, the glint of his eyes 
disappearing into his hood as he blinks. “But eh. I’m not in charge 
here. If | get voted out on it, we can just move on.” 


Fit is new. He’s smart, he’s practical, and he hasn't killed anyone yet. 
But that doesn’t erase the fact that he’s still an enigma, one that 
nobody really has the history to trust him over nothing. 


But in the godless domain, family is everything. Family is loyalty, and 
loyalty is a priceless thing indeed. 


“Kirin.” Wynn turns to a scarred, tired-looking elytron with a withered 
face. “You've stuck it longer than the rest of us. What’s your call?” 


A black bony hand wipes a gaunt cheekbone. “Give it a week,” their 
graveled voice rumbles. “Watch the forest. Any sign of the 
Hausemasters, we're leaving.” 


Fit’s hooded shape relaxes in spite of his careless tone. “I like those 
odds.” 


-<>Y<>- 


On the third day, the crows came. 


Crawling over the tents, the shulker boxes, everything. Crows upon 
crows upon crows, ruffling starry wings and staring with blue eyes. 


“Alright.” A sheep moblin, Mary, starts loading her crossbow. “I’ve 
had enough of this. Fuckers pecking at my horns now.” 


“Hey, hey, hey!” Fit quickly waves his arms. “Let me handle it.” 


The madman walks into the thickest part of the murder. 


“Oh boy,” he audibly whispers as he holds a god apple in his hands. 
“Hope this doesn't kill me.” 


“The hell do you mean, hope it doesn’t kill ya-” 


Fit tosses loads the apple in a pearl sling and launches it in the air. 
The crows watch it sail for a moment before chasing after it in a 
murmurating mass that scatters the sky. 


A writhing tide of wings and talons and stars and eyes, slowly 
coalescing into something vaguely approximating mortal form as it 
dives back to the ground. 


A green-clothed, grey cloaked elytron stumbles into the weight of a 
white raven headed cane, lapis eyes wild as the antlers on his head 
Click like clockwork. 


“You're late,” Fit snarks. 


“Sorry about that, mate,” the Angel of Death smiles. “Got a bit held 
up at the worldspawn.” 


Fit snorts. “What, the mass of free-range withers was just too good 
to resist?” 


“Yes,” the Angel bluntly replies. 


Fit claps his hands. “Nice.” 


“Hey!” Mary waves her loaded crossbow. “Anyone wanna tell me 
why we aren't killing this wiseguy? Y’all Know gods ain’t anythin’ but 
trouble ‘round here!” 


“Oh, yeah.” Fit walks over to the /iteral fucking death god and pulls 
him into a one-armed hug with his godforged arm. “This is my uncle 
Phil. He’s chill.” 


“Fit, that is the literal Angel of Death.” 


“And? He’s my uncle? Keep up, Soap.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza offers some tea with an all-too-innocent smile, and laughs like 
the rest of his crows when the other travelers yelp at the spectral 
axolotl peeking its adorable head out of the rim as he opens the lid of 
the boiling pot. 


“You’ve been waiting to pull that stunt on someone, haven’t you?” Fit 
asks. 


“Never gets old,” Philza snickers. 


“What’s the deal with that thing, anyway?” Fit huffs to himself. “You 
got a cursed teapot off the flea market or something?” 


Philza’s smile softens. “It was a gift from my wife. She made it for 
me.” He chuckles softly to himself. “Wish She told me about the trick 
beforehand though, nearly gave me a heart attack the first time.” 


Fit pauses. “You got a wife, Phil?” 


Philza blinks. “Well, I-” he stutters in a way Fit rarely ever sees from 
him. “-it’s not- She’s not- it’s not like one of those mortal marriages, 
‘s not like I’m fallen in love with Her or anything, we're just-” 


“Still married,” Fit smugly smiles. “Still your wife.” 


Philza’s voice trails small as his smile hesitantly returns. “Yeah. 
Something like that.” 


It’s hard to attach to things, being an immortal. It’s hard to attach in a 
way that lasts. Fit, over the millennia, found his company in 
countless fleeting friends and other immortals, godly or otherwise. 


Philza did not. Fit can say with near total certainty that Technoblade 
must be the only thing that man’s managed to stick with all this time. 


To hear that he’s attached to anyone else, much less enough to be 
considered married, it’s... 


..it’s nice. In a gentle, fragile, hopeful sort of way. 


Good for him. 


“So.” Fit leans in coyly. “Am | turning into an uncle any time soon?” 


Philza nearly chokes on the thought. “For god’s sake, Fit! 


“Yes, | imagine a new generation of gods would be for god’s sake.” 


“I- um-” Stardust strikes across his uncle’s face like a scandalized 
blush. “-we don’t- t-t-t-that’s not, I-” 


His voice collapses into shy chirps. The resting smile on his face 
breaks with something like sadness. 


“?’m_ a bit too old to be thinking about things like that, mate,” he finally 
says. 


The two of them take in the ruin of their surroundings, an unmarked 
grave of people long forgotten. They both know Philza’s not talking 
about being too old to try. 


“Well,” Fit says as he looks up to the stars. “You didn't really think 
things would turn out how they did, did you? If that ever turns out to 
be something you want, maybe you won't be too old for it after all.” 


“That is a nice thought.” Philza stirs his teapot again, watching the 
mirage of an axolotl smile brightly at him. “But no. Maybe- maybe 
one day, though. I’ll- I'll think about it.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The Storyman has walked the world for longer than the gods can 
remember. Keeper of records, witness of ruins, teller of histories. 


| am not a god, Fit laughs as he explains. But you could say the 
universe loves me. 


When he takes off his hood, he is only a man. His hair is not spun 
with gold, his skin is not ivory. He is bronzed and strong and 
suntouched and alive, and he has a bushy brown beard that doesn’t 
quite hide the beak behind his grin. 


There is no divinity to his body that resembles the Angel of Death. 


But the diamonds of his brown feathers paint like the stars in the 
night of the Angel’s own. The scruffed edge of their beards is a little 
too alike, and when they take off their cloaks to preen their wings, 
their shells have a matching metallic sheen. 


The wild glint of their eyes in the firelight is, if only for a moment, 
exactly the same. 
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“Daddy?” 


“Hello, Finley.” 


“Do you have a story?” 


“| have many stories, Finley. What's up?” 


“Micheal’s daddies tell him bedtime stories.” 


“Well we can’t have Micheal win the best daddies contest, can we?” 


“ Nooo! ” 


“Exactly. Now let’s see...” 


—-OW>- 


LONG AGO, THERE WAS A TOTEM OF DEATH. 


He was forged, as all living Totems were, by the hands of the gods 
from worldspawn and molten gold. They spun silver hair upon his 
head, laid emeralds in his eyes, and they branded beautiful wings 
upon his back. 


When he was deemed old enough and strong enough, he was 
reforged- made to grow stronger or die trying. He was reforged with 
sea and sky, shark's skin swallowing his hands and feet. For he was 
a Totem, an invocation of the will of the gods, and he was not meant 
to know the touch of the world. 


He was not meant to be gentle. 


He was not meant to feel. 


—-SYS>- 


"That's horrible!" 
"It was. But it’s true. They didn’t realize, you see." 


"What?" 


"They didn't realize the Totem was alive." 


—-OYS>- 


They used him as a tool, not knowing he was anything else. 


For so long, the Totem did only as the gods bid of him. Even by the 
time he began to act of his own accord, he did much of the same 
things that he did before. He did not know anything else. 


He did many things in the pursuit of righteousness. 


Terrible, terrible things. 


—-OY>- 


"Why did he do bad things?" 


"He didn’t know it was bad, sweetheart. He had never been allowed 
to be anything else." 


"Then how did he stop?" 


—-OWYS>- 


He was sent away on a long, long journey. 
So long that he was able to think about what he was doing. 


It was not the first time he had questioned himself. But it was the first 
time that no one, not even the gods, was there to answer him. 


And so, he began to think his own thoughts. Answer his own 
questions. 


And he realized that he was tired. Tired of swords, tired of fighting, 
tired of a pursuit of justice and power that had only rewarded him 
with distrust and fear. 


He wanted to go anywhere else, be anyone else. 
He was tired of being the Totem of Death. 


But he could not simply stop being himself. To change his nature, he 
would have to change his name, and a god could not be parted with 
its name so easily. 


Except, perhaps, by a god of names. 


The Totem of Death came upon a god of words and names, the 
Sage of All Spoken. 


—-OYS>- 


"That sounds like an old guy!" 


"More of an owl, really. But moving on-" 


—-SY>- 


The Totem of Death knelt before the Sage of All Spoken. 


“Great Sage, you are so old and wise. Wiser than I. | would ask you, 
in your wisdom, to change my name. Change my nature.” 


The Sage tilted his head, as owls do. 


“| cannot change what you never had. Totem of Death, your name is 
not your own. It was made of others, just as you were made of 
others. But | can give you this.” The Sage leaned forward with wide, 
serious eyes. “Il can erase your name.” 


Before the Totem could accept, the Sage continued. 


“This, too, will not change your nature. It will only give you the 
freedom to do so. It is you who must decide who you will become. 
Do you understand?” 


The Totem’s face fell into despair. “But | don’t know who | want to 
be.” 


The Sage only laughed. “Then you will be just like everyone else! 
What a wonderful thing, to already be in such good company.” 


For the first time since they spoke, the Totem dared to smile. "l 
suppose you're right." 


The Totem of Death entered the temple of the Sage of All Spoken. 


It was a No One that left. 


Lost and confused, not knowing who or even what he was. 


Not regretting a second of it. 


He turned his feet to the road and followed where it took him until he 
thought his legs would have fallen off his joints, and he walked some 
more. 


Along the road he saw the bones of a house half-built, crawling with 
tiny little inchlings, their mighty hands and miniscule tools building 
something larger than they could ever be. 


He had always loved to watch building. He drew closer. 


An inchling foreman stared up at him, face hidden by fluffy antennae 
and a round hard hat. “What’s your name, stranger?” 


‘l-” No One frowned. “-I don’t have one,” he remembered. “I gave it 
away.” 


“GAVE IT AWAY?” the little foreman laughed in the god’s face. “How 
foolish would you have to be to do that?” 


No One blinked. “Foolish.” He let out a small laugh of his own. “Yes, | 
suppose | am Foolish.” 


“Well then, Foolish. If you’re going to laze about here, how ‘bout you 
give us little folks a hand? We could use a big lad like you around 
here.” 


“For how long?” 


“As long you'd like, big boss! A day, a decade, a whole damn 
generation! We’re not all tall and fancy like the rest of your types, but 
you do right by us and we do right by you! Sound fair?” 


Foolish knelt down, and with a gentleness he one day hoped to 
learn, shook the foreman’s hand. “I think I’d like that.” 


—OYS>- 


"That's you." 


"Yes, sweetheart. That's me." 


"And- and all the little people are the doozers! You're the boss now!" 


"| am! So you make sure to treat them very, very nice. | wouldn't be 
your daddy without them." 


"T will!" 


"Good." 


"...['m gonna tell Junior you love me more." 


"Woah, hey, | never said that-" 


"You told me a story before you told Junior! I'm your favoritest! " 


"Hold on there, young lady-" 
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Summary: 


Down to his clothes and the angle of his eyes he looks more like a 
museum piece than a person, and he looks at you. You- watered 
down you, your fragile elytra and your too fine bones, leg spurs 
hiding in your boots, silver down speckled with gold. This walking 
fossil looks at you, a faded photograph of himself, and you don't 
know what that look on his face means, if it's happy or not, but it is 


something so deeply, incredibly sad. 

In which a Hardcore- one of the few players in this world born with 
one immortal life and all the not-so-lovely perks that come with it- 
meets the Angel of Death. 


1. Blame It On The Kids 
Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series and written as if you've read the 
previous parts. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Sugarcane is 15 years old when she meets the most beautiful girl in 
the world on a park bench. 


This is not to be confused with the last time she met the most 
beautiful girl in the world. Last time, she had been 9 years old and 
nursing a crush on a horse moblin farmhand. This time is 
categorically better. 


Maybe. 


Probably? 


A park bench seems like a nice place to be a beautiful person, that’s 
all. 


(Listen. Being the albino catlin heir to a sugar farming estate does 
not leave a respectable young lady with many normal options.) 


“| like your umbrella,” Sugarcane says. 


The elytron girl startles for a moment, her warm golden eyes going 
wide as she realizes that yes, indeed, Sugarcane is talking to her. 
“Oh, well, I-” She fiddles with her honeycomb painted umbrella. “- 
thanks, | guess. | did it by my lonesome.” 


Sugarcane brings her own umbrella forward. “lI tried to make mine 
look like a cherry tree, but people keep thinking it’s apples.” 


The elytron snickers to herself. It's a wonderful sound. “Maybe add 
some cherry blossoms.” 


“Add them yourself, coward,” Sugarcane dares to ask, her pale eyes 
flicking to the elytron’s painting set. 


“Is that a challenge-” 


A loud sound like a bell echoes through the park. The elytron 
suddenly shrinks back, gathering up her things in a shoulder bag 
with practiced speed. 


“| have to go,” the elytron quickly says. “Sorry.” 


“Well, uh-” Sugarcane fumbles on her feet. “Maybe next time?” 


“Pll be here tomorrow if it don’t rain,” the elytron offers, twirling at a 
long curl of dirty blonde hair. “Same time. Maybe you could show up 
earlier an’ we could... touch up each other’s umbrellas?” 


“It’s a date!” Sugarcane promises. 


“In that case, your date’s name is Honey,” the elytron calls out to 
Sugarcane wings spreading for flight. 


“Your date’s name is Sugarcane!” Sugarcane happily shouts after 
her as she flies away. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Mother, why is there a bell in the park?” Sugarcane asks over tea. 


Mother raises her eyebrows as she combs over her long white fur. 
“There’s always been a bell there, Darling. Why do you ask now?” 


“| saw this group of girls in the park,” Sugarcane reports, “and when 
the bell rang, they all went away. It wasn’t even dark out or 
anything.” 


Mother pauses through her grooming. “Their dresses, did they all 
have red hearts on them?” 


Sugarcane blinks. “Now that you mention it- yes, they did. They were 
all wearing different clothes, but the clothes all had the same heart 
pattern. It was like a lifemark heart, but... off.” 


Mother’s face twists with an odd sort of sympathy. “Oh, those poor 
things. They must be from the roost house.” 


“Roost house?” 


“That large estate on the far north of town with the gated house, 
Darling? It’s a care house for some sort of rare blood sickness. The 
bell tells the patients to go back home.” 


Sugarcane frowns. “Is that the only time they go outside? That’s 
awful!” 


Mother waves her hand reassuringly. “It can’t be helped- they’re very 
fragile, the house doesn’t want them to get hurt. Besides, they have 
that very nice house to live in. They can’t be hurting for room to run 
around in.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“What are you sick with?” Sugarcane asks. 


Honey’s hands pause. “What do you mean?” 


“Ya live in a care house. What are you sick with?” 


Honey rolls up her sleeve. Where three strong lifemarks should have 
been, there’s just... one. Just the one. Dark and thin and angry 
looking, two large divots sinking into it like glaring eyes. 


“Hardcore,” Honey says. “Ya get born with it most times, if ya have it. 
That's how it was with me, anyhows. My cartilage is all fucked up, | 
don't got enough blood runnin’ in me, high metabolism and and all 
that too.” 


Sugarcane stares blankly. 


“Means | get hurt real easy, meds don’t work right, tired an’ hungry 
all the time,” Honey simplifies. “Least it's easy t’ keep my figure, | 
guess. Can't exactly gain weight by accident.” 


“So, you're telling me | should bring snacks when we go on dates,” 
Sugarcane concludes. 


Honey laughs. “Don't let the nurses catch you makin’ that kinda talk. 
They hate it when anybody tries to joke about it.” 


Sugarcane chuffs loudly, her tail flicking off to the side. “What, they 
think you're some kinda special?” 


Honey’s mouth flattens. “They make real big talk about keepin’ our 
quality of life nice, but all us roost house kids know we're for 


,93 


somethin’. 


A pause. 


“Science, mostly,” Honey elaborates, like that makes it better. “On 
accountin’ that we're real magic resistant. We got long lives too, an’ | 


guess there’s people who wanna figure out what makes that tick.” 


Sugarcane chirps curiously. “What, you’re immortal?” 


“Shit lot in the life lottery, but yeah. And, uh-” Honey trails off for a 
moment. “The ones in our house at least, they keep the fancy ones. 
Came from far off parts or we got special phenotypes.” 


Sugarcane tilts her head. “What’s your special thing?” 


Honey points to the down of her face. It’s not golden like a normal 
elytron, not all the way- there’s jarring silver flecks scattered on her 
ears. “| got blood from some extinct elytron breed- raptoris or 
something? There ain’t any of them runnin’ around no more, just 
their mixed great-grandkids. So, I’m scientifically valuable as like, a 
time capsule or some shit.” 


“That’s kind of horrifying,” Sugarcane bluntly says. “I’m gonna be 
honest. Every time you talk about that place it just gets scarier.” 


“It ain’t too bad,” Honey insists. “A lot of places they just- they just kill 
the hardcore kids.” 


“So, when do you leave?” Sugarcane asks. 


Honey’s paintbrush stills. 


“You can’t stay there forever, right? They just keep you for a little 
science bit and then you go!” 


“They want to keep us preserved,” Honey slowly says. “Lettin’ us 
go... would be a little counterproductive.” 


She looks up, catching the expression on Sugarcane’s face. 


“Let's just keep paintin’, alright? It ain’t good to talk about this kinda 
stuff.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Honey freezes as she catches the bottle in Sugarcane’s hands. 
“That's etchin’ ink.” 


“You don’t have inventory slots, right?” 


“We're not allowed,” Honey says. “The nurses would take me to 
medical and scratch it out if they ever caught it!” 


Sugarcane’s smile turns wicked. “If they catch it. But they’re gonna 
have a hard time catchin’ an ink they can’t even see.” She takes out 
a small needle. “Can’t hurt to try.” 


(And it didn't.) 


Honey flexes her fingers as the new current of magic runs through 
her mind. “You got any more of that?” 


Sugarcane tilts her head. “You gettin’ ideas?” 


Honey looks back to the roost house on the hill. “I’ve got an entire 
house o’ folks who can get rea/ smart about this.” 


-<>Y<>- 


It starts like this- the smallest things go missing. 


Pencils. Papers. The odd blanket or scrap of fabric goes missing in 
the night, blamed on unruly house spirits sneaking past the magic 


warding. 


The patients start becoming very well behaved. 


No running, no sneaking, no refusing to eat. Not a single elytron or 
other flying patient tries to go past the flying range when they’re 
taken outside. No one fights each other or complains about their 
clothes, no one tries to take the wrong amount of food. 


Every click of every night, Honey feels a nurse’s flashlight shining 
onto her face from the doorway of her room and she thinks bear it. 


Bear it. Soon enough, you'll never have to bear it again. 


The day everything falls apart, the patients of the roost house cut 
their hair behind park theater benches, coloring their remaining 
strands with the flower dyes the house allowed them to have to color 
their clothes. 


Their lovely, lovely, safely chosen clothes. Their lovingly made 
clothes, cut sleeveless and jagged and delinquent with stolen 
scissors, smuggled with the inventory slots they aren't allowed to 
have. Skirts cut short, sleeves folded unevenly, jackets patched 
together with all the cheap jewelry and pins too rough and sharp for 
the nurses to ever let pass through hardcore hands. 


The hearts on their clothes are torn out one by one. 


One by one, every patient becomes unrecognizable. 


One by one, the roost house leaves their perches, and nobody’s 
there to come back home when the park bell rings. 


A kinder world might call it teenage rebellion at its finest, even if 
some, like Honey, are just a little too old to be teenaged. 


(But most of them weren't. Most of them were kids. Gods, they were 
kids.) 


Sugarcane had been coming in with the last carriage when her group 
got caught in a hailstorm. 


The storm wasn't a surprise. They’d chosen the shittiest weather day 
on purpose- a day with just enough good weather to be let outside at 
all, but enough bad weather on the horizon that it would buy them 
some time before anyone could go searching. 


Sugarcane’s group had gotten stuck, but they’d gotten out eventually 
with not much incident. Just a few bangs and bruises from the harsh 
hail busting through the windows, but everyone had been fine. 


No one knew Sugarcane had gotten a concussion when the carriage 
had first gotten stuck. 


No one knew Sugarcane had fallen asleep on the way home. 


No one knew that Darling Sugarcane, 15 years old, had lost two of 
her lives to a bad bout of creeper lung when she was 5. By the time 
that last carriage made its way to the Sugarcane house, she’d 
already been dead for two clicks. 


... The Sugarcane family is very, very kind. 


Darling Sugarcane’s funeral should be as beautiful and rich as an 
heiress deserves, but that can wait. They have a private service in a 
crowsworn church that the roost house kids can attend without 
risking the snatchers that'll come looking for them. Every single one 
of them gets a check-up and enough good coin to ferry them as far 
away from this place as they want. Out of all the things they never 
got, they never hurt for an education. They'll be able to survive as 
bookkeepers, apprentices, tailors, printing shop workers. 


The Sugarcanes ask Honey if she’d like to stay for a while. She 
softly declines, and they understand. 


Honey sits alone in a crowsworn church with a choppy haircut and 
her spitefully altered roost house clothes. There’s an image of a 
Lady and an Angel on the walls, lovingly standing side by side, a 
picture of devotion immortalized in stained glass. 


Honey prays. 


For every year she got, let me live ten. 


(Every year we never had, at least let me live for her.) 


She leaves Sugarcane’s memory in that church exactly as she found 
it. 


Darling. Dearest. Dead. 


2. The Museum Man 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Honey and the hunters and the man out of time. 


Honey has, at the moment, two goals in life- find a hardcore and find 
a raptoris. 


Not necessarily both or in that order. But both would be nice. 


She knows there’s other hardcores living out free, but they keep the 
secret of their hearts close to their chest if they can. She’s been 
trying to find friendly spaces, even those hidden communes she 
hears about, but she’s had no luck yet. 


But if she really had to choose, it would be nice if she found a proper 
raptoris. 


A real elytron raptoris. She’d always been taught that they were long 
extinct, only surviving as legacy phenotypes in the modern elytron 
avis population. But if they really were all bred out of existence, why 
would these stray feral traits remain? Why would some elytron still 
have raptoris elytra? Why would her mother and father have had 
enough raptoris between them both that she clocks a solid three 
quarters of raptoris blood? 


She wants to find answers- whether through a living raptoris or 
through the things they’ve left behind. 


(She wants to remember more than the parents that left her to rot in 
a fucking roost house.) 


She wants and she wants and she wants. 


She thinks she might have wanted a little too much. If she’d wanted 
a little less, maybe she wouldn't have gotten caught. 


Roost houses aren’t the only piece of hell waiting out there for 
hardcores. There’s plenty of other people out there waiting to harvest 
those rare players for their more privately funded research. Honey 
wishes she’d fucking thought of that before she went in blind to what 
looked like it was just gonna be a small hardcore meetup. 


The fact that maybe half a dozen other people fell for the same trap 
only gives her a grim sort of comfort. She’s not an idiot, and neither 
are these people, they’re just... lonely. Maybe even desperate. 


At least these hardcore hunters don’t seem to be gearing up to try 
and sacrifice them for some fucked up immortality pyramid scheme- 
a trend that, disappointingly, has only gotten worse as the condition 


itself has gotten rarer. Each capture is getting catalogued for... 
something. She doesn’t know and she doesn’t care. 


(Fucking third-lifers.) 


All she can think about is how she’s wasted the life Sugarcane gave 
her because she wanted too much, and she’s going to be locked up 
again, not again, not again, never again, I'D RATHER- 


“Hey, who grabbed this one?” A human nudges at a person lying on 
the ground, face covered up by a plain hood- no doubt woven or 
laced with one of the hunters’ gentler containment methods. “We've 
already got an elytron, we don’t need duplicates.” 


“Ain't anything wrong with a control group.” 


The human’s eyes flick nervously at the bound elytron’s clothes. “Is 
that a fucking crowsworn?” They look back to the other hunters. 
“Jesus H. Christ. You snatched a priest? We're trying to get the guys 
that need protection, not everybody off the gods damned street!” 


“Okay,” another hunter tries to defend, “hear me out, though-” 


“A priest, Clara! That’s so fucked up!” 


“Dave, hear me out,” the so-called Clara continues. “Just look at 
him.” 


The human hunter- Dave- rolls their eyes and lifts the hood from the 
elytron’s head. The human’s face goes slack with shock. 


“Oh, my gods.” 


It’s an aged elytron man, but an oddly tall one- if not for the white 
beard on his face, Honey would have thought he was a lady just by 
the height alone. His vibrant golden hair is braided loosely behind 
him and his skin is this bloodless sort of off-tone, almost ivory. 


And framing his wild lapis eyes is a full spread of silver raptoris 
down. 


“Full down,” Dave notes. “No leg spurs.” He lifts the shawl covering 
the elytron’s back, revealing a blackstone wing shell with glaring 
gilded eyespots. “Fuck, he’s even got the archaic elytra!” 


“| thought he might have been a fluke. Hardcores don’t usually look 
this old,” Clara reports. “But he’s legit. Marks on his wrist are valid.” 


Dave sucks in a breath. “Fuck, if any hardcore’s got the right to look 
old, it'd be this guy. There haven’t been full raptoris reported in 
centuries.” 


The raptoris grimaces, sharp beak on full display as he lets out a 
long, clicking hiss, wings rattling like a storm under his shell. 


Dave’s voice turns sickeningly gentle. “Hey, hey. It’s okay!” Their 
gloved hand dares to brush the down on the older man’s face. 
“You’ve got a lot of scars- | bet people have given you a hard time, 
right? We're not like those other guys who wanna bleed you dry, we 
just wanna keep you safe. We’re not gonna hurt you.” 


The raptoris lets out this rusted, broken trill, and it makes Honey feel 
sick. 


“Good, good.” Dave moves to loosen the restraints. “Clara, get over 
here, we gotta get some measurements-” 


A hard taloned hand punches the human’s head into the ground. 


The raptoris stares down at the cracked skull in his hand. 


He looks up at the other hunter. 


Slowly, silently, black starry wings start mantling out of his back. 


Clara’s hand is already at the hilt of her sword. “God in heaven,” she 
dares to breathe. 


“There is no heaven,” a lilting voice flatly asserts. “Only me.” 


Black wings swallow up the second hunter. When the screaming 
stops and Honey dares to open her eyes again, there are two human 
bodies hanging in the trees being pecked at by crows, and a thin 
metal key held in the raptoris’ bloody hand. He walks over to put the 
key in one of the other captive’s hands and just... walks off. 


Y’know, like a real polite gentleman. 


So- uh- yeah. That definitely- that definitely just happened. Honey 
just saw a prehistoric and vaguely haunting beautiful man kill two 
guys with his bare hands and wordlessly fuck off about it. 


Okay. 


Honey might be having several vague, unidentifiable emotions about 
that- one of which might be intrigue, another of which might be the 


kind of crisis she really shouldn't be having at this age- but she’s 
sure feeling those emotions! 


The foremost emotion rising to the surface is now that she’s no 
longer in danger for being sold off to science, that guy was a fucking 
elytron raptoris and Honey would like to follow up on that. 


Thankfully, he hasn’t quite fucked off completely. He’s just walked a 
little farther away from the gaggle of hardcores who just saw him 
murder two people in broad daylight. He’s a laughably short distance 
from the scene of the crime, sorting out some things in front of him. 


He’s either retrieving his own items back from the hunters or he’s 
grave robbing. Possibly both. Honey doesn’t really care to 
distinguish or give a fuck. 


(Fucking third-lifers.) 


“You doin’ alright?” Honey dares to ask. 


The man lets out a questioning hum. “I’d ask you the same- you did 
just-” 


He looks up at her face and freezes. 


Imagine, briefly, what it is to be Honey in that moment, seeing this 
man. 


This strange haunting man, seemingly flung out of time. Down to his 
clothes and the angle of his eyes he looks more like a museum piece 
than a person, and he looks at you. 


You - watered down you, your fragile elytra and your too fine bones, 
leg spurs hiding in your boots, silver down speckled with gold. This 
walking fossil looks at you, a faded photograph of himself, and you 
don't know what that look on his face means, if it's happy or not, but 
it is something so deeply, incredibly sad. 


Imagine what it is for these two people to look at each other, both of 
them seeing a glimpse into something that no longer exists. 


“| didn't think there was any more raptoris left,” Honey haltingly says. 


“There arent,” he whispers. “There aren't.” 


(Neither of them know when his hands started shaking.) 


“| was- | was headin’ off a few towns over before | got snatched,” 
Honey offers. “If you don’t got shit to do, we could... we could go 
there together. And-” Honey scratches at her head. “-maybe on the 
way we can just fa/k for a bit?” 


There's a long, long silence. 


Honey wonders if it will ever be answered at all. 


“Alright,” a small voice answers. “Let's talk.” 


3. If They Could See You Now 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Your ancestors would turn in their grave, if only they could see 
you now. 


“So!” Honey awkwardly shouts. “You’re, uh-” She looks uncertainly at 
his dark grey coat and the white diamond patterns trailing on its 
edge. “-you one of them crowsworns?” 


Philza pauses and blinks. “Il am involved with our Lady's work, yes.” 


“Yeah, | figured. That’s a crowsworn coat.” 


“Mm.” 


“So, you do crowsworn stuff,” Honey concludes. 


“Seems so.” 


“So I’m definitely just watching you do a weird church thing and not 
getting ready to kill yourself.” 


Philza looks up from the very shallow grave that he’s digging. (He is 
a concerningly fast digger.) 


“... You are not watching me kill myself,” Philza slowly allows. 


“I’m noticing you didn’t say it’s a crowsworn thing,” Honey observes. 


“If I’m not already out of this grave by sunrise, just start jumping on 
me really loudly,” Philza snarks. “That'll get me up and goin’ again.” 


“Is it a raptoris thing? Should | start diggin’ my own grave?” Honey 
hesitantly ventures. 


“Oh, please don’t,” Philza says in a soft voice. “You'd die.” 


With that lovely sentence that totally doesn’t have slightly worrying 
implications, Philza keeps digging. While he digs, Honey slowly 
reaches to the realization that Philza is shaping up to be an 
incredibly strange individual. Not creepy- just kind of uncanny. 


It would probably be less weird if he wasn’t pretty. Not even in a hot 
way, but like... museum pretty. The way a mounted dragon skeleton 
might be beautiful, or something dead trapped in amber. Historical in 


a way that borders on fantastical, with too many horns and too sharp 
eyes, an artistic conjecture of something that no longer exists rather 
than something alive. 


“Do you remember other raptoris?” Honey dares to ask. 


“| had a large flock,” Philza distantly smiles. “We all lived together in 
the same house.” 


“All raptoris?” Honey disbelievingly says. “Were you guys like a 
pocket community or something?” 


Philza frowns. “No, I... | think everyone was raptoris back then. If 
there were avis around when | was a kid, | never met ‘em.” 


Honey stills. 


“How- how old are you?” Honey slowly asks. 


“|- |...” Philza’s shovel drags uselessly onto the ground as his words 
trail off. “...1 don’t know.” 


“Well, uh-” Honey fiddles with her hat. “-the year right now is 1923 
UR? What's the farthest back year you can count?” 


An oddly starry blush breaks across his cheeks, a mortified red 
climbing up his antlers. “I don’t know how old | was when they 
started the year count.” 


Honey looks back at him in shock. 


“They didn’t have gunpowder when | was an eyas,” Philza quietly 
murmurs. “I remember... when they started using guns. And 
cannons. A lot of people died because they were still thinking with 
swords.” 


“Good fucking gods,” Honey whispers, “you’ve gotta be at least four 
thousand years old. Just at minimum.” 


And that would mean... that would mean that Philza wasn't like 
Honey, searching for the missing pieces of an already dying race. 


He lived the raptoris extinction himself. 


“| didn’t notice it was happening at first,” Philza shakily says. “A bit of 
golden down here, a leg spur there. Everyone's always a little 
strange, right? | didn’t think it was wrong. And I... | don't like bein’ 


around people alot, so I’d fuck off for ages and ages.” An unsteady 
laugh. “Some people would be shorter and softer looking in some 
towns, that’s fine!” 


He goes quiet. 


“And then one day, | just... | saw an elytron. Just in the street, 
y’know? And | couldn’t fucking recognize it. And | kept looking and 
looking, and | realized that |... | didn’t recognize anybody.” 


His wide-eyed smile almost looks like glass. 


“How fucking senile would you have to be?” Philza warbles unevenly. 
“That you can’t even recognize another person?” 


Honey doesn’t say anything. 


There’s nothing she can say. 


“I’m gonna sleep on your grave, old man,” she snarks. 


“No, you wont,” Philza decides. 


“Fuckin’ try me,” Honey insists. “You ain’t crawlin’ outta your grave 
until | get up out of bed.” 


“Wow,” Philza laughs. “You want me dead that much?” 


“It's the perfect crime.” 


“Uh-huh.” Philza walks into his shallow grave and promptly starts 
blanketing moss and dirt over himself. “I’m sure.” 


Honey moves to flip him off, but he’s already gone and disappeared 
into the dirt. 


(She moves her sleeping bag over his grave.) 


4. On The Road Again 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Roadtrip buddies (7?) 


The light drifts down through the trees. Honey sits on her sleeping 
bag and eats a croissant sandwich as the sun rises. 


A black taloned hand breaks out from the soil under her. 


Honey high-fives the offered appendage. “Mornin’, dumbass.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Honey holds up a crawfish. “Hey, Phil, are you older than this little 
guy?” 


Philza takes the crawfish out of her hands and bites its head off. 
Just- just fucking bites it off with his bare beak and everything. 


Cool! Yeah, sure, just- just eat the crab thing raw. Why not? 


“It tastes weird,” Philza concludes, “so yeah, probably.” 


“Are you telling me food tasted different in the past? Why are you 
older than food- that's so fucked up- what the fuck, no, come back 


here-” 

-<>¥<>- 

“Are you older than chocolate?” Honey asks. 

“Are you older than chocolate?” Philza drily parrots. 


“That’s a no, then.” Honey nods. “Glad to know you at least got to 
have sweets growing up.” 


“What the fuck does chocolate have to do with sweets?” Philza 
confusedly asks. 


Honey blinks. “What the fuck doesn’t chocolate have to do with 
sweets?” 


“Did cocoa turn into sweets in the last millenia or something?” Philza 
squints. “| mean, there’s been chocolate flavored stuff, but when the 
fuck was chocolate a sweet? You don’t see me callin’ carrots a sweet 
‘cus of cakes!” 


“How the honest to gods fuck were y’all eatin’ chocolate if it wasn’t a 
sweet?” Honey horrifiedly wonders. 


“You... you drink it?” Philza offers. “Like a tea?” 


“Just straight? That’s so fucking bitter!” 


“Is that not the fucking point of chocolate?” Philza confusedly points 
out. 


“Why would you ever willingly put the raw fucking cocoa into your 
mouth?” 


“The buzz!” 


Honey looks up at the older man with disgust. “You poor deprived 
masochist.” 


“MASOCHIST?” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza doesn’t look up from the gauntlets being screwed with... on 
his own hand. “Hi, mate.” 


“You, uh-” Honey looks apprehensively at all the finicky mechanical 
parts being fiddled with in too-close proximity to Philza’s vulnerable 
hand parts. “-wouldn’t that be easier if you took it off?” 


Philza lifts up his hand and flexes his fingers. The gauntlets sink 
back into his flesh, leaving nothing behind but an ender eye 
embedded in palms. With another twitching movement, the gauntlet 
reappears. 


“That's the fun part!” Philza cheerily chirps. “I can’t!” 


“Gonna be honest, kind of sounds like a stupid decision to make an 
armor piece you can’t take off.” 


Philza’s mouth twitches. “Bold of you to assume | had a choice.” 


“Are you gonna elaborate on that?” 


“Nope! Hey, wanna see a Stupid trick | can do with these-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza stares at Honey with a vaguely concerned expression. “Why 
are you buying so much bread?” 


“Cus it’s good traveler’s food?” Honey offers. 


“If | tried to eat that much bread on the daily, I’d probably go into a 
coma,” Philza stresses. 


Honey blinks. “Are you one of them grain-intolerant elytron?” 


“Grain-intolerant?” Philza squints. “Can you tiny avis fucks just eat 
grains now?” 


“Can you giant fuck off raptor punchers not eat grains?” Honey fires 
back. “How the fuck do you guys eat?” 


Philza sputters loudly, wings fluffing up behind him like an upset cat. 
“m_ a fuckin’ bird of prey! | eat-” he gestures vaguely with his long 
crushing talons. “-prey!” 


“| thought raptoris were mesocarnivores,” Honey says. “I’ve seen you 
eat fruits and stuff!” 


“We’re not built for those dense fuckin’... farm crops.” Philza waves 
with his hand. “l mean, it won't kill me, but tryin’ to make a full meal 
out of it would be about as smart as drinkin’ on the job.” 


“You get drunk off of bread,” Honey realizes. “That is- that is so 
fucked up.” 


“You don’t get drunk off of bread,” Philza realizes in turn. “Monsters, 
all of you. You will never know the joy of getting bread drunk.” 


“We have alcohol for that!” 


“It's not the same-" 


5. If You Envy The Scars Of Life, Simply Make Your Own 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(Wherever you are lacking, you are allowed to make your own.) 


“-but we do have single bed rooms for you and your husband if you 
want!” 


Philza snaps back into awareness like a cracked whip. “I’m sorry?” 


“Inn guy’s being weird about asking us if we want one bed or not,” 
Honey bluntly summarizes. 


“If you don’t mind, | don’t mind,” Philza puts forth. 


“Pogchamp.” Honey turns back to the teller. “Single room, massive 
bed, thanks.” 


Which is all well and good, except when they actually got to the room 
in question, they both individually came to the realization that it had 
been a long long time since they'd traveled with another person, 
much less shared a bed with someone, and that at this point there’s 
no actual guarantee that either of them isn’t bound to do something 
incredibly strange in their sleep. 


You know. 
Normal and valid concerns. 


“We put a blanket wall between us,” Honey assertively offers. 
“We put a blanket wall between us,” Philza agrees. 


Honey takes off her jacket, prompting Philza to do a double take as 
he stares at her chest. 


“My eyes are up here,” Honey snarks. 


“That is the weirdest place I’ve seen someone put cargo pockets,” 
Philza remarks as he sees the straps on Honey’s shirt. 


Honey slaps at her flat chest. “It’s free real estate, I’m gonna use it. 
Besides, it’s kind of funny to see people wonder if they should ask if | 


have tits or not.” 


“| wasn’t gonna ask,” Philza defends, “but seein’ as neither of us are 
mammals, it was kind of weird.” He shrugs his green kosode off his 
shoulders a bit, reaching for the buttons on the back of the black 
halterneck top underneath. “But if we’re gonna be takin’ some layers 
off, I’m takin’ down this thing. It’s just there so my ribs don't get 
fuckin’ yeeted every time | bend wrong, | don’t wanna sleep in it.” 


Now it’s Honey’s turn to do a double take. She can’t see all of him- 
he’s not parading around shirtless. But she is seeing the trail of 
some extensive flowery tattoos crawling up his arms as he removes 
his compression sleeves, and there’s a minefield of golden scars 
striking across his chest. 


“Yo, what the fuck? You, uh-” Honey doesn’t know if she should get a 
closer look or back the fuck away. “-you good?” 


“Hmm?” Philza looks down at his chest. “Oh, yeah, that. Don’t worry 
about it, those are old.” 


“You look like you got shot!” 


“Yeah,” he fondly says. (He then fails to elaborate.) 


“What the fuck shot you in the hip?” She loudly wonders at the 
suggestions of a particularly large, knotted scar the loose opening in 
his kosode doesn’t quite cover. 


Philza blithely opens his top to display that veritable explosion 
carving up his left side. “Caught a ghast fireball in the Nether when | 
was younger. Fell all the way from the world ceiling. Had a trick leg 
ever since.” 


Honey knows she shouldn't be envious- she can’t imagine how much 
any of these injuries must have hurt when Philza got them, much 
less the chronic pain he must go through now after so much 
damage. But maybe, just maybe, she’s allowed to be a little jealous 
of what this gallery of scars means- he was allowed to be free. He 
was allowed to live, even if it killed him. 


“Don't look at me,” Philza snarks. “Go get your own.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Falling asleep with another person in the same bed is a little weird- 
but apparently not that weird for Philza, who clocks out as soon as 
his head falls onto the mattress. Which, good for him, but this does 
leave Honey awkwardly watching someone sleep. 


The next time she opens her eyes, it’s dark out. Their improvised 
blanket wall has been partially dismantled, unrolled and kicked aside 
by their legs. 


Philza is so still he almost looks dead- there is nothing to betray the 
life in his body but an intermittent shake in his hands timed with the 
beat of the hearts on his wrists. 


She looks up at his face. It is there in what is objectively the world’s 
shittiest candle lighting that she is suddenly so aware of his face in a 
way she had not been before. 


When he was awake, that face was almost suspiciously forgettable, 
an indiscernible thing that could never quite capture his movement. 
But here and now, asleep, she can almost understand it- deep set 
wrinkles under his eyes, laugh lines hiding under a scruffy white 
beard, a mole hiding by the left side of his mouth. 


One of his wings is wrapped around her body. It doesn’t press down 
on her, but it is heavy and undeniably present. Keeping her close. 


Honey can't help but snort to herself. Philza’s sleep-addled bird brain 
must have seen her much smaller body at some point in the night 
and thought she was a child to shield. With his age and wingspan, 
he seems like the type of person to do that- just swaddle people in 
his wings. 


Had her parents ever done that to her? 


Had... 


...ad anyone? 


Honey ducks her head into her pillow, hoping she'll at least look 
convincingly asleep by sunrise- by the time Philza wakes up and 
realizes what he’s done. 


(She doesn’t know why she’s crying.) 


6. Hi, Meet My Sniper Rifle, Her Name Is Morrigan And | 
Love Her Dearly 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Meeting the roommates is an important step in any friendship. 


The avis seem almost beautiful at first with their small colorful wings. 
Cute, even. 


But it’s strange. 


Their softened faces, their small thin talons, legs spiked with spurs 
along their feet. Their elytras without wingshells, nothing but a 
heartshell to say there was ever an elytra at all- was it not strange to 
them? 


Benihime hears it in their garbled Talon, their sing-song words, their 
wide trusting eyes suddenly ever more passerine than a bird of prey. 


Like a parody of you. 


-<>9Y<>- 


When you travel with someone for a month or two, you start getting 
used to their... quirks. 


Gods knows Philza had to get used to Honey’s bullshit. 16 years in a 
roost house does not a functional elytron make, and Philza’s been a 
saint through all the times Honey wasn’t sure how much things cost, 
or how to use certain tools, or got freaked out by completely normal 
animals. Hell, he even put up with Honey’s horrible flying stamina 
(even if she is getting better in that regard). 


Which is why when Philza starts silently staring at her with this weird 
kind of shellshock- like he’s not really sure she’s real- Honey decides 
to take it in stride. Including the part where she turns back around to 
face him and he’s pointing a whole damn sniper rifle at her. 


It’s fine. He’s not actually threatening to shoot her, and he ain’t the 
type to have a twitchy trigger finger. This is- this is basically just like 
Honey’s weirder panic attacks. Just slightly to the left. 


“You wanna talk?” Honey asks. 


Philza’s eye twitches. The one she can see, at least. The other’s 
hidden behind the scope of his rifle. 


“Thassa- that’s a real nice gun you got there,” Honey decides to say. 
“Did ya make it yerself?” 


“It was a gift,” he whispers, just barely loud enough to hear. “But | 
added some things... after.” 


“| like the copper,” Honey compliments. “And, uh- is that oak wood?” 


“Azalea.” 


Whatever the fuck headspace Philza’s in right now, he doesn’t seem 
to be willing to raise his voice. (That’s probably a good thing. He 
seems like the kind of guy that would be scary when he shouts.) 


“Cool, cool.” Honey nods her head. “Why are you pointing a gun at 
me?” 


“Why do you look like me?” 


Honey laughs awkwardly. “I mean, I’m pretty sure the hair an’ the 
wings is a coincidence-” 


“No one looks like me anymore,” Philza simply says. “They stopped.” 
He tilts his head. “Why didn’t you stop?” 


Honey pauses. The way he’s talking to her- about her- it’s like- 


“Phil, you know me.” 


Philza hums. He lowers this rifle, but only by a bit. “Sure. Okay. 
What’s my name?” 


“| jus’ said it-” 


“No. What’s my name?” 


Honey frowns, trying to figure out what the fuck this guy is asking. 
Has Philza ever mentioned having a different name at some point? 
Was it- 


“Wait, is this that weird password thing you told me?” Honey 
suddenly asks. 


Philza’s gun stills. 


“You told me if you ever asked what your name was, | had to say this 
other name?” Honey frowns as she wracks her memory. “Fuckin’.... 
Ben- Bennie- Benihime ?” 


Philza blinks. “Alright, mate.” 


He drops his rifle, letting it hang harmlessly from the sling on his 
shoulder. 


“We good?” Honey hesitantly asks. 


Philza nods. “Yeah.” He turns to the endless amount of crows around 
him, listening to the silent clicking of their beaks. “Your name’s 
Honey.” He stays silent for a weirdly long pause. “Bit on the nose. 
Because your eyes and hair look like that.” 


“Yeah, I'd imagine | must’ve been named that way for a reason,” 
Honey snarks. Despite herself, a blatant concern creeps on her face. 
“You really don’t remember me at all? We've been muckin’ around 
together for a few months now, Phil.” 


“You know my name,” Philza says instead of answering. “Use it.” 


“Okay... Benihime. Didya knock your head while | wasn't lookin’? It’s 
a little weird your brain’s yeeted out the past few months.” 


“Its been a few months?” Benihime hums. “Il wasn’t here for that. 
That was Phil.” 


Honey’s brain stutters over that last sentence for a bit. “And you're... 
not Phil?” 


“| just live here, mate,” Benihime tiredly says. “| dunno what my deal 
is, either.” 


They stare at each other with yet another awkward silence. (This 
seems to be a pattern with Benihime.) 


“Imagine a roommate,” Benihime deliberately articulates, “but...” He 
points to his own head and doesn't elaborate. “...yeah.” Benihime 
nods. “I just answered the door this time. It’s not that deep.” 


Man, even his Talon sounds weird. Not worse, but... old. The way 
Philza would probably sound if he bothered with modern Talon a little 
less. 


“Had this been a thing the whole time and | just didn’t notice?” Honey 
honestly asks. “Because if you’ve just been here half the time and | 
missed out on that, holy shit I’m so sorry.” 


Benihime’s wide eyed expression almost softens. “It’s fine. I’m... 
good. At acting like Phil never left. We do that, we don’t want-” His 
antlers click. “We don’t want people. To notice.” 


A crow hops on his shoulder and pecks the down on his face. 


“Bad things happen when people notice.” Benihime claps his hands 
together, jostling the crows around him. “But! Phil told you my name, 
so it’s fine. | know who you are now.” 


“So-” Honey tilts her head as she tries to process the whole... 
everything. “-is this like some sort of character thing, or are you a 
whole different person from Phil?” 


“I’m a person!” Benihime stutters over its words. “I think- we think my 
brain bits might be in the- in the- in the-” His wings puff up behind 
him as he gestures to his big black feathers. “-in the-” 


“The elytra?” Honey offers. 


“-yeah, ‘cus if our wings get fucked up, / always get fucked up? An’ 
when | get fucked up, our head get- gets all foggy after and it hurts. 
Me specifically. But it’s my bits.” He curls his wings tighter around 
himself. “/’m a person.” 


Honey leans back. “Yeah, | believe it.” 

“Just like that.” 

“Yeah, why not? Fuck it. What're your pronouns?” she asks. 
Benihime squints. “What’s a pronoun?” 


Honey blinks. 


“...Indicative but not exclusive to your gender identity,” Honey slowly 
explains. 


Benihime draws back slightly. “Stop swearin' at me.” 
“Can | refer to you as they/them?” Honey offers. 


“But my name is Benihime,” the other elytron confusedly asserts. 


“No, that’s not what pronoun means-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“PHILZA! 


Philza flinches awake. “Whassit?” 


Honey grabs him by the shoulders. “What’re Benihime’s pronouns?” 


“Benihime was here?” Philza blinks. “That explains why | have no 
fucking clue where we are right now-” 


“Your pronouns, old man. Hand ‘em over.” 


Philza lets out a long, thoughtful noise. “Uses them it/its pronouns, | 
think? It’s still fine with he or they, though, last | checked.” 


“Pog.” Honey slaps Philza’s arm. “I can still call ya a son of a bitch 
no matter who answers the door.” 


“You met a wholeass other guy in my head and your priority is how to 
accurately insult us?” Philza wearily concludes. 


“Live with it, bitch.” 


7. If | Die 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Sounds like a you problem. 


It is a known fact- at least among the crowsworn- that the Angel of 
Death actually appears in crowsworn churches. Semi-frequently, 
even. Known fact does not, however, prepare the likes of sister June 
for the actual sight of the Angel itself. 


In her church. 


Wearing a crowsworn coat of all things. 


“What do | do?” June hisses to Maria. 


The older crowsworn shrugs. “Leave him be.” 


“But-” June fruitlessly looks back to the Angel’s still form. “-he’s gone 
and fallen asleep in the pews. Is that normal?” 


“He does that,” Maria wearily says. “Leave him be.” 


Hmm. 


Alright. 


God falls asleep on church benches. That’s just- that’s just gonna be 
a thing now. June’s just gonna have to live with that. 


This is, honestly, not the weirdest answer to why there was so much 
crowsworn art of the Angel of Death falling asleep. The amount of 
times he’s allegedly worked himself to exhaustion had seemed like 
more of a poetic exaggeration at first, but now that June’s actually 
watching this unfortunate father god curled up under the worn church 
rafters, she understands completely. 


Because good fucking gods. This poor man looks like he hasn’t slept 
since the dawn of time. 


Let him rest. 


“PHIL, YOU RAT BASTARD!” a drawling Talon accent drawls as the 
church doors loudly slam open. “DID YOU FALL ASLEEP AGAIN?” 


The rude voice in question belongs to this very tiny elytron woman 
with a big hat and disproportionately large wings, who is quickly 
zeroing in on the Angel of Death’s location with a_ fierce 
determination that borders on righteous rage. 


June tries to block her path. “Miss, please-” 


“Stop passin’ out on benches, old man!” the tiny elytron shouts, 
roughly jostling the Angel’s head. “You have beds!” 


“Please don’t touch him-” 


“Phil.” The lady pokes the Angel. “Phil, get up, your homeless 
behavior is freaking out the priests.” 


“Miss, that is the Angel of Death,” Maria gently says. “Please unhand 
him.” 


The lady looks at the Angel. 


She looks up at the stained glass, where the Angel of Death has the 
same antlers, same wings, and same clothes as the man on the 
bench. 


She blinks. 


“Well, that’s even /ess excuses for you, dumbass!” She jostles the 
Angel even harder. “PH/LLLL. We got shit to do, c'mon.” The lady’s 
wings rattle loudly. “They have this whole fancy-ass place for you 
and can’t even keep yourself from passing out in it. For shame.” 


The Angel of Death lets out a discontent warbling noise. 


“Philza, they have empty graves for you! At least have the decency 
to use them.” 


“Mmmmmmmmtuckoff.” 


“Phil, your spine. Your poor old man spine. | am concerned for your 
health.” 


At that, the Angel actually manages to stand, even if he does crash 
into the smaller elytron a bit in the process, leaning just a bit too 
much on his cane. 


He nods lightly at June and Maria past his tired expression as he 
leaves. 


Welp. 


That just happened. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“So.” Honey tilts her head. “Are you actually hardcore?” 


“Why wouldn't | be?” Philza asks. 


“| would have thought that the Angel of Death was made of sturdier 
stuff than that,” Honey flatly offers. 


Philza doesn't... he doesn’t quite look angry or upset. But his 
expression closes off, just a bit. “Everything dies. Why would the 
gods be any different?” 


Honey blinks. “Huh. Guess you got a point.” 


This silence, unlike the others that came before it, is heavy. Almost 
smothering. 


“I'm sorry,” she starts again. “I- | shouldn't have said something like 
that. It’s just- fuck, you barely even seem real sometimes, do you 
know that?” 


Philza tilts his head. 


“You felt like everything | was ever searching for, all in one. It’s like a 
pipe dream, it’s so fucking weird! Like I’m just gonna turn around one 
day and-” Honey looks off to the side. “-and you were never there all 
along.” 


“| guess | could say the same for you,” Philza concedes. “It’s just- it’s 
just been so long. | thought I’d finally been over what happened and 
then | saw you, |’m- I’m used to things not lasting, I-” His mouth 
flattens. “- /’m sorry if I- if it feels like I’m not there. That’s not on you, 
just... bein’ what | am, I’m used to things... and- and people... kind 
of movin’ on like | was never there.” 


He smiles in a sad sort of way. 


“People spend their entire lives trying to forget they’re going to die. | 
wasn't keen on findin’ out how you’d take the reminder.” 


Wow. Holy fuck. That was just horrifyingly, heartbreakingly sad in a 
way that would probably make Honey cry if she decided to think 
about that for too long. 


Good thing she’s had a few decades of self-taught emotional 
suppression! 


“Sucks to suck, whoever those guys are,” Honey decides to say. “I’m 
built different.” 


Philza laughs a little despairingly. “You don't say.” 


“I’m just as hardcore as you, I'll be kickin’ around for ages.” Honey 
roughly slaps him across his heartshell, forcibly snapping his wings 
open. “And if | die-” 


“Tf?” 


“If | die, | can just harass you while you’re at work! | am positively 
guaranteed to make your life worse for all eternity.” 


“If you die,” Philza smiles. “| guess we can work with that.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


crowsworn churches are designed weirdly friendly to travelers 
and homeless people because of the angel's habit of passing 
out in said churches. and even if he didn't, death is a transition 
from one form of life to the next. wouldn't they be kind to those 
living that transition themselves? 


8. Y'know, The Wife 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Meeting the wife. 


Honey is 47 years old when she meets the most beautiful woman in 
the world, but she did not know it then. There’s only one thing Honey 
knows when she meets a golden cow moblin named Lemon for the 
first time- she may not know her breads but she knows a bitch when 
she sees one. 


“Aw, it’s always cute when people mix up the Anadama bread with 
the cornbread,” Lemon sweetly smiles. “It's such a beginner’s 
mistake.” 


“Yeah, well-” Honey splutters for a moment. “-| bet you don’t even 
know what flowers you're wearin’ on your- fuckin’- the-” Her wings 
rattle spitefully. “- why are you always wearing flowers? This is a 
bakery!” 


Lemon leisurely throws her braid behind her back, her hair 
comfortably crowning a very wide set of dark horns. “I'll have you 
know these flowers come part of the package deal. Hot tip, don’t 
dance in fairy rings. A dryad will possess you and give you cute 
flower crowns for all eternity.” 


“Oh noooo,” Honey drawls, “Bless your poor soul.” Honey draws her 
fists up to her eyes and mockingly makes a crying gesture, “Your 
kitschy, softcore, pastel cover girl soul. Did the fairies do the bottle 
blond job for you too, or did you just decide you wanted to look like 
somebody’s first pin-up doll?” 


Lemon throws her head back with a scoff, “Hah! Bottle blondes wish 
they could be as natural as me.” She hands over the pastry bags 
with a sweet smile. “Have a nice day, come back soon.” 


“Aw, thanks!” Honey chirps and bounds out of the bakery. 


Philza is smiling by the door. 


“Oh, don’t you start, sunshine,” Honey hisses. 


“Did you just call that moobloom girl sexy?” Philza snickers. 


“| called her a pin-up doll, there’s a difference.” 


Philza tilts his head down at her. “/s there?” 


“If this is how | find out that the Angel of Death is homophobic, I’m 
about to be very disappointed in you, buttercup,” Honey snarks. 


“What does me being afraid of homes have to do with anything?” 
Philza confusedly asks. “Which I’m not, by the way,” he adds after a 
pause. “I like homes a normal amount just like everybody else.” 


“You sleepin’ in all them church pews says otherwise,” Honey fires 
back. “Those’r ya two mortal talents- bein’ pretty and fallin’ asleep 
everywhere. Peak malewife material right there.” 


“| have a wife!” Philza brightly says. 


“That's nice, dear,” Honey deadpans. 


“She lets me sleep at Her house a lot.” Philza blinks. “Probably 
because | built all those houses.” 


“| think it would be weirder if your hypothetical wife didn’t let you 
sleep at her house,” Honey reasonably points out. 


He stares off into the distance. “Wow, | built so many houses. Why 
did | do that? No one even lives there.” 


“You were talking ‘bout your wife, Phil.” 


“She’s very nice. But also... very, very chaotic.” Philza idly taps his 
cane against the ground. “I wouldn’t recommend meeting Her before 
you're ready.” 


“And when will that be?” Honey asks. 


“When you die, usually.” 


Honey blinks. “Is your wife dead? Do you got a fuckin’ ghost wife? Or 
are you just like, really shitty at modern grammatical tenses, and this 
is the worst possible way for me to find out you’re a widower?” 


“No,” Philza helpfully says, failing to elaborate in the slightest. 


“Is your wife another hardcore?” Honey guesses. 


“Oh, no,” Philza corrects with an airy voice, “she’s Death.” 


Honey feels her throat tighten slightly. “O...kay!” She blinks rapidly. 
“Okay! Cool! Cool, cool.” Quick, think of something to say other than 
‘okay, cool.’ “So does your wife know about me bein’ around you?” 


Philza squints. “I’ve talked about you before, | think. | don’t see why 
She wouldn't know. Why?” 


Honey laughs nervously. “I’m not gonna get smote for all them times 
other people called me your wife, right?” 


“| have this one friend that people have kept calling my husband for 
a fuckthousand years and he hasn't gotten murdered about it yet,” 
Philza offers. “Though that might be because | do most of the 
murdering in that department.” 


Honey hums neutrally. “Cool. ‘cus | don’ wanna get smote for the 
wrong reasons, y’feel me?” 


Philza lets out a forceful laugh that sounds a little too much like the 
cawing of his crows. “What are the right reasons for being smote?” 


“| dunno. Tryin’ to eat your antlers like a toffee, probably.” 


Philza’s antlers swivel back, red crawling down their tips. “Oh, please 
don't.” 


“Then make your antlers stop looking so damn sugary and edible,” 
Honey demands. 


“What the fuck makes my outside bones look edible to you?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Honey opens her eyes to a house she doesn’t recognize, and when 
she looks out the window, there isn’t a sky. Just a rolling sea of 
vaguely starry blackness. 


“Is this the part where | die?” Honey deadpans. 


Not really, but if you insist, that can be arranged. 


The world blinks and Honey sees a Lady. A Lady with an endless 
shadow of hair and dark, dark eyes. Barely even eyes, it was like 
staring into endlessly empty sockets carved upon the secondhand 
memory of a round, dimpled face. 


An autumnal cloak smothers the black of a laced mourning dress. 
There is a veil falling over Her black sunhat, shading Her face- a 
face with the ashy tone of forgotten, buried bones. 


She might have been beautiful, if one dared to think of Her as such. 
Beautiful in that same way Philza was at times- beautiful in the way 
of bones and monuments and dying things. Graveyards and 
winterlands. 


This would be the Wife™, then. 


“So!” Honey leans jauntily against a tea table. (She is just now 
absorbing that there’s a tea table.) “How’s- how’s dyin’?” 


| wouldn’t know. / happen to other people. It’s not really 
something | can experience for myself. 


“Neat!” 


Neat. Why the fuck did Honey say neat? This is going horribly. She’s 
failing at death. She doesn’t know how she’s failing death, but she’s 
definitely, probably managing it. 


“I, uh- | know your husband?” Honey manages. “Guy with the deer 
face and them stupid big wings? Kinda pretty-lookin’?” 


He is pretty! the Lady agrees. She tilts Her head in a dangerous 
sort of way, a small smile gracing Her black lips. Do you like him? 


Oh. Oh, boy. This feels like one of them questions that gots a right 
answer. That distinctly fae kinda right answer that would probably get 
Honey killed if she treads wrong. 


It Kind of makes Honey want to call Philza a silver fox to his wife’s 
face. Just to see what would happen. Unfortunately, Honey wants to 
live, so she doesn't get to learn the answer to that. (Yet.) 


“Do you like him?” Honey asks right back. 


I... like being around him? 


Honey leans forward, waggling her eyebrows suggestively. “But do 
you like, like him?” 


And on god (literally), the Lady’s voice squeaks a little. 


“You doooo!” Honey laughs. “Gods, that’s a fuckin’ riot. You look like 
a schoolgirl.” 


That’s not really- it’s not like he’s mine - The Lady scrunches Her 
face with suspicion. Why, did he say something? 


“lll never tell,” Honey smugly teases, wings fluttering mischievously. 
“Guess you'd better ask him yourself. ‘less there’s somethin’ you 
wanna share with the rest o’ the class-” 


No, no. Honey feels the fabric of the dream forcibly fading around 
her as the Lady pushes Her away. Nice talking to you! Goodbye! 


“Wow, rude -” 


Goodbye. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Phil, | met your wife.” Honey nods approvingly. “Good choice, | think 
She's single.” 


Philza’s brain seems to visibly stutter for a solid tock. “Wh-what? 
What the fuck does that mean?” 


,3 


“Whatever you want it to mean, darlin’.” Honey gives him a firm pat 
on the shoulder. “Good luck figurin’ that one out.” 


9. Summer Wedding 


Summary for the Chapter: 


And | hope your dreams come true. 


“We should go out sometime,” Honey says. 


Lemon furrows her brows despite her smile. “Do you and your 
husband have one of those open marriage type deals or are you 


askin’ me to be a side ho? | do have standards.” 


“Sweetie, you're way too pretty to be just a side ho,’ Honey 


reassures. 


“So it’s an open marriage, then,” Lemon decides. “Fun.” 


Honey’s brain finally catches up to Lemon’s words. “Wait- wait wait 
wait- what husband? | have a husband? Who’s my husband in this?” 


“Y’know! That nice crowsworn man who's always with you.” 


“He’s only nice ‘cus he likes bread more than he likes bein’ a 
bastard,” Honey snarks. 


“So you two... aren’t together?” 


“Hah! No.” Honey smiles in an almost mean way. “I’m pretty sure that 
guy hasn’t even figured out he has a crush on his wife.” 


“You call him pet names,” Lemon points out. “Like, all the time. | 
don't think I’ve ever seen you call him by his actual name.” 


“He’s my emotional support old man and he hates nicknames.” 
Honey waves her hands sarcastically. “It’s the perfect crime.” 


“He calls you honey.” 


Honey blinks. “That's my name.” 


Lemon snorts. “Honey? Really?” 


“It's a curse,” Honey mockingly despairs. “Or a blessin’. Dependin' 
how you wanna bet on it.” 


Lemon smiles. “You know what? | think | like those odds.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


And it was... it was nice. 


It wasn't anything much- mostly just a walk in the park because in 
retrospect Honey doesn't really have that many exciting date ideas- 
but it was nice, and Lemon, well- 


-Lemon kind of wanted to try again. 


So they did. 


They did, and they learned a few new things about each other- 
Honey’s unfortunate knowledge of obscure teas and flowers, the fact 
that Lemon could probably bench press a whole cow. 


And they tried again. 


Lemon learns that Honey grew up in a roost house. Honey learns 
that Lemon is hardcore. They were both going to be around for a 
long long time if they played their cards right, and maybe that’s 
around the time they both realized that this was something that could 
last a little while longer. 


So they kept trying. 


And they sort of never stopped. 


It was around the time that Honey got a job at the tea shop next door 
to the bakery that she realized maybe she didn’t want to stop. 


“Come ‘ere real quick,” Philza says out of nowhere one day. “I wanna 
give you something.” 


“Is it shiny?” Honey immediately asks. “I’m hopin’ it’s a shiny.” 


“Kind... of?” Philza fidgets with his hands. “It’s a thing | made, uh- | 
dunno if you got to have that kind of thing back in the roost house, I-” 
He laughs nervously. “-fuck, | don’t even know if elytron do this kind 
of thing anymore! It’s probably not gonna make any sense-” 


“| love free shit,” Honey interrupts. “Give.” 


Philza puts a small thin box into her hands. Like any reasonable 
person being given a mysterious unlabeled item with no context or 
explanation, Honey opens it with no hesitation or follow-up 
questions. 


It's a... tassel. A button? A button of a red hardcore heart, with a few 
small inverted heart beads in various colors trailing behind on a 
piece of sturdy thread. Honey can recognize the sharpness of the 
etching- Philza must have carved the small details with his own 
talons. 


“| have another one,” Philza starts. “So we match. It’s a- it’s a 
flocknot.” 


Honey stills. 


"I'm not your dad,” Philza slowly says. “I'm not your mom, or your 
brother, or any of those other shitty people that weren't there for you- 
I'm not going to be any of those people, and | won't try. But I...” He 
lets out a shaking sigh. “Il can... be here. Around. Out there 
somewhere, whether in this life or the next. That's all | can give. 
Maybe between the two of us, that'll be enough." A pause. “Even if 
we're not always together anymore.” 


Honey laughs awkwardly. “No idea what’re you talkin’ ‘bout on that 
last part.” 


Philza breathes out a laugh. “I have eyes. And ears. | know you've 
been puttin’ roots down here. That’s okay, y’know? You never had to 
stay with me forever.” 


“| didn’t... | jus’ didn’t wanna up an’ leave you like everyone else 
has.” 


“I'd live even if you did,” Philza insists. “And you won’t- not unless 
you want.” He holds up his own flocknot between his fingers- so 
much older and worn, covered in little knicks and scratches that 
Honey’s is yet to acquire, but still vibrant nonetheless. “We'll be right 
here.” 


Fuck. 


There’s probably tears in Honey’s eyes now. 


Oh gods, there totally is. 


Oh jeez. Oh, no. 


Philza’s face falls. “Sorry, mate, did- is this too much? Did | read this 
wrong? Oh, oh no, it’s okay, | can-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


And it takes a solid few moments for Philza to realize what’s just 
happened. 


To recognize the coal-black wings wrapped around him. 


“You’re makin’ me cry like a god-damned buffoon,” Honey mutters 
into him. “You big dumb bastard.” 


She's holding him. With her wings. 


Huh. 


(So that’s what it feels like. He didn’t realize he’d forgotten.) 


“One of these days, I’m gonna have a summer wedding,” Honey 
promises. “And if you don’t personally show up to weird out all the 
other guests, I’m gonna be very upset.” 


Philza quietly scoffs. “Well, we can’t have that, can we? No one 
deserves to hear your horrid screeching on a nice day.” 


“Exactly. You're doin’ a public service, here.” 


“Im probably gonna get hammered at your wedding,” Philza warns. 


“Just sayin’. 


“If | have to know what the Angel of Death is like drunk, so does 
everyone else.” 


Philza gently pushes down on Honey’s hat. “Alright. If you insist.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


It takes 10 years for Honey to marry the most beautiful woman in the 
world. 


A few of those years were spent getting really really good at fixing up 
teas. At least one of them was spent trying and failing to admit she 
probably needed a cane. 


Five of those years were spent trying not to run from everything she 
ever loved. 


It's- it's hard, sometimes. It’s hard to believe that any of this is real. 
And then it hits her like the weight of a whole mountain that this is 
her life now , and it terrifies her. 


She wants to run. 


(But she didn’t.) 


And Honey marries Lemon on a summer's day. 


There are flowers everywhere, despite either of their best intentions, 
and they served sugarcane tea with the wedding cake they made 
themselves. Their audience is small- the other workers at their shops 
and a few friendly passers by- but there is an audience nonetheless. 


And yes, even a battered old Angel in a crowsworn coat. 


“Im kinda scared t’ fall asleep tonight,” Honey admits to Philza. 
“Maybe | wake up tomorrow an’ none of this ever happened.” 


Philza stares down into his drink. “You know what we call life down in 
the other side? The long dream. Existing in the universe is a dream 
unto itself. Dyin’ ain’t nothin’ more than waking up for a little while.” 


The Angel of Death has no face. He has scattered details, flecks of 
memory and self that no mortal mind could ever hope to make 
pictures of. But Honey thinks, for just a moment, she might have 
seen him- his weathered eyes, the worn scruff of his beard- and that 
he even smiled. 


“SO, it’s alright if this is a dream, | think. Everything is, anyways. If it’s 
real to you now, does it matter?” 


(And he was right. It didn’t.) 
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Summary: 


Techno squints so bad it’s almost funny, before his face clears up 
with exaggerated understanding. “Oh, that. Yeah, that was your 
mother’s name, | think.” 


And Wilbur’s world stops. 
"...What?" 


Wilbur Sam-seong Craft is the son of the Angel of Death. Until he 
isn't, until he is. 


1. The Teacher's Prologue 

Author's Note: 
This work is part of a series. Read the previous parts. 
Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 

Summary for the Chapter: 


MY FATHER IS THE ANGEL, AND MY TEACHER THE 
COVENANT. 


“lam the son of gods,” Wilbur recites. 


The Blood of the Covenant blinks impassively. “Go on.” 


“l’m-” the child hesitates. “l am Wilbur?” 


“Well, don’t ask me.” 


“lam Wilbur,” the demigod repeats, more firmly this time. 


The Covenant lays the blade of his longsword across his lap, 
squinting past his round glasses at the lapis in his hooved hand. 
“And who is Wilbur?” 


| um-” 


The Covenant hunches slightly to inspect his blade. “Take your time, 
kid.” 


Small wings shuffle uncertainly, still puffed with layers upon layers of 
grey down. “I am Wilbur Sam-seong.” 


The Covenant etches delicate lapis lines of endewrit onto old strong 
netherite, an eyebrow just barely, expectantly raised. 


“Wilbur Sam-seong... Mine...craft?” Wilbur fiddles with his glasses. 
“Is it Minecraft or Mine-Craft? Or is it just Craft for me? Is Mine, like, 
a middle name for-” 


“Call it Craft and go on,” the Covenant flatly drawls. “If you sweat the 
details you'll drive yourself crazy. Ask your dad later if it’s still eating 
you alive.” 


“Oh- uh, ok...” 


“So, who’s Wilbur?” the Covenant patiently presses. 


“Wilbur is... cool?” 


(It’s a subtle, split-tick thing. The Covenant actually smiles.) 


Wilbur frowns. “Wilbur is... wildbor. Wild boar?” His mouth flattens. 
“Was | named after you?” 


“Knowing him, probably,” the Covenant concedes. “He gets all 
nostalgic when he’s emotional. Old man.” 


“Aren't you the same age?” 


The Covenant’s gold eyes are so clear they almost look completely 
empty. “Time is a scam invented by the government.” 


“Wow, okay, keep your secrets,” Wilbur snarks. His claws scratch 
idly on the steppingstones of the garden. “Sam-seong is three... 
stars?” 


“Korean, the Covenant rumbles as he continues his enchanted 
etching. “The number three is shorthand for something numerous or 
powerful, and stars are equated to eternity. Three stars.” The lapis in 
his hand sparks with pyrite flecks as he cuts it across the metal. 
“Infinite everlasting.” 


Technoblade never dies comes to mind. It always does. 


“You again,’ Wilbur guesses. “And me... and dad?” 


The Covenant pauses. “You actually got a point there. That kind of 
does fit. It'd probably be right on the money if he was the one that 
picked it out.” 


“What-” 


“Still got one to go, kid.” 


Wilbur hisses with boredom. “Do | have to do Minecraft?” 


“It’s in the name, Wilbur.” 


“Yeah,” Wilbur half-whines, “but like- is it, though? Who’s even 
actually named Minecraft outside of math problems, or like- when 
people don’t want to put their names on stuff?” He crosses his arms 
sullenly. “Dad probably just made it up so I'd look like a person on 
school shit.” 


The Covenant squints, waiting. 


“Ok! Ok! Minecraft means... builder of...” Wilbur trails off. 
“something...” 


The Covenant pauses in his enchanting. 


“Last names used to be very uncommon,” he recalls. “They still are 
in many parts of the world. If someone had a last name, it usually 
meant they were attached to a prominent group, or it was assigned 
to them to show off a title or profession.” 


Wilbur cocks his head. “Like Grian Dreamslayer? For the Battle of 
the Nine Dreamons.” 


“Yeah, you get the idea.” 


The Covenant wipes down errant lapis dust away from his etchings. 


“Minecraft was a name awarded to builders and architects. The kind 
of people so skilled at their craft that they seemed to build the very 
world around them.” He snorts. “Of course, it's been around long 
enough that it’s basically a meme now, but you get the idea. It was a 
real name back in the day.” 


“But Dad isn’t a domain god.” 


“He’s just a nerd who likes to build,” the Covenant flippantly explains. 
“Always has been. We're both too old to let fun things like common 
sense take away our hobbies.” 


“Oh. | guess that makes sense.” 


The Covenant nods to himself, satisfied with his work. “You did good. 
Only stuttered a little bit this time.” 


Wllbur puffs his cheeks, the plentiful down of his face bristling. “I 
don’t stutter! You’re just-” He lets out a long, wavering noise as he 
ruffles his own hair. “You're all weird and big and scary!” 


The Covenant snorts. “Terrifying, I’m sure. What am | doing, holding 
a gun to your head?” He summons his pearl pistol with a dry smile, 
pointing its unloaded face at the far smaller child in front of him. “I’m 
standing over your bed while you sleep going ooh, you better start 


comprehending theoretical physics right this instant or | don’t know 
what I’m gonna do next-” 


“Stop! Wilbur’s nervousness breaks into laughter as he shoves the 
weapon away. “You can’t do that, Techno! If dad finds out you did 
that, he'll kill you.” 


Techno hums skeptically. “Will he, though?” 


They both pause to think about it. 


“You’re right,” Wilbur finally concludes. “He loves you too much. He’d 
just stab you again over breakfast.” 


“Mm, yes, | was wondering when I'd get a new knife for my 
collection.” 


“Whatever. Just don't start bleeding on my cereal, you weirdos.” 


“But iron’s good for you.” 


Wilbur’s laugh slowly trails off. Tiny talons pick at a yellow sweater. 


“So, uh- why- if Dad didn’t name me that, why am | Sam-seong?” 


“Heh?” Techno squints so bad it’s almost funny, before his face 
clears up with exaggerated understanding. “Oh, that. Yeah, that was 
your mother’s name, | think.” 


And Wilbur’s world stops. 


“\.. What?” 


“Yeah,” Techno goes on like it was the most normal thing in the 
world. “That's what Philza told me when you were like- super tiny. 
Around when you guys first moved in with me, now that | think about 
Iie 


He looks back down, finally taking in Wilbur’s shattered expression. 


"You doin’ alright, kid?" 


“L had a mom?” Wilbur’s quiet voice shakes. 


“Yes,” Techno slowly says. “Most people do. That's how kids work.” 
His mouth flattens past his tusks like he would have smiled, but it 
doesn't quite make it. “It’s not like your dad just made you out of 
nothing one day.” 


“But...” Wilbur, despite all of Techno’s praise, finds himself stuttering 
again. “I thought- | thought gods could do that?” 


“Some of them do,” Techno concedes. “But nah. You hatched out of 
an egg like all the other normal kids.” He furrows his brows. “I think. 
He didn't really tell me where he got you.” 


“Normal?” 


Techno shrugs. “You know. Mortal.” 


Oh. 


The piglin stands, stiffly and loudly cracking his neck. “Welp, | finally 
finished touching up Orphan’s Path, so that’s it for enchantments 
today.” He twirls the longsword experimentally before stowing it back 
in its sheath. “I'll need to grind some more levels before | get around 
to the farm tools.” 


He kneads at his hands, cracking his coarse knuckles with another 
series of horrifying crunches. 


“The guild’s got another dragon hunt,” Techno continues. “If that’s 
not enough XP I'll just join a dungeon crawl.” 


(It usually never is enough. Techno always hoarded more magic than 
he ever thought he needed.) 


“I'll probably be gone for the next clock at least, so that’s no more 
school stuff for ya ‘til | get back. So, any questions, you’re gonna 
have to drop ‘em now.” 


“Does- does- um-" 


Dont stutter, stop stuttering, stupid stupid stupid USELESS CHILD- 


“Hey.” A hooved hand settles heavy on Wilbur’s shoulder as Techno 
kneels in front of him. “Slow down, eyas. You're thinking too loud. No 
one’s gonna be mad if you take your time.” 


“But | was doing good-” 


“And you're learning,” Techno bluntly cuts through. “And as long as 
you're still learning, I’m still your teacher. I’m not here to be mad at 
you when you make mistakes, okay?” 


Wilbur nods. 


“So? What’s your last question?” 


“Does Dad... like me?” 


Techno stills. 


“| just-” An unsteady chirp shoves down Wilbur’s throat. “He called 
me the one good thing he ever made. Did he tell you that? The one 
good thing. But |’m just-” 


Wilbur’s small hand clamps over his wrist, a single fragile life mark 
fluttering under his palms. 


Techno leans closer. “Well- if it matters- / think...” 


He scoops Wilbur up, dangling the child by the ankles. 


“you have finally asked your first stupid question.” 


“It's NOT stupid-” 


“You’re gonna ask me?” Techno barks, swinging Wilbur around as 
they walk back inside. “You’re gonna ask me if Philza Minecraft likes 
you? l|'ve seen that idiot driven to giggly stupid tears over you one 
time too many, and he didn’t even have to be drunk for some of 
them!” 


“...Really?” 


Techno’s growl rolls in his barrel of a chest as he shifts Wilbur 
properly into his arms. “Idiots, both of you. But you’ve managed to 
trick your way into being my idiots, so | tolerate it.” 


“Dad’s just...” not home as much these days. “It-t feels like... he’s 
not there sometimes? Even when he is. Like he tries but it’s- it’s like 
I’m not en-” 


“Not your fault,” Techno bulldozes again. “Me and your dad are just 
super old and time is fake. We blink and the dinner table is 5 
decades ago on a different server. Too many memories.” 


“You don’t do that,” Wilbur points out. “Not like Dad does.” 


“You just can't tell when I’m doing it,” Techno corrects. “I’m too cool 
and well trained to give away when I’m zoned out. Your dad, on the 
other hand, is a chronic homeless hermit who only started bothering 
to be around people again less than a decade ago. He's very bad at 
hiding it.” 


“Do you even count as people?” Wilbur jokes. 


“Depends on the day of the week,” Techno jokes right back. 


“Techno, could Dad do that to me? Just... be out of it until I'm old? 
Or until he just-” Wilbur looks off to the side. “-forgets about me?” 


“No,” Techno soberly refutes as he walks them both inside. “Never.” 


Wilbur scrambles to look back up at him. “But how do you know?” 


“Because you're here,” Techno simply says. “And I’m here. And that 
means he will be, too. Even if it takes a bit. Okay?” 


“Okay.” 


Lunch is quiet- not in a bad way, not really. 


But in every stretch of time Wilbur could have filled the silence, he 
simply didn't. 


Techno sighs, aged lines pulling across white-stricken fur as he 
pushes back his plate. “Alright, putting a stop to this. How long has 
this been eating at you?” 


Wilbur lets out a discontent trill. 


“Gimme a timeline, eyas.” 


Wilbur fumbles over a particularly stubborn slice of potato, pushing it 
over leftover bits of stew. “I don’t know,” he grumbles. “I just started 
thinking it one day. And then | didn’t stop.” 


Techno hums. “You ever tell Phil about it?” 


“| don’t wanna bother him.” 


“He’s your dad. It’s kind of his job to be bothered by you.” Techno 
takes off his glasses, kneading at his forehead. “He’s not gonna 
know unless you tell him.” 


“| told you, | don’t wanna -” 


Techno slaps the table hard enough for his bowl to rattle. “Wilbur-” 
Techno frowns, looks down at the bowl, and forces it still with his 
other hand. “Sorry about that. Just- Philza loves you, you know that, 
right?” 


“Mm.” 


“And you love your dad.” 


“Why do you think | didn’t wanna tell him?” 


“It's going to break his heart a/ot more finding out you lied trying to 
make him feel better.” 


And the moment Techno says it, Wilbur knows it’s true. Philza, 
Philza, so happy for his son, his eyas, his little star, his wings, only to 
find out that Wilbur’s just a needy clingy fraud who needs to lie about 
everything to make himself look better- 


“Kid, it's not that deep,” Techno drawls. “Just talk. You’re good at 
that.” 


Wilbur slumps backwards in his seat, wings pinching awkwardly 
under his shell as he leans his weight. “You can’t make me do 
anything.” 


“If you don't, I’m confiscating your Chesticuffs cards until you do.” 


Wine red eyes glare spitefully at blank golden ones. 


“Fffffffffine,” Wilbur finally says. “Whatever.” 


“Great!” Techno smiles brightly, his hooved hands clasping together 
with a hearty click. “Because he’s coming home in three clicks.” 


A pause. 


“Oh gods, you’re not joking,” Wilbur horrifiedly whispers. 


Techno only grins, tusks all out and everything, like some kind of 
smug motherfucker. 


“Hey- hey wait, no, Tec-” Wilbur practically vaults over the tea table 
trying to gather all the dishes. “Oh gods, I- fuck, | thought you said 
that was tomorrow!” 


“Time is a government scam, Wil. We've been over this.” 


“TECHNO, I’M NOT- ’M NOT READY! | LOOK LIKE A FUCKING 
CLOWN!” 


“Are you gonna swear like that in front of your poor fragile father? In 
this wholesome, god-fearing household?” 


“| HATE YOU, | HATE YOU, WHAT THE FUCK, TECHNO-" 


Notes for the Chapter: 


welcome to the season finale kings 


2. The Father's Prologue 


Summary for the Chapter: 
MY FATHER IS THE ANGEL AND HIS CLAIM IS DEATH. 


There’s a note stabbed onto Wilbur’s bedroom door. 


Headed out early, reads Techno’s matter-of-fact Khorsh. Guild wants 
meetup. Don’t buy meat. 


All in all, a pretty normal Shrinesday occurrence. He pockets the 
knife (it’s one of the less fancy ones, and Techno’s had weirder ways 
of gift presentation before anyways) and kicks his door closed. 


There was a bowl of less than appetizing gruel on the counter, a 
Technoblade speciality. Man must’ve slapped together something 
quick for himself before leaving, and dared to grace Wilbur with the 
leftovers. Jokes on Techno, Wilbur actually /ikes serpentine and 
cinder herb porridge. (No matter what Dad says about the validity of 
creeper parts as food.) He clicks a not-so-subtle rhythm in his throat 
as he goes and grabs a spoon, and looks past the counter. 


The Angel of Death is sprawled on one of the hearth chairs- y’know, 
just kind of slumped there with his cane like a lovingly butchered 
corpse. 


Making direct eye contact. In complete, shellshocked, wide-eyed 
silence. 


“Hey, Phil,” Wilbur says. 


What year is it. 


“Same year as the last time you asked,” Wilbur reports with a spoon 
in his mouth. 


...What day is it? 


“Shrinesday.” Wilbur roots through the cabinets, searching for the 
box of blueberries he fucking knows Techno had somewhere in- 


“Second row,” Philza tiredly sounds out, wings settling as he starts to 
look a little more like himself. “He went and put it next to the 
applesauce again. He keeps saying he’s gonna get around to 
making blueberry syrup-” 


“-and then he doesn’t,” Wilbur finishes. He shakes the box mockingly 
as he removes it from its rightful place. “Sucks for him, I’m chucking 
this in his murder porridge.” 


Philza groans, dragging a hand across his unreadable face. “Course 
he’s feedin’ you that trainin’ bullshit again.” 


“You want some?” Wilbur offers, already knowing the answer. 


Philza crinkles his nose. “Pass.” 


Wilbur blinks, and Philza’s not laid out on the couch anymore like 
bloody murder. He’s ambling over to the pantry with a Chatters at his 
shoulder like he’d never been doing anything else, thoroughly 
abusing his poor cane against the shelves as he counts under his 
breath. Two other Chatters linger at the table, pecking disapprovingly 
at Wilbur’s wooden bowl. 


“Has he been good with tutoring and training?” Philza asks as he 
takes out some eggs. “Ain’t throwin’ you to the Nether and shit?” 


“Oh, he- um...” Wilbur decides not to count that one time they went 
piglin bartering as being thrown to the Nether. “-we stopped training 
for a bit,” he says instead. “Tutoring’s going fine, though!” 


One of Philza’s antlers flicks lazily in acknowledgment. “What 
happened?” 


“| just sprained my ankle a bit...” 


Philza’s head tilts sharply as his antlers click, a flat expression 
crossing his face. And then the moment is gone. “Yeah, that’s 
alright,” he decides. “Good call.” 


Yep. Still checked out. This isn’t the first time Philza’s managed to 
completely throw his brain out after coming back from... whatever he 
does for work, but this js the first time he’s done it while a/so 
managing to cook scrambled eggs with sausage at the same time. 


Shenanigans may be in order here. 


“You want me to plate that up, dad?” Wilbur so very innocently asks, 
because he is a good and helpful son who has never done anything 
wrong ever. “You can go and get some tea! Reckon you didn't really 
have any while, uhhh...” 


“Thinning the herd,” Philza vaguely answers. “Death is the 
sandpaper on which evolution polishes its children.” 


(Wow! That sure was one of the sentences of all time!) 


“You can have as much death sandpaper you want when you have 
some tea, Phil,” Wilbur insists. “We got a new tin the other day from 


that one stall. You know, the one that hates you specifically.” 


“Tea-Bagging and Hard Liquor, my one enemy on this earth,” Philza 
distractedly agrees with a sage nod. “We'll- we'll canefight on the 
blood moon and have seven children.” 


“You are so weird when you don’t remember what you’re talking 
about.” 


Okay, Philza’s actually gone to go find the tins, and the majority of 
Chatters has followed him out of blind trust. A glaring tactical 
mistake, on account of the ample opportunity this gives for Wilbur to 
shake both their plates with an extra spicing of serpentine. 


In the midst of chaos, there is also opportunity- all warfare is based. 
Or something like that. 


Tea gets dealt with concerningly quickly- Phil's gone and used the 
haunted teapot, too, wonderful. Wilbur watches his father blankly put 
down a record three whole serpentined bites of sausage before he 
starts looking very confused back at his own plate. 


“When the fuck did | get back to the house?” He looks back at 
Wilbur. “Wow, holy fuck, how long have | been talking to you-” 


“Morning to you too, Dad.” 


“Q-ho-oh-oh.” Philza leans his head into his hands, elbows knocking 
against the counter. “Okay, alright. That just happened. Hell’s fucking 
bells, / am so sorry, Wil.” 


“It’s ok- you were just kinda rambling about children or something? 
And also about fighting the lady at the farmer’s market who hates 


” 


you. 


“Alright, could have been worse.” Philza’s mouth flattens as he lets 
out a nervous laugh. “You weren’t stuck babysittin’ us or something, 
right?” His eyes unfocus with some other thought. “Yeah, no, that 
was just a few tocks.” He aggressively shakes his head. “Right, 
Techno’s not in the house. Just us today.” 


A pause. 


“WAIT, FUCK, IT’S SHRINESDAY, | FORGOT YOU GO TO 
CHURCH-” 


-@He- 


It’s not too weird, gods worshipping other gods. It’s even common, 
almost like a courtesy thing. Even when someone’s, well, spoken for 
by some faith or another, there’s nothing wrong with stepping into a 
local church for a quick blessing. 


Wilbur doesn’t remember his father ever stepping foot inside a 
church. It was usually Techno who went and took him, or the 
teachers at school (back when he was still in school). Philza’s hand 
gives Wilbur’s shoulder a gentle squeeze before pushing him off to 
join the other children at the service. 


He probably doesn't need to go to church. He does have a god dad, 
after all. He just got into the habit at school, and now that he’s at 
home it’s pretty much the only way he can go and see the other kids 
that he used to. 


Philza’s white cane is rested on the bench right beside him when 
Wilbur comes back out the church doors. 


“Yes, | know he’s here,” Philza says to the crows hanging at his arm, 
even as he looks at Wilbur. “You don’t have to say son every time he 
exists for a millitick.” 


“Is Chatters being weird again?” Wilbur asks. 


Philza hums vaguely. No one else can really hear what those birds 
are saying but him, anyway. (Sometimes though, when Wilbur 
stands too close to one of them, he thinks he might hear something 


ringing.) 


“See, now Wi/ thinks you’re being weird.” Philza laughs flatly at the 
apparent despair he’s hearing. “Yes, we're all terribly in love with the 
child, now fuck off!” He pulls Wilbur closer and swipes his cane right 
into the thick of the murder. “We’re walking here.” 


“What does Chatters even tell you, anyway?” 


“Everyone’s flaws,” Philza deadpans. “Come on, we've got a bit of a 
walk.” 


Of course, despite the effort to seem a little more normal for both 
their sakes, Philza never gets it quite right, not enough to dissuade 
every possible stare they could encounter. It’s the little things. It's a 
bird always at his shoulder, it’s the wings just a touch too dark to be 
real. Skin just a little too ivory to be alive and a face no one can quite 
remember. 


(Wilbur does not know what his father’s face looks like. He only 
remembers that he doesn’t sometimes, when other people’s eyes 
slide over where Philza’s face should be without a trace of 
comprehension.) 


Wilbur looks up at where his father’s face is. Blue eyes glance back 
under a veiled hat, and he knows, somehow, despite everything he 
cannot see, that the man is smiling at him. 


Wilbur finds himself smiling back. 


Philza is distracted, except he isn’t. He’s not here, except he is. 


He’s here, Techno had said, even if it takes a bit. 


It's scooping Wilbur up to rest an ankle Philza doesn’t remember 
being told is sprained. 


It’s the way he remembered how Wilbur liked breakfast before he 
even remembered where he was. 


It's taking them both to a music store Wilbur had only mentioned 
once and picking Wlibur’s favorite song on the jukebox without 


needing to ask. 


They have a picnic lunch at one of those nice public gardens on a 
different sky island, and that’s when Philza starts to leave again, a 
hazy contentment in his smile as he holds Wilbur’s hand. (Granted, 
Wilbur has been ranting about anteaters for the past half click, so 
that might be contributing to it.) 


“| hate them so much,” Wilbur says at his dad anyway. “Block long 
tongue ff fuuUUCKS -” 


Before Wilbur can trip off the edge of the platform, Philza sharply 
pulls him back by the arm. 


“| thought you were asleep,” Wilbur tenuously wheezes as he 
steadies himself again. 


“Why would | be asleep?” Philza earnestly asks. “I’m with you.” 


Oh. 


-@He- 


Tell him, Wilbur’s mind whispers. You said you would. 


And what then? What softer way is there to say sorry Dad, I’ve been 
having this anxiety moment for the last couple of months and I’ve 
tricked myself into thinking you secretly don’t love me! How’s your 
day been? 


There isn’t. There Just Isn't. 


Not now, not like this. A radio fading into background noise, wrapped 
up in the night of his father’s wings, lazy tired coos echoed in their 
chests. He can't ruin this. 


| can't do this- 


“| think Techno was talkin’ to me when we got home,” Philza recalls. 
“Like- before he went out? Said there was something you needed to 
do.” 


Ah. Fuck. 


Philza catches his panic. “Somethin’ on your mind, mate?” 


“It’s fine,” Wilbur tries to excuse, “it’s not that important.” 


“He hesitated,” Philza says to the crows around them. 


“Nope. Didn’t happen.” Wilbur burrows his face further into his 
father’s clothes. “I’m sleeping. I’m sleep talking.” 


“Wil.” 


“It's stupid,” Wilbur mutters. “It’s just a stupid question.” 


An Angel's eyes silently bore into him. 


“Just- Il- are we- am | a-” 


Wilbur hides in what meager coverage his own wings can offer. 


“am | your son?” 


Philza stills. 


“I! think | am,” Wilbur adds. “Sometimes. But I- | think there’s a lot of 
stuff about you, and about me, that | don’t really know? That maybe- 
maybe it wasn’t what | thought it was. So, | guess I’m really asking... 
where did | come from?” 


“Ah.” Philza’s smile dims, just barely. “Wil, can | tell you a story?” 


“I’m being serious, Phil! This is important.” 


“| know.” Star damaged fingers find their way through Wilbur’s hair. 
“And so is this. It’s a different story this time, | promise.” 


Wilbur sighs. “Okay. What's this one about?” 


“You.” 


-@He- 


( 


N ANGEL LIVED IN ALONG DREAM. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


(edit: the "evolution is the sandpaper" line comes from this 
lovely short book by anatomika that jaybird314 linked me the 
one time) 


3. Chapter 3 


HE ANGEL OF DEATH moved through the domains of Life and 
Death as quickly and easily as falling asleep. Life itself was his 
dream, and he knew it well. 


When he dreamed of Death, he dreamed a place where he could 
build forests and gardens, seas and castles. He dreamed of houses 
to build for his Lady, trains to ferry the souls that passed through Her 
domain. 


He dreamed a Death forever out of time. 


But no matter how hard he tried, he could not dream to make the 
shades do what he wanted. The souls of the dead had their own 
dreams, and sometimes those dreams didn’t want to board the 
trains- did not want to accept the end and return to the universe. 


But this shade, unlike the others that came before it, dared to 
bargain with him. 


-@He- 


“Angel!” the shade of an elytron suddenly pleads from within the 
crowd of the dead. “Angel, please. Please, Crow Father- help me-” 


Philza backs away from the shade’s reaching hands. “No exceptions. 
You have to board eventually, mate.” 


“Please, it’s not for me-” 


“We don’t do favors,” Philza stresses. 


“| CALL YOUR DEBT TO FEOWERTYNE!” 


This woman in life had been a vassal to Feowertyne- do you 
remember him, eyas? The Ocean Overlord of Flowerfall. When the 
Angel had shattered in Endlantis, Feowertyne let him stay until he 
put himself back together. 


The Angel and the Overlord were never friends, but Feowertyne was 
a good man- a good man owed a debt that the Angel could never 
repay. 


And this shade called upon that debt. The Angel was angry that ever 
she dared, but it made him stop and listen. 


-@He- 


Her name was Sam-seong, once. 


“| know I’m dead,” she says. “I know that, I’m not going to fight it. But 
my baby.” Her voice chokes on a Strangled trill. “My baby doesn't 
have anyone else. They'll die without me.” 


Philza takes a breath. 


“Please,” Sam-seong begs. “It’s only an egg. I’m not asking you to 
raise it, just- do something, please. Anything.” 


Maybe it’s the fact that she’s a raptoris. Maybe it’s the thought of that 
egg, motherless and alone. 


(Or maybe something about broken flocks still calls to him, even 
now.) 


“Alright,” Philza decides. “Here’s what we’re going to do.” 


-@He- 


She was dead and she knew it, but- 
- but you weren't. 


You. Her still unhatched child. She asked me to save her egg, so I- 


-| embedded my blood in your soul. To hold you in defiance of death 
long enough for me to find you where she died and take you. 


And | did. 


| took you and gave you the only lifemarks | could give- my own. 


-@He- 


“Why did you make me hardcore?” Wilbur asks. “Why didn’t you just 
take me to a temple somewhere?” 


“Sam-seong was a vassal,” Philza explains. “If | let you grow as is, 
you would have been claimed by some random god, and- she didn't 
want that for you. She wanted you to be free.” 


His hand runs over Wilbur’s soft curls. 


“Besides, you just would have been like me.” Philza smiles sadly, 
looking down at his own warped lifemarks. “That’s not so bad, | 
think.” 


-@He- 


|, uh- gotta admit, | was hauling you around on my back most of the 
time. Didn't have the time or place to put a hatching box up, 
definitely didn’t want anyone snatching you, so | just stuck some fire 
charms in my enderbox and called it a day. 


| didn’t really think about what | was gonna do with you, at first. | just 
waited for you to hatch. Thought it was easy. 


It didn't really hit me until- until it was actually happening. 


-@He- 


It starts with Chatters pecking at the box, and Philza, fool that he 
was, opening it just in time to see the egg doing, well, nothing. 


Baby 


baby? 
Babybabybaby 


“What are you on about?” Philza lightly asks his murder. 
Baby is cold 


He puts his hand to the shell of the egg. Despite the warmth of the 
box, it feels cold. Still. 


It feels- 


“Nope.” He takes the egg and its blanket out of the box, not caring 
for how the box tips over in the process. “Nope, nope, nonono-” 


A flurry of black claws and beaks cracks through a cloudy shell, 
pieces meticulously ripped aside by his own talons. A tiny damp 
bundle of grey down and brown curls slumps in his hold, unmoving. 


Philza’s antlers click. He sees, and then he Sees- he sees a soul 
burning out like the last wick of a candle, tethered to its body by the 
barest thread. 


He smiles. 


“Not yet,” he whispers, eyes full of stars, wings mantled to trap a 
fleeting life in the night of his wings. 


Down, down, with nowhere else to go, it finds its way back to the 
body it fled. 


A moment. A blink. (An eternity.) 


A heart beats. A body shivers. Puffing breaths whistle with tiny, 
chirping cries. Small and defenseless and so very defiantly alive. 


And the Angel of Death is terrible and vast and horrifying. A 
thousand thousand eyes to see a thousand thousand things. 


For the first time since before he had been an Angel at all, every 
single one of those eyes is looking at the exact same thing. 


“Hi, mate,” Philza shakily trills. 


-@He- 


And when I- | saw you. | held you, and I- 
-it was like the rest of the world wasn't real. All | could see was you. 


Gods, you blinded me. I’d stared at the sun and | couldn't bring 
myself to look away. 


My son. My sun. 


My sunrise. 


4. The Covenant's Interlude 


Summary for the Chapter: 


ASK THUS THE COVENANT. HIS MEMORY IS LONGER 
THAN THAT OF ANGELS. 


Technoblade comes home on the Technobus on the reins of the 
Technosteed leading the Technohounds. 


Which is to say, Techno and the dogs are back from the guild and 
he’s riding Carl’s ice car. 


Technoblade’s house is full of many Certifiably Unusual Things, 
courtesy of both Philza and the man himself. The ice car is one of 
them, and in Wilbur’s not-so-humble opinion, it ranks on the higher 
end of the strange. 


It's probably a one-horse sleigh, and technically it is- in the sense 
that someone (Technoblade) had taken a four-horse carriage, torn 
out the wheels, slapped some sleigh runners under it, and called it a 
day. It is painted in lapis and orchid blues, like the flag of an empire 
long past, there’s a grand white starburst painted on the sides, and 
somewhere, somewhen, somehow, Techno had enchanted the 
runners with frostwalker. 


(In the piglin’s defense, he doesn’t know how it happened either. But 
it's given him an all-terrain sleigh, so he’s not going to question it.) 


“Hallo,” Techno hums as the ice car crawls to a stop. 


“Techno!” Wilbur screeches as he gets promptly mobbed by dogs. 
“Get your fucking dogs!” 


“Good day to you too, oh beloved parasite.” 


“’m gonna suffocate,” Wilbur dramatically despairs under a sea of 
white and creamy furs. “Help meeee.” 


“Mm, yes, how was your dangerous trip, Technoblade?” the piglin 
sarcastically drawls. “| missed you so much, oh wise teacher and 
household provider. Thank you for your contributions to our 
sounder.” 


“This is child abuse,” Wilbur threateningly hisses. 


Techno callously sips at a maple chocolate milkshake, looking down 
at his cherished child from atop his throne of cruelty, utterly unmoved 
by Wilbur’s mortal peril. 


(Fucker. ) 


Philza, avenging angel and divine righteous defender, finally leaves 
his perch on the porch, sweeping his white cane through the sea of 
trampling dog ankles and pulling Wilbur up by the shirt back to his 
feet. 


“Thank you, father,” Wilbur wheezes, “I owe you my life.” 


Philza lets out a sharp laugh. “You said that last week when | opened 
an olive jar, you dramatic fuck.” 


“My liilife...” 


Techno, cold and unfeeling emperor of ice, determinedly stares at 
the other man past Wilbur’s suffering. “Hello, Philza.” 


Philza, no less incapable of cruelty, tenderly knocks his head into 
Techno’s (big and stupid and giant piglin) face. “Hi, mate.” 


This is hell. Wilbur is in hell. He has nearly died of a dog avalanche 
and his exalted caretakers care not for him. When will the madness 
end? 


“This house is a fucking nightmare,” Wilbur loudly says. “I’m gonna 
run away and become a bard where | don’t have to do dumb farm 
work and get run over by dogs constantly.” 


“Darn,” Techno casually responds, “then | brought all these extra 
dragon steaks for nothing.” 


A pause. 


“| will run away /ater.” 


“Of course.” 


Techno and Philza go and kill a lot of random shit- usually dragons 
and guardians or whatever. Wilbur doesn’t really know the specifics. 
All he knows is that buying meat is usually a futile effort in this house 
when someone's about to randomly come home with a dead animal. 


Today that dead animal is a dragon, and it’s getting tossed around in 
shreds in a big pot full of peppers, mushrooms, cheese, and the 
good old potatoes and tomatoes. The giant platter that makes it to 
the table may or may not be made out of a hoglin skull, but that’s 
besides the point. Bone utensils are a completely normal part of 
every household. 


Maybe. 


Probably. 


He thinks. 


(Wilbur’s pretty sure the plates of golden apples and honey that 
make its way into almost every meal isn’t normal, though. That might 
just be a god thing.) 


“No dragon heart this time?” Philza lightly asks. 


“| let Carl and the dogs go for it,” Techno answers as he spoons out 
a few choice tomatoes. “Hungry work today. Speaking of work.” 
Golden eyes bore right through Wilbur’s skull. “Did you do that thing 
you said you were gonna do?” 


“Y-yeah!” Wilbur tries not to let his voice crack as he says it. “Yep, 
totally did that.” 


“We talked,” Philza lightly hums. “It was nice.” 


“We talked about, uh-” Wilbur pauses to tear into some meat. “-we 
talked about Mom.” 


“Oh, good,” Techno notes. “So you don’t think your mom is the 
enderbox anymore.” 


“THAT WAS THE ONE TIME!” Wilbur shouts across the table, face 
absolutely, definitely not blushing. 


“Don’t shout in the house, Wil,” Philza quietly scolds with shut eyes 
as he sips from his tea bowl. 


“You're never gonna let that go,” Wilbur groans, knocking his head 
into the table. “I was like five!” 


“| remember it like it was yesterday,” Techno flatly insists with a dead 
stare. “Your teacher, incredibly concerned, asking us why you drew 
an enderbox on your Mother’s day card-” 


“| hate you, | hate you, /’m never talking to you again -” 


-@He- 


So Wilbur needed to talk to Techno again. 


Well, of course he did. They lived in the same house, and Techno 
was also his primary teacher other than, well, Dad. 


But he, like, really needed to talk to Techno. For those fancy 
commun-i-cat-ive reasons, because he is a good child who 
communicates needs and he will Win being Good Son (a goal that is 
both realistically achievable and normal to have). The problem was, 
unfortunately Techno was asleep in his dumb fucking garden chair 
again, like some kind of lumpy braided potato. 


However, in Techno’s own words, time is fake, and therefore it is not 
in fact sleepy boy time unless Wilbur says it is. And since it's not 
sleepy time, Techno needs to wake up. 


Wilbur brandishes one of Techno’s praying bells with only the most 
benevolent of smiles on his face. 


“BLOOD FOR THE BLOOD GOD!” Wilbur shouts next to Techno’s 
chair, loudly swinging the layered bell in his hands. “BLOOD FOR 
THE BLOOD GOD AND BLOOD FOR HIS COVENANT! O, GLORY 
OF THE UNSPOKEN CHOIRS, SING FOR THE YET UNSUNG 
PSALMS OF TECHNOBLADE-” 


A hooved hand, punctuated by an irritated growl, presses down on 
Wilbur’s face until he knocks into the ground. (Worth it.) 


“What do you want, freeloader?” Techno grumbles. 


“| thought Chrysopoeia was the freeloader,” Wilbur shoots back. 


“You've Officially dethroned her. Now leave my presence.” 


“Leave you to your all-important herb watching?” Wilbur skeptically 
asks with a pointed look at the garden. 


“Mm.” 


“But | have a question,” Wilbur insists. “As a responsible parent-” 


“Not your dad, kid.” 


“AS a responsible parent, you should be encouraging my healthy 
communication skills,” Wilbur smugly chirps. 


Blank golden eyes meet devious wine red. 


“You better not have started another kiddie cult again,” Techno finally 
concedes. 


“| do not start cults,” Wilbur insists. “Anymore,” he quickly adds. “I 
was just- you know how | was talking with Phil the other day? About 
where | come from?” 


“Yes, | recall being neither present or involved with that.” 


“It got me thinking about other stuff, and | was wondering, uh-” 
Wilbur adjusts his glasses. “Why do we live with you?” 


“Friends can live together,” Techno easily responds. 


“| mean, / guess, but-” Wilbur taps his claws on the arm of Techno’s 
chair. “He talks like he used to live by himself a lot? And even a little 
bit after he had me? So... what changed?” 


“You don’t remember?” Techno blinks, tilting his head. “Oh, | guess 
you would have been too young. You were what- two years, 15 
months? Guess that would have been too early.” 


“Remember what?” Wilbur frowns. 


“Phil almost died.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 
reminder that years in orphan's path are 18 months long 
also, welcome new orphan's path co-author 


ConcoctionsFromHell! They're the one that came up with the 
farmer's market rivalry. 


5. Chapter 5 


You know how your dad and | can get, eeeeeeh, a little too focused 
for our own good sometimes? 


Gotta preface and say that’s not a god thing- we've checked. 
Though, uh, divinity definitely makes it worse. It’s this thing called 
hyperfocus, some people’s brains are just like that apparently. We’re 
like that. 


Long story short, when you came into the picture, Philza kinda lost it. 
And by ‘kinda’, | mean you... became his hyperfocus. Like sure, 
parents are supposed to be a /ittle creepily invested in their kids, but 
the guy was obsessed with you. Haulin’ you around everywhere in 
that enderbox, always talking to you, always keeping an eye on you. 


Every eye. Including the ones he kind of needed to see anything 
else. 


He was so fixed on you that it was literally blinding him, and it almost 
killed him. 


It, uh- it happened on another server in Sky. Maybe on any other 
day, it would have been fine, alright? Sky’s always been pretty safe 
compared to everywhere else, you know? 


It was just a freak accident, and... Phil didn’t notice in time. 


Philza wonders sometimes if people think he’s a little odd. 


He must be. This odd old man in odd clothes carrying an odd box 
everywhere with, well, an entire child in it. 


Not his fault that Wilbur’s kind of impossible to put down. 


Every part of his mind catches on the orbit of this child. Over the 
meager space of just under three years, the countless centuries of 
his existence have been neatly, thoroughly cut into a before and 
after. 


The call to his son is now only second to the voidstruck call of his 
Lady Herself, and even then- even then. 


It is all too easy to see Wilbur and forget he is anything else than the 
father of his son. The immortal expanse of his mind stutters to a 


clicking, screeching halt to still, to see, to be, if only for one blessed 
moment. 


The islands of Sky are safe, even more so in comparison to the Sky 
of his childhood. The march of mortal progress crawls on and on and 
on. They tame the seas, they tame the stone, they tame the wilds, 
they tame the lightning. Funny how he only notices it now- now, 
when he is brought to halt, when he is forced to stop and look and 
live at the same pace of the life held in his arms. 


The Angel of Death can find the folly of it all beautiful, in its own 
fleeting way. 


But Philza forgets, these days, what he is. He forgets his eyes are 
for more than watching his child. And he forgets that the mortal 
illusion of safety is only that- illusion. Peace of mind. 


Every safety net has holes. 


He sees a zombie in the reflection of Wilbur’s eyes and he nearly 
forgets that he should fucking react. It’s only his finicky personal 
space that gets him to smack his cane fast enough to knock the 
thing aside at all. 


A zombie. In Sky. Something about that fact feels significant and his 
mind is too slow to pick up the pieces. So slow he doesn't notice the 
other zombie until it’s already on him. 


Wilbur shrieks as they fall back. Fuck, fuck, he can’t be FUCKING 
RUSTY RIGHT NOW, WILBUR WILBUR WILBUR- 


“Alright, Wil,” Philza unsteadily laughs as he pushes down the lid of 
the enderbox. “I’m gonna need you to hang tight there, okay? Just 
be quiet and everything’s-” He kicks away grabbing rotted hands with 
the talons of his feet. “-e-e-eveerything’s gonna be okay. Just 
whatever you do...” 


Philza sees red crawling up his antlers, red in the tunnel of his vision, 
ringing ringing red singing in his ears as he opens his blade from his 
cane for the first time in years. 


“_..no peeking.” 


-@He- 


It probably sounds like a stupid way to go out- a bundle of baby 
zombies and a spider. But there’s no such thing as an opponent 


that’s beneath you, Wil. Sometimes it’s not about skill, it’s just... 
time. 


The spawners and the spiders got lucky that day. Phil didn't. 


-@He- 


Dad said no peeking. But it’s quiet now. Wilbur hasn't heard any 
monsters and he hasn’t heard Dad. Wilbur pokes his head out of the 
box. The box is... on the ground? 


He crawls out a little more, letting out a small cheep as it tips over. 


There’s a broken birdcage on the ground, like someone fat stepped 
on it. 


Where’s Dad? 


A Chatters is looking at him. He holds a finger to his mouth. 


“Shh, shh. No peeking. Be quiet.” He crawls all the way out of the 
box. “No peeking, no peeking.” 


Dad is still holding the box, but he’s on the ground like he’s sleeping. 
Did- did he fall? 


“Da’?” Wilbur crawls under his dad’s wings. The pretty black feathers 
are all crooked and shakey. He pats Dad’s face. “Ba-ba-ba-ba-ba...” 


Blue eyes flutter open under golden hair. “H-h... WI?” 


“Hi,” Wilbur whispers with a smile. 


“Hi, mate,” Dad slurs out. 


“You got stars all over you!” Wilbur giggles. 


Dad frowns, eyes flicking down at his hands, his clothes, and wings, 
and all the stardust painted on the ground. 


“Oh.” Dad’s hands start shaking with a quiet laugh, more stars 
spilling out the side of his mouth. “Y-y-eh-hehe-ah, I-looks like | d-d- 
d-do.” 


“You sound funny.” 


Dad’s laugh sounds like a flute for some reason. “I’m okay, Wil. I’m 
Okay.” 


“Okay. EE 


Wilbur puts his hands on the stars. 


“Wh’t are you doin’, eyas?” 


He slaps his painted hand on the ground. “Shapes.” 


Dad laughs again, the smile pushing into his eyes. He looks tired. 
“Cant let good s-t-t-ars go t’ waste.” 


Star-covered hands draw a smiley face on the ground. 


“You made a friend,” Wilbur whispers. 


“Yeah, mate,” Dad whispers back. His hands draw a crooked square 
with little triangles on it, and gives the shape funny teeth and big 
angry eyebrows. “There we go. There’s another friend.” 


He scratches three lines over the shape of the friend. 


““s nicer th’n he looks, | prom’se.” Another dot under the triangle 
ears. “My best friend.” 


Wilbur gasps. “Can he be my best friend, too?” 


Dad smiles. “ ‘ course, Wil. He'll...” His hand twitches and drags 
against the drawing, leaving a thick trail of stars flowing out behind it. 
“Kk’ sure... you're...” His eyes start to close. 


He doesn't finish the drawing. 


“Dad?” Wilbur shakes at a still hand. “Dad, you stopped.” 


Dad doesnt move. 


“Daaad!” Wilbur tugs at his father’s antlers. “You can't fall asleep 
outside! You said not to!” 


No smile. No laugh. Nothing. 


Only sleeping and stars. 


(Wilbur, alone). 


A whine builds up in Wilbur’s throat. This isn't- this is wrong. 


Dad isn’t nothing. Dad is giant wings and soft eyes and smiling and 
singing and laughing and singing, not cold on the ground spilling 
Stars out of his mouth. 


“Hi, mate,” Wilbur whispers, high and soft like his father’s voice. “Hi, 
mate.” He burrows into his dad’s hair and spreads shaking wings as 
far as he can. “Hi, mate.” 


It’s okay. It’s okay. It’s okay. 


Wilbur hears someone crying. 


It’s okay. 


He hears ringing. (Singing?) 


There’s a bright light in the sky. Red and white and gold. (Like the 
sun?) 


Like hands, reaching, like panicked voices touching him and Dad 
and Chatters and all the stars on the ground. Wilbur holds on tighter 
to his father’s hair and closes his eyes. 


“Oh, kid- HEY! Get someone else, there’s a kid over here!” 


“Hi mate,” Wilbur whispers into his father’s hair. “Hi, mate.” 


Gentle hands pry his fingers open. “Let go of the Angel, child.” 


Wilbur shakes his head. His hands are forced open and he screams. 


“NO! NO, NO, NO, NO- DAD! DA-A-AD, NO STOP- STOP IT-” 
“Kid- kid, it’s okay, we’re Mojang, we’re trying to help, okay?” 


“He’s probably in shock-” 


“Shit, shit- how long has this guy been here? If we don’t get him out 
NOW, he’s gonna turn into a fucking supernova-” 


“STOP IT!” Wilbur screams, hitting and clawing at everything he can 
touch. “STOP IT, STOP IT, LEAVE HIM ALONE-” 


Something breaks like glass. A mist falls over his face. Wilbur sobs 
until everything goes black. 


-@He- 


He could either win the fight or keep you safe. 


He chose you. 


6. Chapter 6 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Today's art was lined by Aenor and colored by Satan. Philza's 
necklace was designed by Aenor and Concoctions. 


“So, what does this have to do with you?” 


“Well ya see, kid, | was mindin’ my own damn business, and | had to 
hear my big bestie ended up in major god hospital.” 


-@He- 


The Blood of the Covenant enters Mojang rarely. He attends 
summits- when it suits him, when it is convenient, when Mojang itself 
calls for him. But the politics of the divine host are of little concern to 
his calling or even his passing interest. 


The Blood of the Covenant has entered Mojang in pursuit of the 
body of the Angel of Death, for Blood and Death have followed each 
other for longer than gods can remember. 


Technoblade enters Mojang, because he needs to find Philza. He 
needs to find Philza, because Philza did not die, Philza would not 
die, PhilZa COULD NOT DIE. 


Because if Philza were to die, it would be a death worthy of his 
name. A Sspiteful final stand that took the rest of the world down with 
him. Barring that, something peaceful, perhaps. Beautiful. 


(Barring that, by the hand of the Covenant himself. An Angel and a 
Covenant will never die, but they have always been each other’s 
exceptions. If the day finally came that one would raise their hand to 
strike down the other, so be it.) 


Philza’s death should be worthy of the life he lived. Not bled out in a 
nameless city from the negligence of faulty spawn proofing, yet 
another nameless Statistic to be forgotten in mortal obituaries. 


lf Philza was here, he would have found it fitting. He would have 
laughed at the anticlimactic brevity of his own end, no matter what 
Shape it took. 


But Philza is not here. Only the Covenant remains. 


It takes... almost insultingly long to be allowed to see him. Philza 
was not awake enough to vouch for Techno, and it’s several wasted 
tocks of elaborating that yes, the Blood of the Covenant does in fact 
know the Angel of Death and is trusted with his affairs, until some 
older, more experienced clerk intervenes and lets him through. 
Techno does not allow himself to be angry. Mojang is nothing if not 
thorough. 


-@He- 


| should probably make up something cool about me being at your 
dad’s bedside like oh, Philza, my Patroclus! Entrails of my soul, core 
of my heart, there is no template to this pain! 


But naaah. | was there, and he was just clocked out in his bed on, | 
don’t know, ten different drugs. So many drugs. Your dad is a 
disabled hardcore man who also happens to be a god that predates 
most modern medicine, he’s a /ogistical nightmare for hospitals, 
even the god ones. 


Apparently, they had to sedate him so he didn’t accidentally-on- 
purpose kill everyone? Which in my opinion, kind of excessive- but 
also? This is Phil we’re talking about. | fully believe he could do that. 


And | was getting told what they knew about what happened, as one 
does in hospitals, and they mentioned that... there was a kid with 
him, when they found him. You. 


-@H<e- 


“| was there for that?” 
“Yep! Horrifying, but true!” 


“Wait, if | was there, where was |? It’s not like they have, like, a god 
orphanage or something, right?” 


“Right?” 
“So | went to the god orphanage-” 


“TECHNO-” 


-@He- 


It’s been two... days? 
It’s been two days since Wilbur’s seen his dad. 


Since the sun people dressed in red and gold came out of the sky 
and took Dad away. 


They took Wilbur, too. They made him go to sleep and he woke up in 
a weird house with a bunch of other kids. They don't stay like Wilbur 
does- other people will come pick them up or drop them off. 


They’re not normal kids. Their skin will look funny, or they'll have the 
wrong amount of arms and legs, their voices have that singy sound 
to it like Dad’s when they ask if Wilbur wants to play. 


He doesn’t wanna play. He wants Dad. 


Another person comes into the weird kid house. 


A really big person. A furry person with hooves and big teeth and 
angry eyebrows and braided stripey hair, wearing a big fluffy red 
blanket around his clothes. There’s a mask on his square face and 
his eyes are gold like Dad’s hair. 


“You smell familiar.” The big man’s voice is low and flat and stuffy. 
He kneels down in front of Wilbur, red dragging down against the 
floor, and Wilbur sees a long tail curl around them both like a lion’s. 
“Do you know a man with gold hair and black wings? He wears 
green clothes.” 


“That’s my dad. How do you know my dad?” 


The big man turns his head. On one of his big fluffy ears, there’s a 
shiny stone made of green and gold, just like the one Dad wears. 
“Your dad is my friend. | came here to find you.” 


“Do-” Wilbur tries to be good, to not let his voice shake. “-do you 
know where Dad Is?” 


It’s hard to tell what the man feels like behind the dark mask, but his 
mouth goes flat. “Did no one tell you what happened?” 


Wilbur shakes his head. The man sighs. 


“Okay. Your dad got hurt, so he can’t pick you up. Since I’m your 
dad’s friend, I’m gonna take care of you for a little bit, alright?” 


“Can we see Dad?” 


The man’s eyes look sad. “Yeah, of course, kid. Whatever you want. 
We just gotta make a few trips first, okay?” 


Wilbur feels tears pooling on his face. 


“Hey, hey, | didnt say no. | just wanna make sure you have 
something to eat and get you a little cleaned up.” The man smiles, 
and it pushes awkwardly past his big teeth. “You don’t want to look 
all crummy in front of your dad, do ya?” 


“No,” Wilbur concedes. 


-@He- 


So | met you, and you were all small and weepy and pathetic and 
whatever- you know, normal kid stuff. Also you hadn’t seen your dad 
in a few days and nobody told you what happened, so you were sad. 
Understandable. 


You thought Carl’s ice car was cool. Thank gods for that, | suck at 
actually making little kids feel better. I- | tried, though, you know? You 
would ask questions, | would answer them. | yoinked us back to the 
server you had been staying at to go pick up your stuff and found out 
you were- hah, Phil had you guys living out of Charon the whole 
time. Kind of a bit scuffed, | wasn’t used to kids your age. 


Philza was happy to see you, though- even if he was still, you know, 
on way too many drugs. 


-@He- 


So Techno brought the kid over to Philza, because that’s how being 
a Responsible Child Watcher works. 


Maybe. Probably. Do not quote Technoblade on the soundness of 
bringing a very young child into the presence of his grievously 
injured father. The kid wanted to see his dad, that’s just how it is. 


In his defense! In his defense, he doesn’t know what he was 
supposed to expect out of two-year-old elytron. They brought snacks 
and Techno had told Wilbur not to be loud and jumpy or punch his 
dad in the gut or anything. In his defense, Wilbur had said he would 
in fact follow these directions. 


And then Wilbur had climbed up the bed and slapped Philza right 
over his bandaged chest. As one does. (Thanks, kid.) 


Philza stutters to life with a concerningly pathetic wheeze. “Gods, my 
bones.” 


Wilbur freezes at the sound of his father’s voice, his bubbly bouncing 
trailing off with sudden shyness. “Hi.” 


There’s a softness to Philza’s smile- fragile and awestruck and so 
unabashedly loved in a way Techno had never seen in him before. 
“Hi, mate.” 


Wilbur bursts into tears. Techno feels his tail knock agitatedly into the 
bed as the child suddenly collapses into Philza’s tired hold with the 
most confusing combination of sobs and joyful trills the piglin’s ever 
had the privilege of hearing. 


And Philza? 


Philza- wanderer, drifter, eternally distantly immortal Philza- he 
simply wraps his arms around that fitful bundle of sadness, cooing 
wordless comforts into brown curls like he’d never known any 
different. 


Techno breathes a soft laugh. It hurts. 


-@He- 


And Phil and I... had a talk. As the true besties do. 


-@He- 


“So,” Techno flatly asks, “your kid always that much of a crybaby?” 


“He’s just tired,” Philza whispers, running a star damaged hand over 
the sleeve of a sleeping child’s sweater. “Usually a lot more chaotic, 
to be honest.” 


“I got your clothes back.” 
Philza sits up- or tries to at least. “They took my clothes?” 
“Yes, hospitals tend to do that.” 


Philza’s antlers click and stutter as his hands roam his face, his 
throat. “Did- they didn't- did | lose my-” 


Techno opens his hands. In one, a delicate golden chain clasping 
around a gilded blackstone heart. In the other, an emerald earring 


still shining like a star. The marks of a Lady and a Covenant. 


Despite the years apart, Philza tilts his head and trusts Techno to 
return them to their rightful place, stuttering a relieved sigh as the 
familiar weight returns to him. 


“You idiot.” Techno thumbs at the worn lines of his friend’s face. “I 
almost lost you, Phil.” 


Philza hums wordlessly into Techno’s palm, neck leaning into the arc 
of his hand. 


“| don't see your face for half a decade and you get a kid and try 
dying without me.” Techno snorts harshly. “What do you have to say 
for yourself?” 


“| missed you,” Philza hazily smiles. 


Techno chuffs, mouth flattening into a nearly returned smile of his 
own. 


“| picked up Charon,” Techno adds after a silence. “Brought it back to 
my place.” 


Philza blinks. “You’ve settled down again?” 


Techno hums his assent. “Hypixel gave me a sky island on his 
server. Good guilds, good trades. | got a farm goin’ now.” He leans 
back in his seat. “It’s nice.” 


“Thanks for pickin’ up the ship. And- and-” Philza frowns, fighting a 
wavering unfocus in his eyes. (The drugs must be kicking in again. 
Fun.) “-watchin’ out for Wil. Sorry about that, mate.” 


“Yeah, well.” Techno crosses his arms, golden eyes flicking back to 
the child in his friend’s arms. “For you the world, Phil.” 


“| know,” Philza happily sighs. “I know.” 


There’s a dull clicking noise. They look down to find Wilbur, who’s 
moved in his sleep to gnaw on the railings of the hospital bed. Philza 
clucks long-sufferingly as he pries the child’s mouth away. 


“No more than a week, | promise,” Philza chuckles. He pats weakly 
at Techno’s hand on the bed. “Gimme a few days to walk straight 
again, we won't crash on your couch for longer than that.” 


Techno clasps Philza's hand before it leaves him. 


“Stay,” he whispers. 


| talked him into staying for a few weeks. You know, just to shake off 
the hospital jitters, give you both time to settle down after the scare. 


And then you stayed a little longer to fix up the ship. And then you 
stayed to fix Carl’s ice car, because Phil insisted on absolute 
reciprocity and all that. 


And then you stayed to help with the harvests in the garden, and you 
stayed to wool the dogs. 


And we kept saying, just a few more days, that’s all. A few more 
days turned into a few more weeks, and then another month, until... 


Until you stopped packing your things. 


Until | stopped giving you excuses to stay. 


Until you just never left. 


-@He- 


“So...” Wilbur’s voice is so small neither of them barely hear it at all. 
“everything was just a big accident. Living here, and being with 
you, and... me.” 


“Yep!” Techno bluntly surmises. 
“Oh.” 


Techno frowns down at Wilbur’s stricken expression. “Kid, that’s not 
a bad thing.” 


“But it was all just a big mistake!” 


“Yes, and?” Techno stands up from out of his chair, stretching out 
with a thunderous popping of way too many bones. “Me and Phil got 
to see each other again.” He gestures out at his spitefully thriving 
garden. “We get to have all this.” 


His weathered, white-stricken hand pushes down firmly into Wilbur’s 
hair. 


“You got to be here. And because you got to be here, | got to meet 
you. Is that really the worst mistake of our lives?” 


“Still a mistake,” Wilbur half-heartedly tries to refute. 


“Then it’s the best mistake we ever made,” Techno insists. 


"Techno?" 


"Ayup.” 


"Why'd he do that? I'm not even his real baby. Why did he have to do 
all that?" Wilbur looks up with watery eyes. "Why did he have to get 


hurt for me?" 


"Do you know what the name Phil means?" Techno asks. 


Wilbur shakes his head. 


"Philia. Love. Because he loves life, Wilbur," Techno gently says. "He 
didn't need a reason. He never will. He saved you because he's 
Philza, and Philza- Philza Minecraft is a good man." 


"| don't get it." 


"You don't have to." Techno smiles flatly and slaps Wilbur right at the 
root of his shell, forcing downy wings to flap open with an indignant 
squawk. “Now come on. Get inside. | think it’s almost dinner time, 
and | don’t want your dad to eat all the pasta without us.” 


7. A Faded Photograph 


Summary for the Chapter: 


At least to remember her by. 


“Wil?” Philza whispers at him. “C’mere, eyas.” 


Wilbur climbs down the library shelf, the too-many books in his 
hands forcing his walking pace to a disgraceful waddle. He slams 
down his books on the table. “Oof.” 


“You been doin’ alright, mate?” Philza gently asks. 


“Is this about my mom?” Wilbur wonders. 


“And the other stuff, but- yeah.” Philza’s eyes soften. “Il know it was 
probably a lot. We were gonna wait until you were a little older to tell 
you all that stuff, but-” His little laugh jumps through his shoulders. “- 
gods, you’ve always gone too fast for me, haven’t you?” 


“| wish | got to meet her,” Wilbur admits. “Then maybe at least when | 
think about her, | could be sad. She doesn’t have anyone to be sad 
she’s gone.” 


“Everyone hurts different about death, eyas. Some people don’t hurt 
at all. That’s fine, too.” Philza tilts his head. “But | think we can do 
something about that first part. It's a new moon tonight, you know.” 


“How would you know?” Wilbur asks. “There’s no day or night in 
Sky.” 


“There is if you know how to look for it,” Philza corrects. “It’s just hard 
to see when all the mist keeps fucking up the light too much to tell 
the difference.” He takes out a small drinking bowl from his inventory. 
“Here, put one of your feathers in there.” 


When Wilbur relinquishes one of his many overly loose baby 
feathers, Philza presses a bundle of crow’s bones in his hand. 


“And now you throw that into the bowl!” Philza instructs. “Just like a 
pair of dice.” 


Wilbur drops the bones into the bowl. 


Philza nods and stares off into nothing. Sam-seong, are you there? 


The world blinks and Wilbur sees- 


-he sees- 


-he Sees. 


He sees a tall thin elytron lady with messy hair and dark eyes and a 
silver godforged arm going up to her elbows. He thinks her clothes 
might have been blue, once- it’s hard to tell. Everything about her 
looks like a fading photograph. A drawing etched in the sand, waiting 
to be washed out by the next ocean tide. 


“Hi?” Wilbur shyly says. 


“Oh.” The shade cups her hands over her shocked mouth. “Oh, it’s 


you. 


“Sorry about the wait, mate,” Philza apologizes to her. “He wasn’t old 
enough yet.” 


Wilbur looks to his father, and back to the shade. “Are you- are you 
my mom?” 


Sam-seong looks like she might cry. “Yes,” she nods. “Yes, | was.” 


“You have every new moon,” Philza says to both of them. “You can’t 
touch, but you can talk as long as you like.” He looks down at Wilbur. 
“Tell me when you’re done, and I'll teach you how to say goodbye, 
okay?” 


Wilbur nods mutely. 


And he’s left alone with nothing but himself and his ghosts. 


“I can play music,” Wilbur starts. “You wanna see?” 


Sam-seong’s shade smiles. “Yeah. | do.” 


8. Eyas' Epilogue 
Summary for the Chapter: 


MY STAR. MY WINGS. MY SUN. MY SON. 
| WILL LOVE YOU FOREVER. 
| WILL LOVE YOU FOREVER. 
| WILL LOVE YOU FOREVER. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


| know we'll never grow old together 
‘cause you'll never grow old to me... 


Philza’s eyes flutter open, a soft noise on his lips as his antlers click 
sluggishly to an awareness of the weight on his chest, of the gentle 
touch of halting hands gliding through his wings. On blind instinct, his 
own hands reach to reciprocate, talons finding the dusty delicate 
softness of down feathers. 


“You don’t have to,” Wilbur whispers. 


His father’s head gently knocks into him, murmuring some 
inarticulate string of Talon, weathered fingers combing out loose 
down. “I swear you're losing down by the tock,” he notes. 


“Reckon my wings'll go bald at this rate,” Wilbur grumbles. 


“It just means your proper feathers will come in soon,” Philza 
reassures. He allows himself a tired chuckle. “Gods, look at you. 
You'll nearly be a man now. What happened to my baby boy?” 


Wilbur turns over one of his own fallen feathers in his hands. 


“What am | gonna be to you?” Wilbur hesitantly asks. “When I’m not 
a kid anymore?” 


“You're my son,” Philza simply answers, straightening grey childish 
feathers. “No matter what happens to you, no matter what you do. 
You'll always be my son.” 


Wilbur tries not to let his hands shake as he clips the quill of his 
feather on the edge of a string, tying it into the small braid on the 
side of his father’s hair. “Even when | get too old to be?” 


“You will never grow old to me,” Philza easily smiles, tying a black 
feather into Wilbur’s own small braid with red string. “Not now, not 
ever.” 


“You promise?” 


There’s something old and sad and all too knowing in Philza’s eyes, 
the soft song of his laugh tinged with a note that Wilbur can’t quite 
understand. 


“| promise.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Thank you for reading the season 2 finale of Orphan's Path! 
We'll be taking a few days break from chapter updates before 
hitting season 3. 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 
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. If you make or find fanart of our series, @ us on those 
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our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 
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Summary: 


"What if we’re too red and Wilbur runs into us at the wrong time and 


we- 
“But you didn’t,” Techno stresses. 


“| can’t bet my son’s life on that, Tec’.” Philza shakes his head. “/ 
cant.” 


After a too-close call with a baby zombie, there's a part of Philza 
that's a little too afraid of his own child. Philza takes... measures to 
correct this. Not all of them good. 


1. Too High A Number 


Author's Note: 


This work is written with the assumption you have read prior 
parts of the series. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Neither Philza or Techno held the illusion that Philza had gone out of 
his latest brush with death unscathed. 


Baby zombies and a spider. It's such a stupid way to go out on 
paper, but any spider was bad news, and baby zombies had twice 
the speedy nastiness of a normal one and all the same bite. 


It’s the little things now. 


It’s a new set of tooth and claw marks climbing up Philza’s leg that 
make him lean on his cane a little more. Clutching at his enderbox 
like his life depends on it and the most random moments, or seeing a 
sleeping Wilbur and needing to make sure he’s still breathing, just in 
case. 


They had failed to consider if anything different had happened to 
Benihime. They hadn’t even thought of it until Techno saw his best 
friend flinch at his own child running up to him. 


“Woah, hey!” Techno puts a bracing hand on the Angel’s shoulder. 
“What’s wrong?” 


Benihime mutely shakes its head and steps gingerly away from its 
child’s path. Wilbur laughs at this seemingly new game, bounding 
around on his little toddler legs to paw at Benihime’s lightly rattling 
wings. 


Techno laughs. “He’s not a wild animal, bro. You can tell him to back 
off.” 


“Don't like it,” Benihime whispers under its breath. “Make it go away.” 


Techno frowns. “It’s just Wilbur.” 


Benihime tilts its head at him. “What the fuck is a Wilbur?” 


“That’s-” Techno’s eyes flick between Benihime and the bouncing 
child. “Benihime, that’s your son.” 


“What?” Benihime lightly shakes its head. “No, no, | don’t-” Its voice 
trails off. “-| don’t- / don't-” 


Wilbur’s tiny, delicate talons knead at Benihime’s clothes. “Da! Hi, 
Da.” 


“| don’t-” Benihime’s chest half-stutters as a sharp dark red runs 
down its antlers. “Il don’t- / can’t-” 


“Wilbur!” Techno cheerily calls out, kneeling down to beckon the kid 
over to him, away from Benihime’s increasing confusion. “You 
remember where | keep the nice crunchy bones for the dogs?” 


“Yeah!” 


“Go feed the dogs for a bit, okay?” Techno pushes his hand down on 
Wilbur’s downy hair. “Make sure to tell them to share.” 


“Okay!” Wilbur runs off in the direction of the kennels. “Puppy, puppy, 
puppies...” 


Techno’s head snaps back to Benihime. “Talk to me.” 


“| don't have a kid,” Benihime quickly says. “We- we never had a kid, 
| d-d-d-don't-” Its antlers swerve back sharply. “No! If we had a kid, 
we would have- | don’t have- | would know, why don’t | know?” 


“Okay.” Techno takes a deep breath. “Okay. Okay, we can work on it. 
Try to get some sleep, or- or tap out, and we'll talk to Phil later about 
it, alright?” 


Benihime shakily nods. 


-<>Y<>- 


“It doesn’t know who Wilbur is?” Philza incredulously parrots. 


“Didn’t recognize him at all,” Techno reports. “It got really freaked out 
around him, too. It’s like the way you get all jumpy around kids now, 
but worse.” 


“That doesn’t make any sense,” Philza murmurs to himself. “It’s been 
around for even when Wilbur was an egg! Why would it suddenly 
forget now, what-” He tenses. “-oh, gods.” 


“What is it?” Techno nervously asks. 


“When | almost died protecting Wilbur,” Philza grimly starts. “Fuck, 
Benihime tanked most of that. It must have suppressed too hard and 
got rid of Wilbur ‘cus he was there!” 


“Is that a thing?” 


Philza frustratedly claps his hands together. “It’s as good as I’ve got! 
Fuck.” He drags a hand across his face. “Oh, gods, this is bad.” 


“Okay.” Techno tents his hands in front of his face. “So, if it’s just 
suppression, then the memories can come back, right? It'll wear off if 
we just let them hang around each other more.” 


Philza lets out a stressed warble. “Il guess, but what about Wilbur? 
He’s practically still a baby. He’s not gonna understand me not 
knowing who he is! We can't just do that to him.” 


“’m not saying force the two guys in a room until Benihime figures it 
out,” Techno concedes. “Just... let them run into each other 
sometimes?” 


Philza lets out a long, unsure hum, but he doesn’t argue it. 


-<>Y<>- 


The more Philza reaps, the more red he becomes. A red that crawls 
down the bone of his antlers, bleeds into his eyes, until the lifeblood 
of Death is all that remains. 


It's not a bad thing. It just is. But it does put a violent sort of 
momentum into him that needs a little help to come down 
sometimes. 


Benihime isn’t an exception to the red. Its body is Philza’s, one and 
the same. 


“What did Phil run into this time?” Techno lightly asks, already 
grabbing a washcloth for the bloodstains. (None of it is the Angel’s 
this time, thankfully. The red on its clothes is all too mortal.) 


Cave spider arrow, Benihime lowly mutters as it tiredly sinks its 
bloodstained face into the offered cloth. God damned skeletons are 
gettin’ creative. Pain got too much. | had to get us home. 


That's a pretty routine cause for Benihime’s fronting, all things 
considered. Benihime can’t exactly feel /ess pain, but it was better at 
coping with the pain it took, at least long enough to drag it and 
Philza’s shared body towards proper treatment. 


“Where'd it get you?” Techno asks, peering past Benihime’s bloody 
clothes in search of the room. 


Neck’s fuckin’ stiff, Benihime tersely confesses. Right fingers 
feelin’ kinda fucked, too. 


That's a quick fix, then. Techno ambles over to the kitchen to grab 
some honey for the poison. He doesn’t feel bad leaving Benihime 
alone for a bit- the man can handle the cleanup itself, and some wind 
down time is good after all the red swimming in its head. 


And then Techno hears Wilbur’s needle-sharp cry echo through the 
house. And Benihime does too. 


Benihime, currently fresh off the tail edge of one of Philza’s reaping 
hunts, still reeling with the song of Death. 


Techno dashes towards the bedroom, but Benihime’s staggered 
footsteps already have a head start. Philza’s cane sword is dropped 
carelessly in the hall, and Techno has his own sword half at the 
ready- gods, he would never hurt Philza, but if it came between him 
and Wilbur, Techno knows that the Angel would- 


-he stops. 


“Hush now,” a murmured song whispers through the house. “Hide, all 
you little ones, rush now- into the middle of Nowhere, singing and 
laughter will die.” 


Techno wills his footsteps to slow to a quieter pace. 


“Dreamless sleep follows the Nowhere King,” Benihime quietly sings. 
“When His kingdom comes, darkness is nigh.” 


The door to their bedroom is wide open. 


“Quiet,” a wide eyed, bloody Benihime croons at the child it rocks in 
his arms, “crawl through the in-between, silent. Secretive feeling of 
fearsome hatred that reaches the skies. You will bring joy to the 
Nowhere King...” It gently knocks its head into Wilbur’s downy face. 
“,..when He sees the light leaving your eyes.” 


Techno lets himself collapse into the doorway. Thank gods. 


Benihime lowers Wilbur back into his little nest next to Phil and 
Techno’s bed and just... stares at the kid for a little while. There is 
still no familiarity in its eyes, just a peaceful curiosity. 


And slowly, surely, Philza’s mind reasserts itself again. 


Philza looks at his bloody hands and clothes. He looks at Wilbur. 


A panicked, stuttering keening noise builds up in his throat. 


“Phil,” Techno whispers. “Phil, you gotta breathe.” 


Philza’s wings shake with a violent vengeance as he limps out of the 
bedroom. 


“| think this is a good sign,” Techno tries to say. “Benihime still 
doesn’t know Wilbur, but it didn’t-” 


“-it didn’t yet,” Philza shakily says. “It didn’t this time. | know it 
wouldn't hurt our son, but it doesn’t know who Wilbur is! What if 
we're too red and Wilbur runs into us at the wrong time and we-” 


“But you didn’t,” Techno stresses. 


“I can’t bet my son’s life on that, Tec’.” Philza shakes his head. “/ 
can't.” 


Philza’s talons curl firmly, inescapably around Techno’s wrist. 


“We don't let this happen again,” Philza gravely whispers. “I don't 
care if it’s just a 1% chance- never again. You don't let him see either 
of me if |come home red, you understand?” 


Techno’s face breaks with sadness. “Phil.” 


“Please.” 


Techno takes a deep breath, bringing his other hand over Philza’s 
wrist, gently clasping over his frantic lifemark. “Alright. For you.” 


For now. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


It's actually a thing that your brain can yeet people out of your 
memory if you go through a traumatic experience associated 
with them. i've seen it happen before. 

-Aenor 


2. One Late Night 
Summary for the Chapter: 


There's a reason the doors are locked. (But do you want it to 
be?) 


Dad comes home late sometimes. 


It’s not so bad. He went fishing for too long, he got lost at the market, 
he fell asleep in the park again. Techno boxes his shoulder (too 
gently, he’s always so gentle with Philza) and calls him an old man, 
and Wilbur will tell him that he missed the piano show on the radio. 


Philza laughs- he says sorry. Techno and Wilbur understand- they 
waited for him anyway. They go to bed. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza comes home late sometimes. 


He taps his talons on the lock of the door instead of opening it, and 
Techno gets this /Jook on his face. 


He tells Wilbur to go to his study room. He tells Wilbur to lock the 
door. He tells Wilbur to be quiet and he tells Wilbur not to open it 
until he says so. 


Philza’s footsteps (tiptoe talons and clicking claws. Click, click, click, 
click.) weighted down with netherite. Slow, methodical. The sound of 
a cane drags along the ground like he’s forgotten what it’s for. 


Wilbur hears the way Techno makes Philza sit down and he turns on 
the sink. (Wilbur doesn’t Know why.) Sometimes Philza stays still 
until Techno comes back, until they talk (or don’t) and they go to bed. 


Techno knocks on Wilbur’s door twice. Philza is home. Wilbur opens 
the door. 


Everything is fine. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Where's the kid?” 


"Sleeping." 


“Give us a look, mate." 


"You're the one who asked me not to do that, Philza." 


“Don't know what you're talkin’ about." 


"You will when you wake up covered in blood because you freaked 
out your kid. Go cool off." 


"Aw, mate. You really tryin’ to say no to me, Emperor Snow? 
Thought you loved me." 


"Yeah, yeah, don’t get cute, Emerald Star. Drop the sword and let me 
get all the blood off of you, and maybe I'll reconsider. And I'll be 
telling you about this when you wake up, you aren't getting out of 
that." 


"Sounds like tomorrow's problem." 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno sighs, carefully wiping the blood off his friend's scruff with a 
worn cloth. "Do you ever consider not getting blood all over your 


clothes when you come back from work?" 


He doesn't expect an answer, of course. Not from red clicking 
antlers, not from empty red eyes on a stone face. But it helps, he 
knows, to hear his voice, so he lets himself ramble regardless. 


"It's nice when you take care of me." 


His ear flicks at a suddenly broken silence. 


"Helps me wake up." The Angel’s voice while he’s red is low and flat. 
The same quiet as always, but a different tilt, as if he was always at 
the edge of falling asleep. " You don't think | need to hold myself 
back. But you help me do it anyway.” 


“You asked me to,” Techno says. “I care about that more than... your 
choices being right or wrong.” 


“Makes sense.” The cloth moves down the side of the Angel’s neck 
and its head lolls into the arc of the motion. "It's safe. You're safe. 
You're always... Safe." 


A sigh slips past a too-sharp beak. 


"| might not even remember this," the Angel blithely admits. "You 
know that, right?” 


“I’m aware, old man. I'll just tell you again. And again and again, until 
it sticks to all of you.” A scoff. “Gods knows how many times you’ve 
done the same to me.” 


The Angel puts down its cleaned blade and rests a hand on Techno’s 
head, talons running lightly over a braided mane. 


"Thanks, mate." 


Techno says nothing. There is nothing that needs to be said. 


He washes down a bloody cloth and keeps working. 


-<>Y<>- 


Sometimes Wilbur will hear talons, scritch-scratching at the lock on 
the door when his father comes home late, and he does not answer. 


He wonders what would happen if he did. He wonders if he wants to. 


(He wonders if whoever’s on the other side does, too.) 


3. Love Of The Sun 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur meets the princess who loved the sun. 


Wilbur, at the unfathomably ancient age of nearly 4 years old, is 
trusted to be left alone and not try to juggle axes the moment 
someone blinks. So, there’s times he’s left to man the house with 
little more than a forewarning, a deadline of a few clicks in the day, 
and some pocket money. 


Philza’s been out for a while now, and Techno’s gone out to the 
auction house- who knows how long that’s gonna take. Which just 
leaves Wilbur. Wilbur and all his fucked up little solitaire decks. Mm. 
Yes. Fucked up. (Don’t tell Techno he knows swears. Dad will never 
hear the end of it.) 


He could go pick out a game for himself. Or get a snack. He really 
could go and do that. Chatters is here and they let him pick out 
snacks he can’t reach. But he’s just not feeling it, today. Sometimes- 
sometimes he’s just not feeling it. That’s alright. 


Maybe he'll go play around with the marketplace piano later when 
Techno or Dad comes back. That might get him some nice coins. 


Something scratches at the front door. One of Techno’s hounds 
moves to pull the rope attached to the bolt lock, while another herds 
Wilbur back inside the study room. 


(Smart fuckers. Wilbur wonders how Techno managed to train them.) 


Dad’s big metal claws click on the wooden floor. A loud flutter of 
wings trails after him. 


There’s a brief silence, and then something heavy thumps on the 
ground. 


Techno and Dad said not to leave his room if Techno or the dogs 
made him go inside. Even if it’s Dad on the other side of the door. 
(Especially if it's Dad on the other side of the door.) But that was a 
really loud noise outside. And ever since the- 


-since the- 


-since that Thing that happened that made Wilbur and Dad live with 
Techno, Dad’s been a little suckier at walking than he used to be. 
Maybe Dad fell. 


So Wilbur, wiggling past the protest of the hounds, opens the door 
and silently pads down the hallway. He finds Chatters rooting 


through an enderbox, sorting out various fruits and bits and baubles- 
was that the sound Wilbur had heard earlier? 


A grey coat edged with white diamonds is slung over a chair. Back 
turned, the angry golden eyespots of Dad’s elytra gleam dangerously 
against the lantern light. He’s sat down on the floor, one of his hands 
laid out on the low table, still stuck in his big war claws while his 
other hand cranks at it with a long thin tool. 


(Doesn't that hurt?) 


“Dad?” Wilbur whispers. 


Black wings rattle. Grey ears flick. Dark bloody antlers click and 
swivel, and when Dad turns his head to Wilbur, empty red eyes gaze 
back. 


“Hi, mate,” something says in his dad’s voice. 


“Uh- hi?” Wilbur shuffles on his talons a bit. “You, uh- are you fixing 
yourself?” 


Dad’s eyes nictitate unevenly. He (it? Is this even Dad at all?) 
doesn't break away from Wilbur’s stare or really answer, but his 
hands pause, thin tool distractedly held in the air. 


“| don’t need any help.” Wilbur takes a hesitant step forward. “I’m- 
I’m gonna... go get a snack- just gonna...” 


As he speaks, he edges closer and closer, and the Angel does not 
shy away. Closer, closer- close enough to touch. 


Before it can move away, Wilbur's hands reach out and grab his 
father’s face. Dad- or whoever or whatever is wearing him- freezes. 
It gently tries to avert its eyes. 


“Jokes on you,” Wilbur snickers. “Elytron have shit eye mobility. You 
got nowhere to look but me.” Stardusted hands stiffly close around 
Wilbur’s wrists. “Hey, no, don’t do that. Look me in the eyes.” 


(It’s weird. When Dad’s eyes look all dark and red like this, he kind of 
looks like Wilbur.) 


“Hi,” Wilbur gently says. “What’s your name?” 


The Angel blinks, the red of its eyes fading to a dull, wide-eyed blue. 
“Benihime.” 


Huh. 


Alright. 


This is actually working. Wilbur didn’t think he’d get this far. 


Okay. 


Okay. 


“Okay.” Wilbur thumbs little circles into the down on- well, he 
guesses it’s Benihime’s face now. “Do you know where my dad is? 
You're kind of wearing him right now, and that’s weird.” 


“Phil's not awake right now.” Benihime frowns. “Why am | tellin’ you 
this?” 


“Don’t worry about it. I’m just super easy to talk to.” 


Not awake. Wilbur supposes that rules out his dad being flat-out 
possessed, and it does imply that Dad will be awake eventually. So 
that’s... probably fine? 


Yep. Definitely. Probably. (Maybe. ) 


“| know you,” Benihime states. There’s an expectant lilt at the end, 
as if it was asking a question. 


“| don’t know. Have we met?” Wilbur asks. “Or do you know things 
Phil does?” 


“Sometimes,” Benihime vaguely answers. (Jeez. Not really a 
talkative guy, huh’) 


“Well, I’'m-” Wilbur stumbles over his words. “-I’m Wilbur? If that 
helps.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur. 


(Wilbur?) 


It remembers- it remembers the name Wilbur- like it was- like he 
was- 


-something. 


Wilbur called Philza his dad. This is- this is Philza’s... son. That’s 
important for some reason (why is that important) (why can’t it 
remember-) 


“Hi, mate,” Wilbur softly says as his hand curls around one of 
Benihime’s fingers. “Hi, mate.” 


And Benihime curls its finger in response, like the gesture was 
familiar. Like it had done that same thing a thousand thousand times 
before, an Angel with a thousand thousand eyes transfixed by 
something it held in its arms, as beautiful and blinding as the sun 
and- 


-<>9Y<>- 


Benihime’s black wings drop against the floor. 


“It's you.” Benihime’s impassive voice suddenly breaks, shatters, 
crumples like sand. “It’s you.” A hesitant hand lands on Wilbur’s 
curls. “Oh, my gods.” 


“You- you know me?” 


“You’re my son,” Benihime softly says, its voice growing smaller and 
smaller as its body leans down to meet him. “You're my- you- you, | 
know you, you're my boy, you’re my baby boy, how did | ever-” 


His father’s face smiles, lapis eyes wide with something new and 
fragile. 


“Hi, mate,” it shakily trills. 


4. The Red Means | Love You 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And | love you forever. | will love you forever. | will love you 
forever. 


“You ever pour molten slag down one of these things?” Benihime 
asks as it stares at Wilbur’s ant farm. “The shapes are pretty pog 
after it cools down.” 


Wilbur snickers. “Phil said that’s animal cruelty. | have to wait until 
the farm dies.” 


Benihime raises its eyebrows. “We said that?” 


“You did.” Wilbur tilts his head. “Why do you talk like you and Phil are 
the same person?” 


“We’re not one person. But we’re not... two people?” Benihime 
frowns. “Same thoughts, same feelings. Same memories, even if it 
doesn't all carry over.” It shrugs loosely. “We just go about things 
differently. If Philza can’t handle things, Benihime does. That’s just 
how it is.” Its smile gains a familiar, sleepy tone. “Ask Phil about it 
when he wakes up. He’s probably got more words than | do.” 


Wilbur looks at the creeping haziness on Benihime’s face, the way 
its head starts to rock. “You're gonna leave soon, aren’t you?” 


“|... don’t...” Its eyes droop, and it blinks itself back awake. “Can't 
stay too long. ’m not built for that. | wear the body out alot, | think. 
Too tense.” 


Wilbur’s talons scratch at the weave of his cardigan. 


Benihime’s ear flicks. An emerald star rings with the motion. “What's 
up?” 


“You're the one who comes home when Dad come home late,” 
Wilbur starts. 


“Sometimes.” 


“How come Techno makes me lock up when you show up?” Wilbur 
tugs at his sleeve. “How come I’m not allowed to be around you?” 


Benihime’s eyes dim. “.../’m not allowed to be around you.” 


“Why?” 


“I'm not-” Its voice warbles uncertainly. “-l’m a scary person, mate. 
And | don’t always remember things. | think- | think Phil got scared 
that one of us was gonna hurt you if | couldn’t remember who you 
were.” 


“You're not hurting me now,” Wilbur gently points out. 


“Yeah,” Benihime wavers with all too hopeful eyes. “I’m not.” 


“And that’s it? That’s the only reason? It’s not-” Wilbur shyly ducks 
his head. “-it's not anything else? You- you don't...” 


Wilbur’s words trail off as Benihime’s hands trace the down on his 
face. Long cruel talons ghost the last grey baby feathers on his nose, 
and his father smiles. 


“You’re our son.” Its hand deftly cradles the braid in Wilbur’s hair, the 
very one that captures his father’s fallen black feathers. “No matter 
what | am, that never changed.” 


Its wings nestle around them. 


“And | love you,” his father whispers as it pulls him into its arms. 
“And | loved you.” 


And | will love you forever, an Angel's song sings in his mind. 


! will love you forever. 


! will love you forever. 


/ will love you forever. 


“My wings,” Benihime sleepily whispers. “My sun,” it murmurs with its 
fading echo. “My...” 


And even as its eyes drift shut, head softly falling onto Wilbur's own, 
it smiles. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wilbur wakes up feeling the night of his dad’s wings slowly rattling to 
life around him. 


“Wha’s it...” His father’s blue eyes blearily open, turning fond as they 
find his gaze. “Oh, hey, Wil. How’s it-” 


Dad looks down at the war claws on his hands and feet, at the 
smatterings of blood still covering his green clothes. 


“Oh. Oh, no, no, no.” He looks back at Wilbur, eyes full of worry. 
“Was I-” 


“Benihime? Yeah,” Wilbur confirms. 


Dad’s face grows desperate. “Did I-” 


“No,” Wilbur refutes. 


The song of Philza’s Talon hitches. “But I-” 


“No. Never. You would never hurt me. You could never hurt me.” 
Wilbur knocks back into his father’s chest. “You never even got the 
chance.” 


(Wilbur’s arms are big enough to wrap around his father now. He 
only just realized.) 


He doesn't feel tears. But he thinks there might have been the 
slightest sob in Dad’s voice when he returns the embrace. “Oh, 
thank gods.” 


| will love you forever, Benihime’s memory whispers like a_ half- 
forgotten dream. 


And | will love you forever, Wilbur whispers back, his tiny wings 
holding every part of his father as much as he can. / will love you 
forever. | will love you forever. 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
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In which two old gods realize that somewhere along their "inside 
joke" marriage, they might have actually fallen in love. As you might 


expect from such ancient and wise beings, they decide to accept this 
change with grace and humility. 


(No, they didn't.) 


1. Prayer 
Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series, read the previous parts, and if you 
start clowning that demiromantic people aren't Actually(TM) 
arospec, | will politely reap the teeth that your god has made the 
mistake of having sown in your undeserving mouthpiece. | will 
crack the braille of your spine, forcing out your cerebrospinal 
fluids on a spigot more fit for syrup than man, and you will learn 
that the world does not exist within the confines of your 
exclusionist binaries. 


(also i'll delete your comments uwu) 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Death is one who waits. 


So when Her Angel had turned to Her one desperate night, those 
thousands of years ago, and said / love you, She had waited to see 
what would become of that. 


But nothing had really changed in the following days. Nor the weeks 
or the months or the years or the centuries and centuries after. 


I love you. | love you as | loved gods. Nothing more or less than that. 


Somewhere around the four thousand year mark, She started to get 
the idea that the reason nothing had changed was precisely because 
She’d waited- waited, and while waiting, done nothing with what She 
was given. 


They'd loved each other and done nothing with it- done nothing with 
an eternity so long that the dynasties of gods had lived and died in 
the time it had taken for Death and Her Angel to quietly dance 
around each other. 


Done nothing until one day the Angel’s ship had moored in Her 
domain, stardust bleeding out of his wings. 


He had lived, of course. She had made sure of it. But that had been 
the first time She realized he was something that could be Jost. His 
death could not guarantee their reunion, not if his soul could shatter 
in the course of Her negligence. 


So She acts. 


She makes something more lasting. 


She wove Herself into the heart of him until not even death would 
end him- simply move him from one phase of reality to the next. 


She’d started calling him Her husband after that. A private joke, 
almost, as if something so simple could describe what they had 
done. He’d laughed and started calling Her his wife. 


That had been that for the next century or so. 


...And then he’d left. 


Not forever, never forever. But he’d shown up one day, a certifiably 
living egg nestled in his enderbox, and shyly said that he might need 
to work from home for a while. 


And he left. 


And She let him. What was a few short years in the face of their 
eternity? 


Quite a lot, it turns out. 


Because without him? 


Without him, She is left with an endlessly slow decade of nothing but 
time and someone else’s | love you. 


| love you, and the nothing She did with it. She wonders, sometimes, 
if it’s too late to ever do something with it. But She likes the way he 
looks at Her, sometimes. 


An Angel smiles at Her, and Death, for the first time, does not want 
to wait. 


“| love you,” his prayers ring a thousand worlds away, as easy as the 
breath on his lungs. “I love you as | loved gods.” 


| love you, She quietly answers back, wondering when those words 
started to become like prayer itself. | love you to death. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


also yeah endlantis only happened like ~200 or so orp years 
before present. like it was a while ago but a good chunk of the 
current divine population lived through the endlantis war, and 
the current generation of young gods grew up hearing about it. 


2. Lovesick 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Philza can't quite wrangle this particular mystery. 


So Philza might be dying. 


No big deal. 


Simply a normal, everyday Moonsday for him. What with all the 
hullabaloo of an angelic death fuckery. 


Just. 


You know. 


His unfortunate hardcore body’s decided to go and have some kind 
of ongoing medical episode. Totally fine, no big deal. 


...Kind of a big deal. 


Slight inconvenience. 


(A bit not so poggers, if you will.) 


Because, oh boy, something like this would happen, wouldn't it? 
That’s just how it is, that’s how it always is. He thinks everything’s 
gonna be okay, and then the universe fucking clowns on him about 
it! 


And he'd been doing so well lately. 


He’s- he’s not going to delude himself, of course. He was probably 
always a bit bent in the head even before he was ever a god. It’s not 
like being with Techno and raising Wilbur just fucking fixed him. 


It sure didn’t hurt, though. 


He’d been doing so well. Fucking- just, full stop, better than he’s ever 
been. Better than he ever thought he could be. 


And now his body starts pitching a gods damned fit. 


It's like when Wilbur was a baby- Philza crashed hard when Wilbur 
was little. Couldn’t sleep, would dissociate for whole clicks on end 
because his brain looked at the one point of stability in centuries and 
went time to debug. 


And now it’s like it’s doing that with his fucking body. 


Just out of nowhere! He’d be doing fine- and then She would smile at 
him, or- or hold him just a little too long, and then his brain would 
fucking wig out and act like he’s having a heart attack! 


A vaguely nice heart attack, but still! What the fuck? 


It truly is the mystery of all time. 


It did only start up (in a way he noticed) when he started visiting Her 
again now that Wilbur's a little older, so Philza can only scientifically 
conclude that the Death Fuckery must be fucking with his Hardcore 
Fuckery, leading to Fuckery 2: oof ouch my bones. 


Which like- sure, time is an illusion and so is death, but Philza does 
not in fact want to die. 


Least of all from Fuckery 2: oof ouch my bones. 


Now- Philza is... reasonably sure that his wife is not trying to kill him. 
She’s been rather invested in keeping him alive several times in the 
past. At this rate, though, She may literally be the death of him. 


(Not that he’d particularly mind.) 


He does mind how fucking light headed and heart-fluttery he’s been 
getting around Her, especially when She says certain things or... 
gets really close... 


Just earlier, She’d only given him a peck on the cheek and he nearly 
dropped dead right there. If his cane hadn’t been parked firmly on 
the ground, he probably would have felled like a tree. Worst of all, for 
some reason, his masochist fuck of a brain seems to like his ongoing 
medical crisis. Because now She won't even be there, and Chatters 
still goes on and on like oh, Mumza, Mumza my beloved, where is 
She, where’s my wife, my wife, my wife- 


How is a poor single father meant to work in these conditions? It’s 
cruel and unusual is what it is. 


It doesn’t make sense! Why now? Why Her? 


What changed? 


Philza’s not sure. In the meantime, though, it'd be best not to bother 
Her about it. It would be rude to try and force Her to accommodate 
something that’s not even Her fault. (At the very least, it would be 
inappropriate, unveiling how concerningly obsessive he seems to 
have gotten as of late.) 


It’s fine. 


He’s just gotten himself sick, that's all. 


There's nothing to say. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


philza: (experiences romantic love) i appear to be having an 
ongoing medical episode 


3. Promise? 


Summary for the Chapter: 


(Promise. ) 


Philza has an office of sorts, in Death’s domain. 


Kind of. 


A wide flat building, deceptively burying itself into an island and 
boring down far below the void line, the glass walls of the lower 
floors pressed against an endless starry sea. Floors and floors of 
shulkers, of stored souls, of toll crows waiting for repair, of unwritten 
tickets and pneumatic tubes. But the first floor- the one floor peeking 
above the ground- could have almost been a house. 


A house, riddled with scrolls and blueprints stuffed into shelves 
packed like morbid little beehives. Plants and skulls and shining 
things strung from the ceiling, the flags of dead nations hung upon 
the walls, spyglasses and reading stones laid neatly on a shelf 
somewhere. The only suggestion of anything beyond normal were 
the vined tunnels towards the back, careening to the lower floors 
below. 


There’s even a nest. A wide, sunken weave of old strong branches 
forced into something circular while the inside was laden with wools, 
furs, quilts, and some scattered stubborn feathers. 


What the office does not have, however, is Philza’s missing coat, 
despite his best attempts puttering about in his undershirt about it, 
rattling his cane in the direction of vaguely relevant drawers. 


You seem a little worked up, She notes. 


Philza fidgets with the compression sleeve on his arm. “Can't find my 
haori. Gone an’ fuckin’ vanished-” He looks at Her and freezes. 


Oh? She shifts in Her seat, lounging back, his oversized haori fitting 
snugly around her shoulders. Spooky. Wonder how that could 
have happened. 


“Y-yer wearin’ my things,” Philza nervously notes. 


Am |? 


“Well,” Philza stammers, “I, ah-” 


His words cut off with a stunned chirp when She plucks the hat right 
off his head to place on Her own. 


Philza sputters out a confused laugh. “Or you could just do that, too, 
| guess. Alright then.” 


His feathers puff slightly wnen She lays a hand on his bare shoulder, 
fingers trailing down to the etched flowers on his arm. 


I never knew you had these, She says, eyeing the patterns with 
interest. When did you get those put on you? 


“Oh, | just-” He ducks his head shyly, a predictable blush dusting on 
his face. “-did ‘em m’self, a few centuries back.” 


She tilts Her head as She leans closer. Do they mean anything to 
you? 


He points towards the paler flowers crawling closer to his shoulders. 
“Well, there’s the asphodel. Y’know, from all the fields down here. 
And, uh-” He gently tugs off one of his compression sleeves, 
revealing the pink flowers scattering all the way down to his wrists. 
“Cherry blossoms. Somethin’ ‘bout the transcience of life ‘n all that- 
it- it just made sense when | did it-” 


His breath catches when She soothes at his wrists. And you put 
two right here, She notes. Under your life mark. Wouldn’t that 
have hurt? 


“Yeah, it did.” His grin is caustic with some kind of sharp spite. “I 
needed the hurt back then, though. ‘Sides, it's funny watchin’ 
people’s eyes bug out when they lock ont’ it.” 


His other hand haltingly reaches up to his hair, tucking it over his 
shoulder to show his neck. A small line of hearts creeps down his 
spine, disappearing past the collar of his shirt. 


“| think this one was you, actually,” he continues. “Showed up after 
that one time you fixed me up- goes right down t’ my heartshell, or 
so Chatters keeps tellin’ me.” He chuckles. “Now y’ know why they 
keep harassin’ me t’ put all those colorful little heart charms on ‘em.” 


She hums, tracing the delicate markings. 


et 


f you keep that up,” Philza waveringly warns, “I’m gonna turn into a 
very poor conversationalist, and it’s gonna be your fault.” 


She pulls him down, resting his head on Her shoulder. Do you want 
me to stop? She honestly asks. 


“Mm?” 


You’re allowed to say no to me, She says. You know that, right? 


(Because that’s the heart of it- he’d do anything for Her, wouldn't he? 
He already has, so many times.) 
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‘s alrigh’,” he sleepily smiles, even as his heart drums feverishly 
into Her chest. “I don’ mind.” 


| just don’t want to take from you, Phil. Either of you. 


He stays silent for so long that She almost thought he might never 
speak again. 


“No,” Philza eventually says, “You would never.” He closes his eyes 
as his heart slows to a crawl. “You would never. | promise.” 


Okay, She decides, gently kissing his hair. If you promise. 


4. The Perils Of Self-Diagnosis 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Technoblade needs a vacation from this. 


Ph1LzA: m8 


AUTOMATIC MESSAGE: [You have reached the direct message line 
of Technoblade. I'm busy auctioning. If it's urgent, L] 


PhiLzA: m8 plz 


AUTOMATIC MESSAGE, CONT:: [phil if that's you you're just gonna 
have to perish until my working hours are over. if it's a real 
emergency you wouldn't be texting me about it. Find me yourself 
coward] 


AUTOMATIC MESSAGE, CONT.: [wilbur i swear to god if you started 
another bonkers religion at school iim going to eat your 
grandchildren] 


Ph1LZA: h 


Ph1LzA: AAA 


Ph1LZA: popopopop 


Ph1LzA: boosh boosh boosh 


Ph1IZA: do you ever think about how long we've been here 


Ph1LZA: we said we’d never die and then we never did 


Ph1LzA: i don’t even remember which of us is older now 


Ph1LZA: i think it was you 


Ph1LZA: a really long time ago. 


Ph1LZA: but i think it’s me now 


Ph1LZA: i don't 


Ph1LZA: i don’t know how long i've been down here 


[ Technoblade has joined.] 


Technoblade: you know we can read backlogs right 


PhiLzA: hAHA WHOOPS 


Technoblade: the answer is no ji don’t think about it 


Ph1LzA: kekw 


Technoblade: you got a point though it is pretty weird we lasted this 
long 


Ph1LZA: having second thoughts on eternity? 


Technoblade: when we said we’d live as long as each other i kind of 
expected us to 


Technoblade: idk 


Technoblade: die in each other’s arms on some war torn battlefield 
at the ripe young age of 400 or so 


Technoblade: as opposed to co-parenting at year something-fuck- 
thousand, as you would say 


Ph1LZA: that is oddly specific are you ok 


Technoblade: I'm auctioning what do you think 


Ph1LZA: i think 


Ph1LZA: i think i’m finally running out of time 


Ph1LZA: like 


Ph1LzA: How much can a body take, you know? Before it becomes 
too much to go on. 


Technoblade: phil i want you to know that as a neurodivergent 
disabled war veteran single father you’re saying some very alarming 


things in quick succession right now 


Technoblade: You're being Very alarming while | am in the middle of 
outbidding other rich people. this is really bad timing could you like. 
postpone the dying a few months. or at least until you can pick up 
wilbur from school. Please i don’t want to be around kids more than 
necessary 


Technoblade: school children are so mean, phil. What are they 
feeding those cruel, cruel tiny masterminds. their bodies are too 
small for all that anger 


Technoblade: they will insult you but in an accurate way. stab me 
straight in the heart. i would have to dropkick one in self defense. 
Imagine what that would do to my clout, phil 


Ph1LzA: mate i know we have this whole dynamic where i think 
you're gonna die horrible deaths and we laugh about it afterwards 
but i'm being serious here 


Ph1LZA: like... we always knew i wasn’t doing so hot health wise. | 
never was. I’m okay if that’s how i go, y’know? Maybe i've lived long 
enough. Honey can look after Wil, her and Lemon are very nice 


Technoblade: Maybe two more clicks at least | think | can buy out a 
win in that time 


Ph1LZA: i just wish i was a better friend i guess 


Technoblade: phil what are you even dying of 


PhiLzA: | DON’T FUCKING KNOW! MAN’S JUST DYING! 


Technoblade: OF WHAT, OLD MAN 


PhiLzA: SOME KIND OF HEART ATTACK BULLSHIT 


Ph1LzA: FUCKIN 


Ph1LzA: | just look at Her and BAM, FUCKIT, MAN’S GONNA DROP 
LIKE STONES 


Ph1LzZA: Gettin all lightheaded and shit outta fuck nowhere 


Ph1LzA: Knees weak(er than usual. I’m realizing that my old man 
knees are already weak) 


PhiLzA: HEART GOIN TO THE FUCKIN CRAB RAVES 


PhiLzA: AT THE DISCO AND LOOSING MY FUCKIN MIND, IN A 
WEDDING GOWN 


Technoblade: m 


Ph1LzA: HELL IS UPON ME. One of these days i'm just gonna faint 
and DIE at this rate! 


Technoblade: m 


Ph1LzA: my friend your silence is deafening 


Technoblade: it’s nothing i just suddenly understand why your crows 
have been building this in my front lawn for the last several days 


Technoblade: your idiot box 


Ph1LZA: you're laughing. 


Ph1LZA: your best friend is dying and you're laughing 


Technoblade: Perhaps. 


Ph1LZA: | thought you loved me 


Technoblade: you are a clown. a Buffoon, even. 


Ph1LzA: why do you torment me in this way 


Ph1LZA: please i am dying. Who will raise my baby boy 


Technoblade: you’re not dying, keep raising your freeloader you 
hypochondriac 


Ph1LzA: | Have Contracted A Mysterious Illness! 


Technoblade: i am 90% you haven’t 


Ph1LzA: Dear God, | Shall Perish,,, Never Shall | Know My Loved 
Ones Again,,, My Child Ils Doomed To Be Orphaned,,, It Was Finally 
My Time 


Technoblade: Stop that. 


Ph1LzA: My Old Brittle Heart, Oh It Shall Burst Out Of My Chest, Is 
This How | End 


Ph1LzA: The End Of Philza John Watson (Minecraft),, 


PhiLzA: Goodebye 


Technoblade: Please just go outside and touch grass. Please you 
are not dying 


Ph1LzA: THEN WHAT THE FUCK AM I THEN 


Technoblade: i’m not going to explain this to you, just 


Technoblade: please go to like. A library or something. Come back to 
me when you realize what a clown you're being, PLEASE 


Ph1LzA: you’re going to be WRONG i am DYING and you will 
WEEP over my ravaged shell of a godly corpse! 


Technoblade: if you’re actually dying i will tenderly shield your frail 
form from the cruelties of this world, weeping golden tears of my 
remorse as i embrace your only child, reminiscing on my regrets 


Technoblade: and in my grave dishonor i will commit sudoku idk 
what it’s called these days 


Ph1LzA: AaA 


Technoblade: TALK TO ME WHEN YOU DO YOUR RESEARCH 
OLD MAN 


Technoblade: I'LL PICK UP WILBUR FROM SCHOOL SO YOU 
DON'T HAVE EXCUSES 


[ Technoblade has blocked you. | 


Ph1LZA: fine i'll go to the fuckin mojang library and MD my shitty 
fucking symptoms 


Ph1LZA: i'm gonna have god cancer 2: the sequel and then you'll be 
sorry 


Ph1LzA: e 


[Ph1LzA has left] 


[Ph1LzA has joined] 


PhiLzA: WHAT THE FUCK IS A ROMANTIC AND WHY DO | HAVE 
IT 


Notes for the Chapter: 


The RIP DADZA image is courtesy of Jaybird314 who made it 
while i was talking about this chapter with them. 


5. When You Love Someone, It's Only Proper 
Summary for the Chapter: 


To bring them flowers, or so I've heard. 


It starts a little something like this. 


He starts having very good luck finding bones. 


There will be shells washed up on the deck of his ship, mingled with 
weathered sea glass and pieces of aged amber. 


When he is in want of wood, dead trees will wash up on the shores 
of rivers and lakes and seas. 


And any one of these things could have been a coincidence, if not 
for one last thing. 


Whenever he dares to sleep, he will wake up in flowers. 


He will open his eyes in The Charon to find scattered cherry 
blossoms falling through the window. 


He will rest at inns, only for their gardens to overgrow for the sake of 
his stay. 


He falls asleep in trees suddenly more burdened with sturdy 
branches than they were when he last dared to look. 


He lays down in open plains, alone in the cloudy air under the rolling 
skies, and fields of flowers spring up about him. And not just any 
flowers. 


Foxglove. Larkspur. Lily of the valley. Wisteria vines, flowing 
gracefully down trees and threatening to climb into his antlers. A 
pantheon of pretty poisons, and the halo of dead things that met their 
end for the crime of having tried to touch him. 


Mobs. Undead. Spirits. People, too. 


(But not him. Never him. Death’s flowers could never.) 


The Angel of Death wakes up- bones and amber gently placed in his 
hand, flowers lovingly braided into his hair- and reaps what remains. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


of course, poison does not kill night mobs, but the flowers pacify 
them, after a fashion. (long enough for the sun to find them.) 


6. Gender Moment 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Listen, it's nothing. It's probably just the rain. (No, it isn't.) 


Rainland, for the first time since its founding, experiences an entire 
generation of peace. 


It vows to never raise its hand in war again. 


Dahlia- Shield of Thorns, god of wartime death, favored god of 
Rainland’s soldiers- dies during a summit at Mojang, at the age of 
54. 


A decent lifespan if she had been mortal. An oddly peaceful end for 
a god of war. She had simply outlived her chosen purpose and died 
in her sleep. 


The tricky part is that she doesn’t seem to have realized it yet. 


(They never do, at first.) 


“Let it rain for a while,” Philza had asked. “It'll make things easier.” 


Rain, that blessed thing, that which infuses the world with the water 
of life. That which makes the world so much harder to hold onto 
when one has no life themselves. 


Philza takes out his old bone and bamboo fishing rod. 


People often attribute such violent things to the Angel of Death. The 
sword in his cane, or some imagined harvesting scythe. But the 
sword was never the reaper- it was only ever to deal with anything 
that came too close to him. 


Philza had always been much more of a fisherman. He throws back 
his rod and watches the line careen towards the wayward soul 
wandering in the divine gardens. 


This should be quick. 


..And then it wasn't. 


-<>9V<>- 


Interesting, Her voice might have murmured somewhere over his 
shoulder. Gods usually don’t linger like that without something 
to tether them. 


Philza laughs awkwardly as he shifts on his boat. “So sorry, m’lady! 
Y’ might've caught me on a bad time!” 


Oh no. | can leave- 


“It’s fine, it’s fine-” The line jerks. “Oj, oi, oi-” 


Philza hisses indignantly, wings fluttering about with his balancing, 
until the line settles. 


“It's not too weird that this one’s bein’ stubborn,” Philza insists. “This 
is Mojang, m’lady. Made to host gods no matter what the wider world 
allows. The usual laws are practically made to be broken here.” 


Her voice has a smile in it as he checks the thread. You’re not 
going to charge in down there and slay everything in sight? 


Philza scoffs. “Please. We’re death gods, not savages.” He looks 
down at the still struggling soul below. “This one’s being a bit 
stubborn, though. I’m gonna be boring for a while.” 


Her formless voice settles amidst the crows. | like watching you. 


His eyes cannot see Her- there is, ultimately, nothing to see, not in 
this world- but he smiles for Her anyway. 


And then the line snaps. 


“Oh, you DADDY FUCKER” Philza shouts. 


Philza summons his old gauntlets to his hands and yanks his cane 
from out of the ship helm, forcing The Charon to a stuttering halt in 
the sky. 


Before Her or any of Chatters can question what he’s doing, he pulls 
his braid over his head and just slices it off, sungold hair spilling 
down his palms. 


The cane is clicked back into the helm, and in the time it takes for 
the silk touch of netherite claws to twist and warp and weld the 
strands of a god together into a new fishing line, a Chatters is 
already waiting with new bobbers, weights, and a shining hook, 
bonded to the new line while stray strands fall to the distant earth 
below. 


The crows are shouting again with characteristically twisted glee. 


BELT! BELT! BELT! BELT! 


The Angel of Death cackles like a man possessed, a petty smile 
curling past a sharp beak, that choppy bob of unsteadily curling hair 
falling around his roguish face. Hardened arms cast the line again, 
the shine of the thread circling above him like a sort of false halo. 


Huh. 


Well. 


Alright. 


She’s certainly- She’s certainly just seen that. Definitely- definitely 
quite finessed. Gendered, even. Those are certainly words one could 
use about it. 


Philza snaps the line back, one startled soul crashing onto the deck, 
and an Angel's titanic wings mantle to herd the struggling essence 
into a lantern. 


His veiled hat must have been tossed aside before She even got 
here- taken off to see better past the rain, the very rain that 
stubbornly clings on his clothes despite the air shielding of the ship. 


The entire time they've known each other, his perpetually hidden 
face- whether from his veil or his falling hair- has never looked this 
open. 


A self-satisfied exhaustion creeps into his eyes as he leans against 
the railings. 


“You've gone quiet,” he languidly murmurs, a lazy grin not even 
bothering to hide behind his beard. “I haven’t scared you off, have |?” 


Hmm. Voice. Smile. This is a combined effort very dangerous to Her 
specifically, in a way She will refuse to elaborate on if asked and also 
deny. So much denial. 


(Honestly, it could be worse. He could have been actually looking at 
Her rather than Her disembodied voice.) 


| wouldn’t want to interrupt the little show you gave your crows 
just now, She settles on. 


His hoarse chuckles stagger quietly across the clouds. 


Dangerous indeed. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


chatters @ Her: haha simp 


7. From The Snow White Streak In Her Jet Black Hair 


Summary for the Chapter: 


over sixty years I've been lovin' her! 
Now we're sat by the fire in our old brown chairs. 
Y'know, Nancy, | adore ya. 


“Benihime.” 


“You- y’know | try to keep you up to date on shit. And- and part of 
things.” 


| just live here, mate. 


“That’s why | try to keep you up to speed. It’s your life, too.” 


Yes, and? 


“ve been thinkin’ about some- some feelings I’ve been goin’ through 
that | think you should know about?” 


If you’re about to say you’ve fallen in love with me, I’m going to 
scream your lungs out. 


“Gods. Fuck no. Don’t even joke about that! Why the hell did your 
brain go there with that?” 


You're perceiving me and it’s weird. Go talk to Techno. You will look 
less crazy and | will not have to talk to you. 


“Ew, no, I’m not gonna harass Techno about Trixtin!” 


Ah! Trixtin! Carry on, then. 


“| think- | think I’ve fallen in love with our wife.” 


“Benihime, your silence is deafening.” 


PHILZA. 


“Wow, fuck, y'don’t have to shout at me!” 


PHILZA, YOU ARE- YOU ARE FUCKING CLOWNING ME. 


“Oi, oi, oi! Why the fuck would | clown about Her? Much less to you?” 


PHILZA JOHN WATSON MINECRAFT, | HAVE LOVED OUR 
GRACIOUS WIFE FOR SIXTY FUCKING YEARS, YOU ARE NOT 
REALIZING THIS JUST NOW. 


“It’s not like | just fell in love with Her! More like... I’m just figuring out 
| already did?” 


Philza. If | were not your wings, and you my very body and soul, 
! would throw you Off a pier. 


“Jeez.” 


And you're going to tell Her, right? 


“Funny story, that.” 


And you’re going to tell Her, right? 


“Mmmmmmm.” 


Fuck this. Fuck you. I’m putting a stop to this. 


“Hey, hey, you take that shovel out of our hands right this instant-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Dad!” 


Philza looks up from his digging despite Benihime’s internal protests. 
“Hi, mate.” 


Wilbur- who knows full well what the graves are for and is just being 
a dramatic little shit- starts clinging at Philza’s legs. “Don't do it! You 
have so much to live for!” 


Don't you fucking dare, Benihime rumbles in the back of his head. 


“Oh no,” Philza dramatically whispers, falling to the ground. “Oh, 
gods. It’s too late for me...” he throws a hand over his face. “The 
light is already fading from my eyes!” 


“Nooo!” 


Philza, you fucking scoundrel, stop procrastinating and talk to our 
wife right this fucking instant, Benihime rattles through his skull. 


Philza flops onto his side with a quiet, drawn out scream, wings 
balefully spreading against the ground. “Help me, eyas. You must 
tether me to this mortal plane.” 


Jail, Benihime bitterly hisses. Jail and suffering. Jail and suffering for 
a thousand years. 


Wilbur runs his tiny hands through Philza’s choppy bob of hair. “Pap- 
Pap-pap-pap.” 


Philza snickers. “What, is your plan to pap me to sleep so | can’t go 
away?” 


“Ye : ” 


“In that case-” Philza pulls Wilbur down into his chest. “-you’re comin’ 
down with me, ya little shit!” 


“No!” Wilbur giggles, squirming in his hold. 


“Yes," Philza mock hisses as he closes his eyes. “Hand in unlovable 
hand, eyas. Hand in unlovable hand.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


She takes a glimpse into life’s domain and sees Philza fallen asleep 
in the soil, disjointedly half out of an unfinished shallow grave, 
Wilbur’s tiny body splayed over him. 


She smiles, runs the ghost of Her hand through Her husband’s hair, 
and she does not disturb them. 


8. On The Road To Hell, There Was A Railroad Line 


Summary for the Chapter: 


And a lady steppin' off a train, with a suitcase full of 
summertime. 


On the road to Mojang there was a railroad track. 


This would be perfectly fine, except that there hadn't been a railroad 
track yesterday- and no one could remember building it, asking for it, 
or even seeing it come into being. That, and it was coming out of that 
forest. 


It had been such a little thing at first. 


Just one tree. One tree, suddenly growing out of the edge of spawn. 
No one had thought anything of it. 


But then there were more trees. And more and more and more. 


A forest of shadowed trees, starry dew weeping from their leaves 
and crawling with moss and vibrant mushrooms and deadly, deadly 
flowers. 


Anyways, Iskall is going to fucking die probably. 


Because they couldn't just send some other Mojang vassal into the 
mystery death woods- no, they had to send /skall, |Iskall can stand to 
lose an arm! Iskall’s already got their whole right arm all godforged 
out, they won't have to worry if their hand gets bit by a whole living 
biome! 


Bastards. 


(They are not sore about losing that bet. Absolutely not.) 


So here they are, in the woods, dying leaves crunching dully 
underfoot as they follow the packed ice railroad tracks. 


.. Its So quiet. 


Dead quiet, even. 


No animals. No insects. Even the wind cannot break through the 
dense blanket of the treeline. 


It’s fine. It’s Mojang. The magic of the place is so thoroughly pruned 
inside and out that even the people passing through would be hard 
pressed to properly attack each other. 


(Still creepy, though.) 


“You should probably turn back, mate.” 


Iskall doesn’t flinch- not quite. But they will admit, to themself and 
themself alone, that their body had stilled when they heard the 
Angel's voice. 


“Everything is alright, father,” Iskall slowly says. “I’m just- I’m just 
checkin’ on the forest.” 


The Angel’s eyes follow the railroad track to a point that Iskall cannot 
see. “No need for that. This won't hurt anyone.” 


If you dont push it, goes the unspoken warning. 


“Can't exactly come back empty handed,” Iskall points out 
regardless, scratching their brown beard. (They’re a professional, 
after all.) 


“Fair ‘nough, | guess.” The Angel walks back towards spawn, turning 
his veiled head to look back at the mortal vassal. “Come on.” 


The distance it takes to walk back is insultingly quick, considering 
how many clicks of walking Iskall had taken to get as far as they did 
into the woods. There is a train stop waiting for them, one that hadn’t 
been there when Iskall had first let themselves get lost. 


The Angel’s cane clicks up the stairs of the platform, line of sight 
settling on a bench. “Huh. Alright.” He sits down. “Might as well.” He 
taps his cane on the leg of the bench. “Come on, mate. Like y’ said, 
can’t come back empty handed.” 


Iskall takes a seat, gets a glass out of their inventory, and takes a 
fucking drink. 


“What are we waiting for, exactly?” they dare to ask. 


The Angel, leaning on his side to avoid disturbing his elytra, just 
shrugs. 


Just fucking shrugs. 


Lovely. The Angel doesn’t know what's going on either. 


He also doesn’t seem all that bothered by the forest bullshit. Not 
particularly comforting, considering this is a death god, but, well- at 
least things aren’t so monumentally fucked that even the death god 
is freaked out, which Iskall will have to take as a win. 


Even still. 


The fucking old as fuck god that ever fucked is fucking nonchalant 
over a fucking mysterious as fuck forest. 


Sure. 


This might as well happen. 


And then a shriek comes from the forest- the telltale unholy sound of 
an ice train’s blades skating along its unstoppable destination. 


This train, however, just has one car. Just the one. 


Aged wood and opaque crackled windows. Vines and mosses 
crawling out of it like exposed arteries, still futilely reaching around 
the dead skeleton of a forgotten mechanism. But the lanterns of the 


train are lit, and when that machine slows to a smooth, unprompted 
stop, butterflies and pollen float out with recklessly slow abandon. 


The Angel is standing, veiled hat held in his hand, gaze stock still. 


The car door opens, and a Lady steps out. 


Six iridescent wings crowning a round, dimpled smile on a bloodless 
face. Endlessly shadowy hair spilling out, trailing like a train behind a 
vibrant, autumnal dress. Terrifyingly curved talons tucking stray 
strands away from dark eyes. 


You’re early, the Angel disbelievingly whispers. 


I missed you, Death sweetly trills. 


“If we’re about to see the Angel of Death’s passing on Mojang,” Iskall 
decides to say, “can we at least have some time to evacuate so the 
whole server doesn’t despawn on the spot?” 


“I’m not dead yet,” the Angel wistfully smiles. “Just...” his words 
stutter, eyes openly taking in the form in front of him, as if barely sure 
She was even real. “... very happy to see my wife.” 


Ah. Of course. The wife! The wife that is real! 


Real, and also Death! 


Who is apparently married to the Angel of Death. 


The Angel of Death who, in retrospect, is suddenly a lot less insane 
than commonly estimated, considering that his wife (who is Death) is 
real, and here, and married to him. 


A wife who totally isn’t disproving several long held theorems about 
the functionality of the greater godly universe by existing. 


Mm. This is fine! Probably! 


(Iskall once again imagines retiring to some remote server where no 
one can bother them for godly reasons ever again, and once again 
puts it off.) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


imagining Her train as the phantom express from cuphead 
makes orphan's path 1000% funnier 


9. And You, Kaleidoscopic 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Disastrously in love, like a pair of perfect storms. 
Notes for the Chapter: 
And the sun rose, and fell, in his chest when he held Her- 
he felt the earth moving, without and within. 
And there were no words for the way that he felt, so he opened 


his mouth 
and he started to Sing... 


Here’s the trick. 


At a certain point, Philza’s bound to just be deluding himself. 


(Right?) 


Because- 


Because he loves Her. 


He loves Her in that stupidly childishly ineffably mortal way, with all 
the unfortunate dizzying physicalities it implies. He loves Her and it’s 
gonna fucking kill him, because he loves Her and... 


... how the fuck is he supposed to live with that? 


Truth be told, he already has, and has for a long while. There wasn’t- 
there wasn’t some kind of moment where started feeling like this out 
of nowhere, he just- 


He looks at Her and knows what was already true. 


The delusion part comes in from him being so bloody sensitive and 
yearning about all this bullshit that he’s daring to hope that She 
would ever feel the same. 


The closeness, the teasing, the gifts. It’s different now, or at least it 
feels like it is. Especially now that She’s here. Here in the living 
world, right beside him, so real and present and paradoxically, 
impossibly alive. 


And if She runs Her hand through his rage-motivated haircut one 
more time he’s probably going to go insane. (Or just die. That would 
be nice.) 


Point being, he’s not fond of the irrational mental illness that people 
have decided to call romance. Fucking torturous is what it is. 


Really, it’s less that he’s convinced himself that She loves him, and 
more that he can’t stop thinking of reasons She wouldn't. 


Old saint Phil, sleepy Phil, poor paranoid Phil. Who would love you, 
little glass Angel? You're practically asking to shatter at the seams. 


It’s not Her fault that he’s gone so needy for Her on every possible 
level. Loving even the touch of Her as water loves the drowning, as 
lungs love the air. Loving Her like how a curl of poison vine wraps 
around a leg. Craving Her presence (addicted and selfish) with no- 
one to stop him. Watching the curve of Her lips as She smiles, and 
the shake of Her shoulders as She laughs- 


If he could just spontaneously combust into a fuckmillion crows 
again, that would be great. 


Reject the self. 


Become Chatters. 


Am bird. 


Cheep Cheep. Squawk, even. Caw caw, motherfuckers, and all that. 


(Lovely attention span, Philza.) 


She looks out at the forest crawling around Mojang. “Il have to go 
soon.” 


Philza’s heart stutters shamefully. “Already?” (He hopes his voice 
doesn’t sound as weak as it feels.) “It’s- it’s barely been a day.” 


“A day was all | could manage. At least this time.” Her eyes wander 
to the growing decay and crackle of the dying trees. “It'll run out of 
life to end eventually.” 


“All that for a day.” Philza breathes a quiet laugh. “I’m sorry, m’lady. | 
feel like we might have wasted it a bit.” 


“It wasn’t a waste,” She insists. “I spent it with you.” 


Ah. 


“Besides,” She goes on, “I didn’t have any big plans.” Her soft hand 
cups his face. “I really just wanted one little thing.” 


“Oh?” Philza might have breathlessly said. “What was it?” 


Her thumb brushes over his lips, as if asking for permission. (Fool 
that he is, the Angel gives it to Her. As he always has, and always 
will.) 


And She kissed him. 


Which doesn't really hit him at first- 


-probably because he might have actually blacked out for a solid 
tock there, and isn’t life just wonderful like that - 


-but somewhere between the hand in his hair, 
the arm across his back, 
and his own wings thoughtlessly pulling them closer together, 


his brain finally realizes, 


oh, 


gods, 
She kissed him- 


We’re kissing what the fuck- 
Wait, 

-<>¥<>- 

“- wait-” Philza pulls away, wings just barely shaking, voice half- 


J, 


slurred with something as he draws back. “-what... what ‘re we doin 


” 


“Whatever we feel like, | guess,” She faintly smiles. 


A stuttered noise. “Don’t do that- don’t do this to me-” 


She tilts Her head. “Do what?” 


“Trixtin, please,” he hoarsely pleads. 


... Prixtin. 


(So that’s what Her name sounds like in this world, when She is real 
enough to be.) 


“Please,” he says again. “Don't play with me like this, I- my heart 
can't take it.” 


“Why would | be playing with you?” Trixtin asks. 


Philza lets out a fragile little laugh. “Il don’t know. You’ve always 
loved to tease me.” 


“| love you,” Trixtin corrects. “You've been so happy, lately, and... | 
might have fallen in love with you a little more, getting to see that.” 
Her smile grows sad. “So | hoped you'd feel the same.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Another sad, quiet chuckle flies out of him then. 


Because what can he say to that? That the sun rose and fell in his 
chest when he held Her? That when he saw Her, it might as well 
have been the stars themselves tearing across his lungs? 


He curls his weathered hand around Her own- silent, soft, eternal. 
He leans into Her touch, eyes filled with everything that his words will 
never be able to say, and he hopes that will be enough. 


-<>9Y<>- 


His face gently rests in Her palm and he closes his eyes. 


And that’s when She hears it. 


Soft, warbling coos shyly daring to rise out of his throat. Tiny chirps 
and sweet trills that echo in his chest, surrounding Her in that 
impossible space they've created within his mantled wings. 


For you, it wordlessly sings. For you. Only you. 


The both of them can pretend for a little bit that Her own responding 
chuckle isn’t halfway to a sob Herself. 


“You were afraid of this,” She realizes. “Because you might find out it 
was just another silly joke.” 


Her deadly, defiant, beautiful Angel, afraid to love because his heart 
couldn't stand one trick too many. 


There’s a thorny, caging feeling around Her chest. She wonders if 
the living might call it guilt. Even still- feeling his frantic heart so at 
ease in Her hands, She cannot find it in Herself to muster regret. 


Not even when She feels Her time in the living world come to an 
end, fading away like a kaleidoscope of butterflies. 


-<>Y<>- 


When Philza opens his eyes, the forest that held Mojang under siege 
is gone. There is only the hazy reality of the godhome in the 
distance, with no aging wood or disturbed cloud to unsettle the 
suddenly untouched ground beneath his feet. 


There is nothing left of Her- neither flower nor tree nor the barest 
essence of a butterfly’s wingbeat. 


Nothing but the memory of a kiss, the ribbon red mirage of a promise 
curled around his little finger, and the ghost of Her living name still 
caught on his lips. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


iskall watching the forest and death just fucking existn't: one 
week away from retirement, they said, it'll be fine, they said- 


(spot the hadestown reference) 


10. I'd Swim And Sail On Savage Seas, With Ne’er A Fear 
Of Drowning. 


Summary for the Chapter: 


And gladly ride the waves of life 
if you would marry me. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


No scorching sun, nor freezing cold 
would stop me on my journey, 
If you would promise me your heart... 


There is nothing left of Her but the red mirage dancing on his little 
finger. 


It’s not a demand. 


Not an order. 


It's not really anything at all. 


...A promise, perhaps. An open question, waiting to be answered. 


So he follows it. 


He follows it in his prayers a thousand thousand worlds away. 


He follows it in his endless dance for an audience of none, the 
golden flare of a fan that does not sing for anything this side of living, 
but for the Lady that always watches, if he should ever call. 


He follows it in the pantheon of pretty poisons tucked on his hair, 
flowers set to dry in his ship. 


He follows it in his prayers and shrines made of bone and driftwood. 
He has already followed it, in the curious mortals over endless 
centuries, who wondered what was so grand that even the Angel 
himself would kneel in worship, and his smile as he answered them. 


They will never stop fearing Death. Her churches are rare- often 
shrines set in front of cemeteries at best, or the whispers of clerics 
who offer pacifying flowers to the undead rather than violence, the 
embrace of the sun rather than the sting of a sword. But they are 
there, and the Angel will always spare a kindness for those 
crowsworn that know to embrace Death rather than hate Her. 


She’d found out eventually, of course, when those followers had 
started addressing Her directly after passing on, and while She did 
say it was very sweet, She thought that an entire canonized religion 
was a bit excessive. 


In his defense, he never asked them to do that. He was just 
incredibly honest about how much he loved his wife, even before he 
really understood that he was Jn love with Her. 


It’s not his fault they decided to do religion about it. (Not that he'll 
stop them.) 


She’d asked, as a joke, if that made him a sort of high priest, 
founding a religion. 


... hey totally didn’t get distracted wondering if this means Philza 
would have to relinquish worldly wealth (not that he’s attached, but 
his shinies) and give up indulgences like alcohol. 


(He wisely concluded something along the lines of it’s my religion, 
and | get to choose the sacrament, and promptly downed a whole 
glass of mead to prove it.) 


(Which was kind of a stupid move, downing all that at once, but She 
laughed and had a drink Herself, so who’s the real winner here?) 


They drink. They dance. They dine. 


And sometimes, yes, they hold hands. Yearn, even. 


The red mirage of Her open question still curls around his little finger, 
the tail end of an infinite ribbon that will point to an unflinching 
constant, no matter how distant. 


A question. 


One he still hasn’t answered after all this time. 


So he finds Her. 


Don’t ask when, don’t ask how. (He can’t recall- not here, not now.) 


He finds Her, his voice a quiet whistle in the trees until She turns to 
face him. 


“Hey,” he breathes, like he hasn’t known the figure in front of him for 
as long as he can remember. 


“Hey,” She breathes back, like She doesn’t know this man’s name as 
well as She knows Herself. “We’ve done things a bit backwards, 
don’t you think?” 


“We really did, didn’t we?” Philza concedes. “May as well complete 
the set.” 


She tilts Her head. “What do you...” 


Philza bows his head and offers his hand. Well- not all of his hand. 
Just the one little finger with a red ribbon tied on the end of it. 


The ribbon that’s pointed right back to Her since the moment She left 
it there. 


She giggles shyly. “Are you pinkie promise marrying me right now?” 


“You're the one that tied this knot, not me!” Philza chuckles. “Il’d have 
a ring, but... seems a bit redundant at this point. All I’ve got is m’self, 
| guess.” 


“A proposal’s a bit redundant, you silly Angel,” She points out. 


“Yes, well-” Philza runs weathered fingers through his choppy hair. “- 
we never did get around t’ gettin’ married, did we?” 


“No,” She concedes. “I guess we never did.” 


“I’m- I’m not hearin’ a no,” Philza hesitantly presses. 


She smiles and hooks Her ribboned finger around his own. “Is this 
good enough to count as a yes?” 


“From you? Always.” 


| love you until forever falls apart, they promised. And every forever 
that comes after. 


(And they did.) 


Notes for the Chapter: 
..and love me for eternity. 
Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 


join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


the Discord server 

Find Aenor on Twitter or on Tumblr 

. If you make or find fanart of our series, @ us on those 
platforms or share it on our Discord so we can properly scream 
our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 
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Summary: 


Memento mori, eyas. Remember death. 


In which Wilbur Sam-seong Craft is the son of an Angel and he 
knows it. (Understanding, however, is a whole other matter.) 


It's alright. One day he'll find his divine destiny, and he'll figure it 
out... right? 


_..Right. 


1. Fishing At The End Of The World 

Author's Note: 
This work is part of a series, please read the previous parts. 
Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 

Summary for the Chapter: 
Wilbur won. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


This chapter contains screen-reader friendly exotic text. 


When the mist comes rolling into Sky, the docks shut down. The 
boats return. 


Because when the mist rolls into Sky, the monsters come out- the 
monsters of the sea that otherwise will not touch the dry air. The 
hydras and the sea walkers and the sirens. 


When the mist rolls into Sky, Philza smiles and grabs his fishing rod. 


Wilbur’s father is not a modern man and neither are his tools. The 
POG ROD, as Chatters has allegedly named it (which Philza insists 
is always, always shouted with utter religious fervor), is an eccentric 
sort of relic- a worn bamboo rod shoved into a dragon bone handle 
that’s been carved to hell and back in enchanted etches of lapis and 
gold, more fortified than an ancestral sword. 


Wilbur had once dared to ask why Philza had bothered to stuff so 
much magic into a fishing rod it could go to war. Philza smiled, like 
always, and said that old men like him appreciate things that can last 
as long as they do. 


A mist rolls into Sky and an Angel of Death goes fishing. 
“Can | come with you this time?” Wilbur asks. 


Philza lets out an uncertain noise. “Fishing’s not exactly exciting, 
eyas. It’s lots of waiting around for nothing until something changes. 
Besides,” he reminds, “gods aren't immune to sirens, Wil.” 


“You never have a problem with it,” Wilbur points out. 


“| just talk to 
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the whole time,” Philza blankly explains. “She never lets anyone else 
get inside my head when she’s around.” 


“Huh.” Wilbur frowns. “Guess I’ve got nothing, then.” 


There’s a long silence. The empty friendly eyes of an Angel seem to 
bore through Wilbur’s skull and gaze out at the other side. 


An antler clicks. 


“Music’ll do it,” Philza says into the quiet. “You can bring your guitar if 
you want.” 


There is no one at Charon’s deck but Wilbur, Philza, and the ever 
changing amount of crows that make up the rest of Philza. The body 
of water they land in is oddly empty for a mist tide- more like a 
garden on a bad day rather than an unforgiving void crawling with 
hungry beasts. 


“I've been here a few times,” Philza explains without prompt. “They 
know better by now.” 


Wilbur instantly imagines his father harassing sea walkers with the 
raven head of his sword cane and tries not to laugh. Philza doesn’t 
say much more after that, and Wilbur doesn’t try to pick up the 


conversation again, electing to tune his instrument and improvise 
meandering music. 


The line fishes up odd things. It fishes up tripwires and leathers and 
shells and pearls and corals, but Philza does not throw them back to 
the water. He lays them on the deck and watches Chatters sort it all 
out. 


He hands the line to Wllbur and chirps softly to the crows at his 
hands. 


“What did you and Her talk about?” Wilbur asks, eyes never straying 
from the pole. 


“We didn’t,” Philza confesses. “We just listened to you.” He tilts his 
head fondly. “We always like when you play.” 


Oh. 


The thought sinks so deep into Wilbur's head that he almost drops 
the fishing pole when it jerks. 


“Phitil! It's doing the thing again!” 


“Reel it in!” Philza encourages. “You can do it.” 


Oh, that’s a reassuring sentiment. (Being believed in! Terrifying.) 


Grappling a fish isn’t shooting targets or playing notes, it’s 
competition. Competing with something real and alive with an all too 
present chance of failure- 


-and it’s fine. 


The line breaks past the surface of the water. A strong thick salmon 
flops on the purpur of Charon’s deck. 


Philza whistles appreciatively. “Ooh, that one’s a chonky boy! You 
wanna take it home for lunch?” 


Wilbur looks hopefully back at his father. “We can?” 


Philza shrugs noncommittally. “If you want. If you don’t, you can just 
throw it back into the water, let something else eat it.” 


Wilbur looks down at the salmon. 


He fought this. (He won.) 


“No, it’s mine now.” 


Philza chuckles. “Okay. How do you wanna cook it up?” 


A pause. 


“Unrelated question!” Wilbur brightly smiles. “I totally did not forget 
how to cook fish, how do | cook a fish-” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


finally reached 1K+ followers on the tumblir dot com. 
effervescent 
-Aenor 


2. The Fifth Time 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur is only ever full of good and pure intent. 


It's not to say that Wilbur didn't like school, it's just that he, well- 
yeah, no, he didn't like it all that much, to be honest. (Wilbur is very 
honest. He has never lied to anyone ever.) 


It was too loud, too bright, foo annoying. Some of the other kids were 
fine, sure, but he still didn't have to like them. 


And he’s supposed to go to school. Good, successful, normal 
children go to school, and for some reason learned things that he 
didn't care about. But Techno and Dad think it’s important for him to 
play being some kind of mortal kid who doesn’t even know Khorsh 
from Talon. 


(Sam-seong, during one of their new moon talks, had politely 
brought up that it's probably a bit much to expect kids less than 10 
years old to be fluent in multiple languages. Which sounds like the 
kids' problems. It's not Wi/bur's fault he's built different.) 


And sure, Ms. Teacher is nice and all, but sometimes she's too nice 
and it's weird. Dad says that's normal because Wilbur’s special but 


that he shouldn't /et it get to your head, whatever that means. 


Whatever. He already knows everything on the board most days and 
whatever he doesn’t know is just boring, and therefore not important. 
Therefore. Catch any other of these kids using therefore? Thought 
not, they’re too stupid to even know what therefore means. 


Not that the other kids are worthless or something. Because even 
gods (even if he’s only a demigod, that’s supposed to change one 
day so he may as well get into the habit) are supposed to respect 
life, and that means that yes, all the little mortal children have some 
kind of worth rooting around in their little souls like he does. 


At least the kids aren't boring, even if they are stupid. The stupid in 
them just makes them more fun. 


The cults started as an accident. Really. 


He just thought a beetle looked nice once! And he told another kid 
about it. But then he told another kid and another kid and won't 
everyone look at how cool and beautiful and downright rapturous 
that looks, and the next thing he knows he’s gotten 30 kids inducted 
into the 4th chapter of Devotions To Our Lady, Squishyfuck The All- 
Seeing. Father Thymes had politely suggested he not come back to 
school for a week until the other kids calmed down. 


And it was fine! The other kids basically all forgot it ever happened 
as soon as he took his little break from school, and it was an 
accident, he promised. 


... The first time. 


The second time? Not so much. Or the third time... or the fourth. 


He never did get a chance to start the fifth cult. The fifth time, Philza 
had shown up- dear old Dad, dear old Immortal Saint Phil- and told 
Wilbur in no uncertain terms that he wouldn't be going back to school 
because clearly this was getting out of hand. 


Which was cool, at first, because fuck school anyways. But Phil had 
this tired look on his face when he’d said it, like Wilbur had done 
something wrong. (Or at the very least, unexpected. ) 


Wilbur Sam-seong Craft is a demigod. Demigod, contrary to 
common mortal opinion, isn't necessarily the children of gods- just 
the creations of the gods, whether from scratch or just enough divine 
intervention. Wilbur happens to be a demigod by multiple definitions- 
both divine intervention creation and child of gods. And Techno and 
Philza had said that as a demigod, it would be par for the course if 
Wilbur’s powers would be... weakened, perhaps even nonexistent. It 
would be unfair to Wilbur for them to expect something that might 
never come at all unless he ascended. 


Fortunately, Wilbur’s just built different, so he gets to be cool without 
even ascending, and now at least they have an explanation for why 
the cult happened the first time around. 


He almost wishes they hadn't pulled him out. The schools at church 
provided a really wide pool of test subjects. 


(Wilbur doesn’t know what his father’s face even looks like, and even 
he could tell there were some very raised eyebrows when he'd said 
the words test subjects. Whoops.) 


(Sam-seong thought it was funny, though. ) 


Not that Philza’s been saying that Wilbur’s doing anything wrong. He 
tends not to say things like that, because generally Wilbur is very 
good at being exceptional at things and eccentric at worst. Techno 
hadn't said it was anything wrong either, but he had gone and 
disappeared to a library for a few days and came back with several 
textbooks on basic ethics and politics. 


If you’re going to start cults again, at least do it on purpose. Gods, 
Wil, have some decorum. Or taste. Or respect for research integrity- 
| had a point, | was going somewhere with this. 


(Techno never did finish that thought.) 


So now Wilbur Sam-seong Craft is all homeschooled like the rich 
kids do. (Does that make him a rich kid now? He’s never really 
thought about it. Techno did wear a lot of gold.) 


It’s alright. Wilbur’s going to learn a little better the next time around. 
He’s gonna be a good person! 


Maybe. 


Probably. 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza has a fated nemesis and its name is Tea-bagging and Hard 
Liquor. 


Charming little stall in the market. Lovely tea. Partnered up with this 
bakery Philza likes, the owners are married or something. The owner 
of this lovely establishment, Honey, is the littlest crow-winged elytron 
lady Wilbur’s ever met in his life and he’s got a running bet with her 
that he'll be taller than her by next year. And she absolutely, 
positively hates Philza. 


(Either that, or they’re just really really violent best friends. It’s hard 
to tell.) 


Point being, they’re both weird, old, hat-wearing, cane-wielding, 
hardcore elytron with apparently nothing better to do than threaten to 
flay each other alive with incredible violence every damn Firesday. 


And they absolutely adore Wilbur. Not that Honey will ever admit it to 
Philza’s face. But Wilbur knows. She’s snuck him cookies under the 
cash register since he was 3 years old, and he reckons that when 
he’s old enough, this will probably be how he ends up with his first 
drink. 


Her and Dad could stand to be a little less violent, though. 


Seriously. 


Saint’s fucking sakes. 


“Mr. Craft, you rat fucking bastard!” Honey grins caustically under a 
cowboy hat. “You're three short! You know | raised my prices again!” 


And Philza usually doesn’t loom over anyone, that’s just not who he 
is. But people tend to forget he only looks small because he’s 
standing next to Jechnoblade, and the wingspan he somehow 
manages to hide in his shell is no laughing matter either. 


“| know,” Philza flatly lilts, “for a fact, that you lowered your prices 
starting last week to make up for a surplus.” 


Honey leans against her counter with only the sweetest of smiles. 
“Aw, bless your heart. You know I'll always raise my prices just for 


” 


you. 


“I’m going to boil your talons in your sleep,” Philza bluntly promises. 


“Not if | snap your horns out first, ya overgrown fuckin’ moth,” Honey 
drawls threateningly. “Go fuck the moon.” 


Just another Firesday indeed. And this one’s pretty tame, all things 
considering. 


Techno is nowhere to be found- he abandoned Wilbur to this violent 
fate 20 tocks ago to trade off his new skeins of chiengora, and 
Wilbur was foolish enough not to follow while he still had the 
chance. 


Hell, Wilbur internally despairs as Philza and Honey rap their canes 
into the ground while the verbal sparring gets worse. / am in Hell. 


“Um, Miss Honey... can we please have the normal price?” Wilbur 
dares to ask. “Just for today.” 


Honey hums _ loudly, long sharp talons clicking against the 
countertop. “Only if Mr. Craft can figure out how to be-have for five 
ticks-” 


“Oi!” 


“-and if you pair up your purchase with five orders from Lemon’s 
shop,” she quickly adds. “Take it or leave it, old man.” 


Philza squints suspiciously. “You’re being oddly merciful today.” 


Honey lets out a clicking spiteful laugh. “We both know that special 
friend of yours is gonna have a heart attack over how many scones 
you're comin’ home with. That’s good enough for me!” She jerks her 
head to the side. “ ‘sides, we got Ghost on the inventory t’day, don’t 
wanna be too rowdy.” 


Ah, right. She’s got that goat moblin kid that helps out her and her 
wife’s shops sometimes. Wilbur’s never really met them before, but 
he’s seen the kid (hah) rooting around in the back of the bakery once 
or twice. 


At least the two esteemed adults of the situation aren’t trying to skin 
each other alive in public anymore. The conversation peters off to 
something so civil and polite it’s downright creepy. 


He wonders if Ghost is as fed up about the fighting as he was. 


Wilbur wanders away from his father’s side, a little closer to the 
liquor jars, and whispers out a quick line of hissing clicks. 


A small spotted goat head peeks out from behind one of the shelves, 
thin hooves patting dust off a dark, oversized sweater. 


“What’s up, Goats?” Wilbur quips. 


Ghost snorts. “They done havin’ their daily domestic?” 


Wilbur cringes dramatically. “Oh gods, don't call it a domestic. It 
makes it sound like they're married.” 


“It feels like they are half the time,” Ghost chuckles. “She actually got 
worried when he didn’t show with y’all the other Starsday, it was 
kinda funny.” 


“Ah, yeah, that. Phil was just-” digging a block long elder guardian 
spine out of his back. “-having bit of an off day, knee was acting up.” 
Wilbur shrugs, hands in his jacket pockets. “Hardcore, you know how 
it is.” 


Ghost looks back at the two adults. “Maybe th’ aggression could be 
one of them unstudied side effects o’ the hardcore condition. They 
don't study that too good.” 


Wilbur blinks. That was a sentence to hear from out of such a 
twanging Script accent. 


“| would hope not,” he points out, pulling his sleeve up just enough to 
flash his own lifemark. “I don’t want to look forward to turning into a 
crotchety old dog in my 30s.” 


Ghost nods solemnly. “Yeh, instead you gonna turn into a crotchety 
old dog when you're 20.” 


Wilbur wheezes out a laugh. His wine red eyes follow the other kid’s 
gaze to their parents. 


“They're fighting again.” 


“Woulda thought somebody’d be needin’ to sit down by nows.” 


“You'd think,” Wilbur sharply agrees. “But no, that’s what the canes 
are for. At this rate somebody’s just gonna have a heart attack.” 


Ghost hums neutrally. 


Wilbur rocks on his feet. 


“Reckon we could stop them fighting?” Wilbur casually starts. “Just 
tone it down for good?” 


“Reckon somebody finally gonna kill Prime itself?” Ghost rhetorically 
fires back. “Ain't too likely.” 


“I’m serious!” Wilbur insists, even with a smile. “It’s kind of freaky 
watching them go at it constantly.” 


Ghost raises a small bushy eyebrow. “Whatcha suggest then, 
birdbrain?” 


A lengthy, wandering trill leaves Wilbur’s mouth. “I’m working on that. 
Just throwing out the idea of, you know, you and me, having a little 
business partnership in the interest of things being a little less noisy 
around here.” 


Ghost actually seems to consider it, tapping their thin hooves to their 
flat mouth. “I do like the sound o’ silence.” 


Holy fuck, it’s actually working. Wilbur leans over the smaller child. 
“So...” 


He tilts his head, not quite noting the strange ring of his own voice 
inside his skull as he holds out his hand. 


“.. IUs a deal, then?” 


Their hands draw closer together, pulling and drawn like something 
magnetic- 


“Yoooo.” Techno roughly slaps both their shoulders. “I’m done tradin’ 
off the wools, I’m so incredibly rich now. Let’s go home.” 


“Um-” Wilbur blinks harshly, shaking off... whatever that was. “-Dad’s 
still fighting with the tea lady. | think.” 


“Well, I’m breaking it up. | don’t want Carl to wait too long, he’s 
starting to look at the market quails a little funny.” Techno nods at 
Ghost. “Stay in school, kid.” 


Ghost gives a shaky thumbs up. 


“And another thing!” Philza, now a paper bag of baked goods 
heavier, shouts as they head back outside. “This is fucking highway 
robbery is what it is-” 


“Hello tea lady and goodbye tea lady,” Techno flatly calls as he 
scoops Philza up in his arms like a cat. “I must steal your foe so that 
he may fight another day.” 


Honey nods concedingly with a tip of her hat. “Fair ‘nough.” 


Philza clicks disdainfully, climbing up Techno’s arms and onto the 
broad shoulders of his ulster cloak. “You didn’t let me finish.” 


Techno chuffs loudly, patting Philza’s side with a bracing hand as he 
readjusts his groceries. “If | let you finish, we would have been there 
for clocks. Think of my poor dogs, Philz.” 


“Ugh, fine.” 


The two of them gripe at each other until Philza falls asleep at his 
perch again, and Techno lays him down next to Wilbur in the ice car 
before taking Carl’s reins. 


Wilbur looks down at his lap and clenches his hands. 


When he wakes up after they finish the ride home, the buzzing 
magic in his fingers is gone. 


3. Homeless, With A History 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Philza fails to kick a homeless man out of Techno's house. 


Wilbur walks into the living room and looks down at the couch. 


“Daaaad,” Wilbur cries out, “the homeless man is back!” 


A voice emerges from a mess of dirty white hair and concerningly 
bedraggled clothes. “M’not homeless.” 


“Oh gods, he can talk now!” 


Philza knocks open his bedroom door, eyes wearily shut, obviously 
barely even bothered to put a shirt on. “Who the fuck do you mean, 
homeless man that’s back?” 


Wilbur pauses with a frown. “Ah, yeah, you weren’t home the other 
times.” 


“Other times?” 


“Techno usually fucks around with him for a few clicks and then kicks 
him out,” Wilbur flippantly recalls. 


Philza blinks. “If he’s one of Techno’s, it’s probably fine. Not my 
business anyway.” 


“Phiiil,” Wilbur whines, “I don’t like him. He’s depressed and takes 
up the couch. Make him leave.” 


“Phil?” the shape on the couch croaks, lifting his head. “Who’s-” 


Jade eyes freeze on a stone smooth face. 


Oh. 


“Hello again, Dreamweaver,” Philza mutedly greets. 


-<>Y<>- 


This particular body is still a little new- despite his recent efforts to 
break it in with some rough-and-tumble movement, it’s not as 


reactive yet. Lagos does not flinch in the presence of the Angel, not 
quite. (He isn’t sure what would have happened, if he did.) 


“Sorry,” his body quietly rasps. “Thought this was Techno’s house.” 


“Oh, it’s Techno now? Didn’t realize you guys stopped tryin’ to tear 
each other’s heads off.” The Angel leans against the wall. “And it /s 
his house. We just live here.” 


We. Lagos looks at the reedy elytron child hovering beside him on 
the couch. Sharp wild eyes and thin hands. A single warped heart on 
each wrist. 


“Ah. Its yours, then. Thought it was another one of Techno’s 
students.” Lagos leans his head back. “That explains the raptoris 
bits.” 


The Angel’s mouth flattens, eyes flicking between him and the child. 
“He is one of Techno’s. Just happened to be mine first.” 


“Oh. So.” Lagos blinks. “You two finally did that.” 


The Angel clicks sharply, shoving himself off the wall with a long- 
suffering snap. “You stop that. We already get enough neighborhood 
talk.” 


The kid (Wilbur, if Lagos remembers) drifts closer to the Angel, 
tugging at a loose green sleeve. “Are you gonna kick him out yet?” 
The Angel leans down, whispering some thread of Talon that Lagos 
can't parse, and the kid scoffs. “Ugh. Fine. You’re being weird 
anyway.” 


Wilbur grabs a jacket and a bag before he leaves- is he not old 
enough to have inventory slots etched into him? (Robin got his slots 
when he was three. Don’t think about it.) 


And a Dreamweaver and an Angel are alone. 


“90. Uh.” Lagos sits up on the couch. “Angel.” 


Something shifts in the other man’s eyes. “You used to call me Phil.” 


“| don’t know if you... want me to anymore, after last time.” 


The Angel- Philza- lets out a contemplative noise. “It’s alright, mate,” 
he decides. “We’re both too old to hold onto that kind of shit, | think.” 


“Techno holds onto it,” Lagos scoffs caustically. “Doesn't let me stick 
around too long in case | cause another incident.” 


“Well.” Philza’s gaze is expectant. “Are you?” 


“| don’t want to, if that’s good enough.” 


“It's as good as any of us can get these days.” Philza sighs. “Hang 
tight. | gotta take my meds. Gonna have some tea with it, you want 
any?” 


“It's not made of dead things, is it?” Lagos hesitantly asks. 


“Everything’s made out of dead things,” Philza blankly responds. 


“| mean like, it’s not like weird magically cursed death tea or 
something.” 


“| will not poison you in my own home,” Philza vaguely reassures. 


Lagos leans back in his seat with a sigh and accepts his eventual 
tea-related demise. 


He just wasn’t expecting Philza to be here. He doesn’t know why he 
didn’t, honestly. The Covenant and the Angel are practically polar 
opposite magnets- if Techno had settled down here in Hypixel, it was 
only ever a matter of time before Philza started showing up. 


“So uh, Wimble?” Lagos starts. “Wilbee?” 


“Wilbur,” Philza softly corrects. 


“Yeah, him. Is he like... born yours? Or did you just adopt a hardcore 
kid?” 


Another shift in Philza’s eyes. This fucking guy- impossible to read 
on a good day, and it’s... it’s just been so long. It’s always been hard 
to tell what goes on in this guy’s head. 


“He’s my son, Lagos,” Philza asserts. “He’d be mine either way.” 


“lm just saying,” Lagos offers in his own defense. “It seems a little... 
out of character for you. It’s a bit surprising.” 


“Kid’s got my blood,” Philza tersely clarifies. “Wasn't exactly planned, 
but here we are.” The smile on his face, at least, seems a bit more 
genuine as he says it. “Can’t say I’m pissed off about the whole 
mess, though. He’s a good lad.” 


“Right.” Lagos scratches his head. “He didn’t, uh- he didn’t take after 
you aspect-wise, did he?” 


“Why do you ask?” 


“Techno has me lock up the guest room door when | crash here so | 
dont, uh, ‘get murdered in my sleep’. Figured the kid just had a 
curse on him.” 


“Are you afraid of small children now?” Philza lightly smirks. 


“I’m afraid of you,” Lagos bluntly admits. “Anyone with a fucking 
brain would be. The prospect of another Angel isn’t something to 
take lightly.” 


“..| don’t think he takes after me in that department, mate, but if it 
makes you feel better.” Philza tilts his head- the gesture is almost 
disturbingly fond. “The locks are mine. Keep them on.” 


Ah. That’s a new development in the paranoia department. (Maybe. 
He’s not sure. They weren't exactly close the first time around, 
either. ) 


Lagos looks at Philza as closely as he can, trying to find any trace of 
deceit. “I’m glad. Being hunted down in my sleep is hopefully 
something that never happens to me.” 


Philza just chuckles distantly. That, at least, is a familiar sound. 


The next few tocks are an age-old waiting game of simply waiting for 
a pot to boil, and Lagos' host doesn’t seem inclined to fill the silence 
except with hazy distracted hums, a gaze half removed from reality. 
Philza doesn’t seem too different from when they last saw each 
other, except maybe the shorter, choppier haircut. There’s nothing 
much Lagos can pinpoint as old or new. 


He clearly doesn’t bother being fully dressed inside the house, not in 
the way he usually is. Lagos sees a veritable minefield of starry 
scars raking across the Angel’s chest in long possessive arcs, and 
there’s a thread of gold clasping at his throat, holding a gilded 
blackstone heart. Blackened, star dusted fingers barely even twitch 
when grabbing at a boiling teapot, and when Philza turns to pass him 
a cup, he sees- 


“Why are there pantheon marks on your hands?” Lagos asks. 


The Angel’s palms spasm, facing down on the table, but it’s already 
too late. Lagos had seen it as clear as day. Right there, in the center 
of both his palms, a tiny raised eye of ender underscored by three 
talons. And Lagos bets, if he looked, he’d see those same marks on 
Philza’s heels, too. 


“| don’t know what you mean,” Philza hollowly denies. 


Lagos raises a skeptical brow. “Just because | stay away from 
pantheons doesn’t mean | don’t know about them. | Know a god’s 
sigil when | see it.” 


Philza shakes his head- more of a minute, sideways jerking motion. 
“I- I- it's n-not-” 


“Who does that belong to?” Lagos tilts his head, trying and failing to 
jog his own memory. “I’ve never seen this one before.” 


Philza lets out an odd laugh. “Yeah, c-c-course you wouldn't, mate, 
‘cause it’s not-” 


“It doesn’t look like a Sky or Overworld one. And you're being weird 
about it. You’re not under some kind of active vow, are you?” Lagos 
frowns. “It’s- that’s not Hers, is it-” 


“SHE WOULDN’T-” Philza’s talons drag into the wood of the table. 
His shout dies with a stuttered breath. “She... She wouldn’t do that t- 
to me. She wouldn’t, She...” Another breath. “She didn’t.” 


“Dad? Are you ok?!” Wilbur’s head pokes into the room. 


Philza blinks. Once, twice. He runs a hand over his throat, right over 
the pendant on his neck. 


“I told you to go outside, eyas,” his voice gently wavers. 


Wilbur’s face freezes like he’d been caught in some kind of horrible 
act. “I was gonna,” he weakly insists. “But | left my Chesticuff cards 
in my room. Are you fighting?” 


Lagos waves his hands all too casually. “Nope, nope, nobody’s 
fighting here! We’re just-” He pauses. “-we’re just, uh, vibing.” 


Philza says something to Wilbur in Talon again- Lagos hears a 
sound that might be Techno’s name- and Wilbur nods, dashing off to 
his room before rushing out the front door again. 


“It’s fine,” Philza hums to himself and the crows climbing up his 
arms. “It’s fine, we’re fine.” He looks up at the shock painted across 
Lagos' face and giggles to himself. “It’s fine, mate, we just- sorry, 
sorry. | don’t t-think about it too often, that’s all.” 


Another silence falls, and Lagos doesn’t know how to break it. 


“?’m sorry,” Philza whispers again. “About... how we left things last 
time. You were right, | think, | didn’t- | didn’t understand. | thought | 
did, and then- well.” 


He smiles sadly, jerking his head briefly to the doorway a child no 
longer occupies. 


“And then | didn't.” 


Lagos sighs. “Don't take it personally, Phil. | was... angry. It wasn’t 
fair for me to snap at you or- or try to ask for the things | did.” 


“Were you wrong, though?” Philza softly asks. 


What’s wrong is that tone in his voice. Philza doesn’t sound like that. 
“| definitely wasn’t right,” Lagos starts. “Look-” 


“Techno comes back from the farm about a half click from now,” 
Philza happily recites, and the glass emptiness in his eyes hasn't 
heard Lagos at all. “If you’re going to stay for a while, put your things 
away in the guest room and help me fix up something for the other 
two to eat. Techno’s absolutely uncooperative when he’s hungry.” 


Lagos silently sips at his tea. Despite everything, it’s still as warm as 
the tick it was poured. 


“Stay,” Philza offers past the nothing behind his smile. “You came all 
this way.” 


Lagos says nothing. There’s nothing to say. 


He puts down his tea and goes to unpack his things. 


4. Your Turn, My Turn 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Play. (Why?) Wilbur says. 


Wilbur Sam-seong Craft is... an interesting child. 


He’s about eight years old now, by Philza’s count- just old enough to 
start hitting puberty. A gangly, pointy, foalish mess of limbs that 
Lagos suspects that he’ll never quite grow into. 


(Not that he would know much about children growing up, anyhows. ) 


“So are you like my dad’s ex-boyfriend or something?” Wilbur bluntly 
asks. 


“...Not to my knowledge,” Lagos neutrally answers. 


“Alright.” Wilbur places a card down on the board. “Summoning blue 
cornflower in attack position.” 


And it’s not that Lagos thinks kids are idiots- if anything, they’re 
annoyances, picking and prodding at things that adults have long 
learned to accept without question. It’s just this particular child 
seems to have a fondness for dissecting everything in that little brain 
of his. 


Lagos looks down at his own cards with something vaguely 
approaching comprehension. “I'll... match. Blue cornflower.” 


Wilbur gasps dramatically to their audience of crows. “He’s matched 
my power.” He shuffles forward in his seat on the ground. “Keep 
going, it’s still your turn.” 


What ever happened to chess? Chess was so simple, so elegant. 
Not... whatever 1000 IQ nonsense goes into this game of 
Chesticuffs. 


Lagos puts down a wheat seed card in- defensive position, was it? 
“You’ve got some weird hobbies, kid. You pick this stuff up at 
school?” 


“I’m not allowed to go to school anymore,” Wilbur brightly explains. 
“The teachers think I’m bad for the other kids.” 


Lagos snickers. “What? Too many playground fights?” 


“| can make them do what | want,” Wilbur corrects. “Kids are easier 
because I’m a kid, but | can do adults, too. They think it’s cute that 
I’m smart, so it works on them eventually.” 


Wilbur’s wine red eyes widen with the pushing squint in his smile. 


“| don’t know if it works on gods, though. Never really tried. There’s 
Techno and Phil, but they don’t really count. Biased data, you 
know?” 


“Probably not,” Lagos assesses. “You are just a demigod. A strong 
one, yes, but | would be surprised if you managed to ‘influence’ other 
gods.” 


“Maybe. Maybe not.” Wilbur tilts his head, eyes innocently wide 
behind his glasses. “I got you to play with me anyway, didn't |?” 


Lagos stills. 


Wilbur smiles, placing down a row of feather cards. “Your turn.” 


“This feels like a trap,” Lagos points out. 


“To what end?” Wilbur cheerfully asks. “I’m just a kid.” 


“| don’t trust children.” 


“Yo.” Techno pokes his head into the room. “Lagos. | got the listings 
for the next tourney, wanna compare notes?” 


“We're in the middle of a game,” Wilbur insists. 


“You can pick it up later, Wil,” Techno points out. 


“| can't stop in the middle of a game, Techno!” Wilbur flops against 
the ground. “Techno, think about my Elo! My poor, poor Elo!” 


Techno snorts harshly. “You didn’t even put the game on record, kid, 
your precious Elo rating is fine.” 


Lagos smirks. “Come on Techno, think of the Elo!” 


“You could always join us, Techno!” Wilbur perks up. 


“And kill my Elo?” Techno snickers and sits down on the floor with a 
harsh thump. “Nah. I'll just watch you destroy each other at whacky 
future chess instead.” 


“That’s the spirit. Besides, if | thought Wilbur was gonna win that 
easy, I'd be...” Lagos slaps down a dandelion card. “Dande-lying.” 


“OH, SHIT-” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orphan's path years being 18 months long is the comedic gift 
that keeps on giving 


5. You Didn't Know 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(You were there and you didn't know.) 


And Lagos tries not to think about it. 


It’s a nice house that these two old fucks have built together. A 
house of odd obsessive farms, of weapon shelves, of cave-like 
libraries haunted by a child’s guitar playing. 


He tries not to think about it. He tries not to think about the way 
Philza curls his hands closed around other people, so tightly and 
politely tucked away with that damn empty smile. 


But... 


...Gods. He cared about this man once. 


“You want to ask about it,” Philza notes, long after Wilbur’s fallen 
asleep. 


“A little, yes,” Lagos admits. 


Antlers click slowly as Philza rocks his head. “That's alright.” His 
hands uncurl, eyes meeting the false ones embedded in his palms. 
“He was young,’ Philza recalls. “Very young. He liked having pretty 
things. | was his... favorite, | guess. His prettiest thing.” A sigh. “l 
suppose he liked pretty things a little too much for his own good.” 


“Were you close?” 


“He loved me- at least, he said he did.” Philza dimly smiles. “But 
really, in the end, he just did what he wanted. To me and everything 
else.” His hands curl again. “And then he died.” 


“Did he...” Lagos' eyes flick to Philza’s pantheon marks. “Did he ask 
you if you wanted it?” 


“You don’t ask a tool if it wants to be fixed,” Philza distantly points 
out. “You just fix it.” He leans his head down into his open hand and 
chuckles. “You just fix it.” 


And Lagos had been there. 


And he never saw it. 


(He tries not to think about it.) 


“You know,” Lagos awkwardly starts, “I- uh, can...” fuck, don’t say ‘ix 
it’, don’t say ‘fix it’, “... help you with it if you want?” 


Philza’s head is still tucked in his hand, antlers halfway to red. “Help 
me what, mate?” 


“| know how to remove it.” Lagos' mouth flattens. “Well, | can’t get rid 
of the godforge itself. But the sigil can be altered at least. Made into 
something different.” 


Philza’s eyes widen. 


“If you want!” Lagos adds quickly. “I’m not- this isn’t- I’m not trying to 
sneak a claim here, just offering to remove one. If that’s something 
you're alright with.” 


Philza looks away. “And you're just gonna change it. Nothing else?” 


Lagos squints with thought. “I’m kicking out the other guy’s mark 
without putting in my own- not really sure what it’s gonna look like 
after. It just... won’t be his anymore.” 


“And you're offering this why?” Philza tiredly asks. 


Lagos tugs down the neck of his own shirt, baring his own warped 
pantheon marks. A rooted mess of Endscript and harsh staring eyes. 


Philza’s eyes gain a curious tilt to them. 


“| know what it’s like,” Lagos says, “to have that sort of claim weigh 
down on you. And | made my own solution for it. So- if you want to 
take it, | can give it. It’s the least | can do.” 


Lagos half expects him to refuse it outright. (He wouldn’t blame him.) 


“Yeah,” Philza finally whispers. “Maybe it'd be for the best.” He 
thumbs the sigil at his palm. “Suppose it’s as good a time as any. 
Finally letting him go.” 


“Are you sure?” Lagos stresses. “I just want to make sure you’re ok 
with this.” 


“It’s fine,” Philza reassures. “It’s- its what | want, | think. Just, uh-” 
He frowns with a sudden clarity in his eyes. “-how dicey is this gonna 


get? You know how it is with my hardcore shit, | need to know what 
we’re bracing for.” 


Lagos hesitates. “| have never done this... to another person.” 


“,..We should probably get Techno to help.” 


“Hah, yeah.” 


6. Talon's Tongue 
Summary for the Chapter: 
(I told you not to look, eyas.) 
Notes for the Chapter: 


The writing on the shirt is a reference to this drawing_by Wolfy. 
(Bet you're gonna think twice now next time i slide into the DMs 
asking if ican make something canon, wolfy the tumblr dot com) 


“Alright, it’s done, | got the room all set up like you guys wanted-” 
Techno stills, a frown falling over his face with incredible prejudice. “- 
annnd you're drunk. Lovely.” 


Philza blearily raises his head from off the counter, staring past a 
bottle of mead. The shirt he’s wearing is so absurdly large on his 
body that it probably (definitely) used to be Techno’s at one point- 
discounting the very large / MET GOD AND WIFED HER scrawled in 
unsteady Talon over the front of it. 


(Techno can see the offending marker in Philza’s other shaking 
hand.) 


“You're drunk,” Philza parrots back. 


Techno sighs. “At least one of you is sober enough to get on with 
this. Right?” He turns to glare at Lagos, who most definitely isn’t 
surrounded by a few discarded bottles of his own. “Right?” 


“Nothing has ever gone wrong... doing medical procedures whilst 
drunk,” Lagos mumbles. “It’s- it’s fine. I’ve done this tons of times 
before.” Lagos squints. “Probably. Don’t quote me on that. It’s been a 
while.” 


“I’m sure.” Techno roughly pulls Lagos standing, and if he sends a 
sharp spike of magic up the guy’s spine to force him sober, that’s 
nobody else’s business. “But forgive me if | don’t feel like risking it.” 


Lagos grumbles as he shakes the last of the sparks out of his body. 
“Oh, but Phil’s allowed to be drunk, | see how it is.” 


“He’s the one who actually has to go through all the crazy,” Techno 
flatly reminds. “He’s allowed to do drugs about it.” 


Philza giggles hysterically on the counter. “We're gonna rip my arms 
out.” 


There’s something unhinged in the perpetually wild tilt of his eyes. 
(He’s afraid.) 


Techno steadily moves closer, looming until he blocks everything 
from view, and ducks his face into Philza’s shoulder. 


Do you still want this? A Covenant whispers to an Angel’s mind. 


Yes, the thread of an Angel whispers back. 


You’re scared, a Covenant presses. 


I know, whispers the wander of an Angel’s hand on a scarred snout. 
That’s why I need to. 


“Alright,” Techno whispers out loud as he pulls away. “Now get up, 
Achilles. Don’t stay drunk in your tent.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Oh, you’re up late,” the shade of Sam-seong whispers through the 
air. 


“Yeah, we're doin’ a thing,” Techno vaguely says. 


Wilbur stirs from his impromptu nap in the face of his book. 
“Techno?” Wilbur blearily yawns. “What's going on?” 


“We're about to do a procedure,” Techno explains, retying a loose 
weave in his braid. “It might take a while.” 


“Oh!” Wilbur moves to stand from his chair. “I'll grab my notes-” 


“You're not watching.” 


Wilbur hesitates. “Why not?” 


“It's on Philza,” Techno tersely drawls. 


“| mean, | figured.” Wilbur frowns. “We patch each other up all the 
time, Techno. Why’s this one weird?” 


“Magic.” 


“Technooo, come on!” 


“It's not something we want an audience for, eyas.” Techno’s eyes 
soften. “You can see him after, okay? Just not now.” He turns to the 
shade beside Wilbur. “Can you keep an eye on him for a little bit? | 
don’t know how long this is gonna take.” 


“| don’t mind,” Sam-seong allows. 


“Whatever,” Wilbur mumbles, curling up into his chair. 


Techno huffs, pressing down gently on Wilbur’s head as he leaves 
the library. 


Wilbur looks to his lantern, and the shadow of a crow staring at him 
behind it. 


“Hey there, Chatters.” He scratches gently at the crow’s face, 
watching the half-hidden pendant on its chest gleam in the firelight. 
“Phil won't mind if | borrow you for a bit, right?” 


“They told you not to sneak around, little nightingale,” Sam-seong 
reminds him. 


“?m just gonna look a /ittle bit,” Wilbur insists. He pats at Chatters. 
“You don't mind, right?” 


Chatters’ blue eyes blink shut, and open wine red. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wilbur won't lie and say this is the first time he’s used a Chatters like 
this. It’s not like it’s hard. All he has to do is ask nicely and bam, free 
extra eyes. 


He doesn't actually know why he can do that- whether it’s a function 
of his own power or Chatters itself- and he’s never asked. After all, if 
it turns out Philza doesn’t know about the times Wilbur’s ‘borrowed’ 
Chatters, he might find a way to make it stop, which would really 
defeat the point of it all in the first place. 


The door to Techno’s room is closed, but that’s never been a 
problem for Chatters. Techno’s room - really, in practice, it's Techno 
and Philza’s room with how much they share it. The place that would 
have been Philza’s room in theory is basically a study full of Philza’s 
crafting things, and besides, Techno’s got the bigger bed. 


Which makes it better for whatever back-alley surgery these guys 
are about to try and pull off. 


It’s certainly not the first time they’ve done it. Between the dungeon 
crawling guilds, the dragon hunting campaigns, and the Hypixel 


tourneys, Techno’s been coming home with bangs and bruises for as 
long as Wilbur can remember, and Philza’s patched the big bastard 
up every single time. But Philza himself usually doesn’t need 
patching up, as fragile as he is. Where Techno just tanks anything 
and everything, Philza doesn’t really bother being hit at all. He’s 
certainly never needed some kind of procedure. 


Much less with some rando at the helm. 


Wilbur knows Techno’s got god buddies here and there- he’s even 
friendly with Hypixel of Hypixel, the presiding god of the very server 
they sit in. But no matter how friendly Techno and Philza are, no 
one’s ever close to them the way they are with each other. And 
Philza would never, never just let someone outside their flock touch 
him the way Lagos does now. 


Lagos is shed of all mortal pretense, lifeless white clay, a rabbit-like 
smile painted on a floating, featureless head, jointed hands just a 
touch too gentle as he pushes Philza down. Philza, for his part, is 
wearing one of Techno’s discarded shirts like a lifeline, tamely falling 
back into a meticulous nest of pillows, his wings sprawling out the 
sides of the bed and threatening to scuff the floor. Techno’s braids 
are tight and layered like he’s about to go to war, the shine of his 
glasses never quite hiding the frown on his heavy brows, long tail 
lashing irritably behind him as he just sits and watches. 


It’s all so weird. They’re being weird. 


“We can still back out,” Lagos reassures. “Do you still want to do 
this?” 


Philza’s voice hitches oddly. “Just get it over with.” 


The painted snout of Lagos' face twitches slightly. “I need a yes or a 
no, Phil. We can’t boulder our way through this.” 


Yes or no for what? Wilbur wonders. 


Philza mutely nods his head. (He almost looks scared. He never 
looks scared.) 


“Okay.” Lagos squares his shoulders. “Oookay. We’re doing this. 
Uh-” He fumbles past a worn, oversized shirt, splaying a bracing 
hand on Philza’s chest. “-it's not gonna be over quick, but it’s gonna 
be over, alright?” 


Philza giggles nervously. “Ripping off the goddamn band-aid.” 


“Yeah, that.” 


Wilbur really hopes that they're not making a Lagos or Philza Jr. 
(He’s pretty sure this isn't how it works anyway, but who even knows 
with gods, man? Look at how Wilbur happened. ) 


And then a clay white hand pushes down at Philza’s heart, and 
nervous laughter cuts off with a stuttered breath, blue eyes suddenly 
blank and unseeing. 


Lagos stills. “I don't like that. He shouldn't have gone down like that, 
that’s not normal.” 


“Hardcores are a bit weird about magic, too,” Techno offers. “I don’t 
know, though. | would have expected more resistance, not less.” 


“It should make things easier at least?” Lagos hesitantly concludes. 


(Wilbur is pretty sure Ms. Teacher talked about no-no squares at 
some point and he's not sure if this qualifies. No, Wilbur's not using 
absurdist humor as a coping mechanism. He would never.) 


Lagos' hand starts to glow as he pushes it down past Philza’s skin, 
phasing through the muscles and flesh. Philza’s breath hitches, 
some half-formed noise drowning in his mouth. Lagos' eyes seem to 
frown past the smile, turning his face away from his work to look up 
to Techno. “Hey, can you take a look down here? You know this soul 
better than | do, something’s-” 


Netherite war claws suddenly come to life around Philza’s bare 
hands with a violent twitch. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


This is the first half of a two-part update. 


7. Fables Made Real 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Down, down, down. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Contains exotic text. 


And Chatters goes dark. 


“Ow,” Wilbur belatedly says. 


“You okay, sweetie?” Sam-seong asks. 


“Yeah. Chatters cut me off though, that was weird.” Wilbur slaps at 
the sides of his head. “My ears are kind of ringing, though.” 


Without Chatters’ senses, he is suddenly more and less aware of 
everything in his home than he has ever been. 


..And Wilbur realizes, slowly, that the ringing in his ears is not 
coming from him. 


It almost sounded like one of Techno’s dogs at first, like they’d 
accidentally left one outside of the pens. A weak, trembling whine 
that pushes Wilbur out of his chair. 


“Stay here,” Sam-seong says as she phases through the library 
doors. “Ill go and check.” 


Wilbur waits and waits, and the noise doesn’t go away. Sam-seong 
returns, clearly just as confused as he is. 


“All the dogs are fine,” Sam-seong relays. “Where on earth is that 
noise coming from?” 


“Maybe something got left in the potion room?” Wilbur guesses. 


The sound is still in his ears, rising as they head further into the 
house, and it starts to change, Wilbur hearing it cracking with 
Clicking, chirping, kKeening notes. 


Until the sound of his father’s voice warps into a scream. 


And it hurts. Whatever it is, its not even happening to him, but it 
hurts, it hurts so much, why does it hurt- 


“Phil?” Wilbur calls into the house, footsteps picking up a frantic 
pace. “Techno?” 


The sound pulls at Wilbur, the north to his compass, pointed at the 
unknown behind a rattling bedroom door that opens all too easily at 
his request. 


The room is a cacophonic wreck of spasming crows, bodies 
twitching in disconnected time to the hissing, frantic flap of titanic 
shadowy wings. 


There at the heart of it, Wilbur’s father, the coral of his antlers bloody 
red, wild eyes darting blindly as a senseless litany of Talon falls 
feverishly from his mouth. 


“-Stop, stop, please-” 


Lagos tries (and slightly fails) to push Philza back down. “Phil- Phil, 
you gotta stop moving around, it's making it worse-” 


“I’m sorry,” the Angel sobs, “Please, I’m sorry, ? g2mA'D MWAA 29, 
7i/WAiw- ENDER, PLEASE-” 


Ender. The Ender King. 


Wilbur- Wilbur always knew that his dad was the Angel of Death. 
Wilbur always knew that the Angel in his dad’s stories was that same 
Angel. But Wilbur had never thought of those stories as things that 
happened to him. They’d only ever been fables. 


And yet here lies the Angel of Death, pleading for his life to a 
storybook monster that no longer exists. Sobs spilling like the wine 
toppled off shelves, a shattering of glass. Spilled like a cup of milk 
Wilbur couldn't quite hold in his hands as a toddler, down the table 
and dripping onto the floor. 


Down, down, down. Down in glass pieces, lying broken on the floor 
and drowning like all his father’s screams. 


The shell of Wilbur’s wings knocks into the wall. Techno’s haunted 
eyes snap towards him. 


Lagos' neck would have surely cracked if he had one in this form, 
the way his head tilts so sharply towards the intrusion. “Shit, the kid-” 
The body under his hands arches, and he pushes forcefully back 
down again. “Get him out, get him out!” 


Techno moves to stand before a star dusted hand claws into his 
sleeve. 


“Please,” sings the senseless desperation of Philza’s Talon, “don’t 
leave me- don't leave me, please, no- Tec- Tec- Tec-c-c-” 


Whatever else he could have said falls apart in pained trills, and 
Techno’s heart shatters behind blank golden eyes. 


“Gods,” Techno’s whisper breaks. He sits back down, and when he 
looks back up at Wilbur, the flat line of his mouth is shaking as it 
pulls past his tusks. “Kid, | told you not to look.” 


“What are you doing?” Wilbur can’t keep the shaking keen out of his 
voice, not quite. “What’s happening?” 


“Not now, Wil, we can’t- I'll tell you later-” 


“No!” Wilbur shouts, daring to step forward. “Why are you-” 


Techno barks sharply, the sound cutting through the house, and a 
wall of large snowy hounds circles around Wilbur, herding him out 
the room and back to Sam-seong’s worried, watchful gaze. 


The last thing Wilbur sees is the piglin’s regretful eyes as the door 
closes behind him. 


8. Being Good 


Summary for the Chapter: 
As he was promised. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


this chapter contains exotic text. 


Here's the thing. 


Even at his worst, Philza had insisted that Ender never hurt him. For 
all the pain he dealt, Ender has never raised his hand at the Angel, 
and both halves of the Angel in question were adamant on that. 


And yet, and yet, and yet. 


The Angel’s pain screams out for Ender, nonetheless. 


“HUWA IU, 2h 30K, | didn’t mean it- please-” 


Techno gently puts his hand on the side of the Angel's face, hoping 
that any part of him can reach it. “It’s okay. He’s not here. He was 
never here.” 


“WAmW\- WAMU...” The Angel’s words are worn, stuttered, slurred 
with exhaustion. “/’// be good, | promise...” 


And that’s when Techno realizes there is nothing he can do. 


Lagos' grip on the Angel’s soul is slipping by the tick, and the Angel 
himself is so far flung in his own delirium that Techno can’t reach 
him. There’s nothing he can do. 


There’s nothing he can do. He can’t reach out anymore. But there is 
someone who can. 


It will be costly to bring the likes of Death into the world, but the 
Covenant has blood to spare. 


-<>Y<>- 


Death isn’t meant to walk the world, but Blood is a powerful thing, 
and so is love. 


She can see it now. The rusted remains of someone else’s chains 
around Her Angel, the twisted adoration of a dead god wrapped 


around his heart like a prison of barbed wire, catching in painful 
tatters with every attempt to remove it. 


She was not there when it was done. But She promised the world 
will never touch him again, and if that means holding him fast until 
his old wounds let him go, so be it. 


Never again. Never again. 


-<>Y<>- 


And the Angel sees- 


-dark eyes. 


Dark, dark eyes. 


(Ender had dark eyes once. Cold and hollow and wanting of 
everything.) 


But these eyes were... full, somehow. Full and dark like the deepest 
wells of the earth, the black soil that buries everything. 


And She tells the Angel to be still. 


So he falls and lets the earth reclaim him. 


-<>Y<>- 


Lagos nearly let go of Philza’s soul out of shock when Death Herself 
sprang out of Techno’s fallen ichors, but he supposes desperate 
times call for desperate measures. 


He’d almost be pissed at how easily She got Philza to fall limp and 
let go with little more than a soft touch and a held gaze, if it wasn't 
making his job so much easier. (Besides. Is he really brave enough 
to get into a dick measuring contest with Death about magical 
prowess?) 


Breaking the pantheon claim is almost laughably easy after that. As 
easy as tugging a line of string through still water. Philza’s godforged 
marks spasm and spark, prompting his tense limbs to curl and twitch 
painfully, and then... 


...It stops. 


Maybe. 


(Probably. ) 


“Phil?” Lagos hesitantly calls out to the still body before him. “You 
good?” 


“I-I-I’m good.” Philza blinks unevenly, antlers clicking back into place. 
“I’m good... I'll be good, | pr’mise...” 


“Shh, shh.” Death gathers Her Angel into Her arms, pulling him 
towards Her with all the tenderness of a lover. “It’s over.” 


“9 OAA tu SOOT)... ev tu gOOT...” 


“| know, | know.” She softly Knocks their heads together. “You did so, 
so well.” 


Philza’s eyes flutter shut as he slumps into Her. 


Yep. He’s gone. (Understandable.) 


(In the meantime, Lagos will pretend that Philza’s Endscript screams 
for mercy and love aren't too close for comfort.) 


-<>Y<>- 


“We done here?” Techno dares to ask Lagos. 


He hopes they’re done. Because that was unnecessarily scuffed 
beyond belief, and he might have had 3 separate heart attacks 
during that. And he had to stay in one place doing nothing in 
particular the whole time, which sucked! So much pent-up energy 
rolled up in there. He wants to break something. Preferably with a 
sword. 


(And somewhere along the way, he'll try to forget the screams. ) 


Lagos' beady eyes look back at Techno. “As much as we can be. On 
a side note,” he casually adds, looking down at the cracked distorted 
clay of his shaking arms, “I don’t think this doll is going to last much 
longer.” 


Scuffed! 
Scuffed SCUFFED SCUFFED SCUFFED 


Surgery machine broke 


Sky meat broke 


Techno hums, tiding out the overactive enthusiasm of his chorus 
once again. 


He made Phil cry, a darker whisper points out. 


He did! 


HE DIDDDD 


LAME 


Little doll makes the angel scream make him scream MAKE HIM 
SCREAM- 


Techno scoffs sharply, grabbing Lagos by the shoulders. 


SCREAM, SCREAM, SCREAM- 


“Woah, hey,” Lagos nervously frowns, “what are you-” 


BLOOD- 


Techno rears back and butts his head into Lagos' own, hard enough 
to knock the floating appendage out of place. The odd ball bounces 
around the walls with a few satisfying chimes before inevitably 
getting pulled back to the orbit of Lagos' neck. 


Techno shakes the impact out of his head with a harsh snort. 


“What the fuck was that?” Lagos wheezes weakly. 


20 Points! a chorus crows. 


“My goals are beyond your understanding,’ Techno deadpans. 
“Anyways, | need to find Wil.” He stands up, loudly cracking his neck. 
“Philza’s room has clay and other crafting stuff, if that'll help you out 
with your-” He waves his hooves vaguely at Lagos' cracked form. “- 
that.” 


“Thank you for not killing me over it, but | don’t think even that would 
solve this mess.” Lagos chuckles as his doll's head slowly cracks 
and splits. “Just gimme a clock to hop back home and I'll sort it out.” 


Lagos' right arm falls off. 


“This is fine,” Lagos continues. 


“Yeah, yeah.” Techno nods. “And, uh- thanks.” The piglin’s mouth 
flattens. “| Know that your bodies are basically cheap change for ya, 
time is fake, you've done this tons of times, yada yada, but-” 


A Blood of the Covenant pauses by the door frame before he leaves, 
eyes flicking back down at the Angel of Death before facing the 
Dreamweaver once again. 


“You probably just saved my best friend’s life in the long run there. 
I’m not forgetting that, Lagos. Read that as you will.” 


9. I'll Live 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(And be free of these chains, my Angel.) 


The screaming stops. Wilbur doesn’t know if that’s a good thing or 
not. 


“It’s a good thing,” Sam-seong decides. “At least it’s over now.” 


“What if he’s hurt?” Wilbur asks. 


“Then he’s not hurting any more,” Sam-seong points out. 


Wilbur supposes he'll have to take what he can get in this case. 


Eventually, a large, broad body cuts through the wall of dogs fencing 
Wilbur in, and Techno eventually makes his way close enough to 
crouch down in front of him. 


“You doin’ alright, kid?” Techno looks like he hasn't slept in a week. 
(Good for him.) 


“What do you think, Tec’?” Wilbur wearily hisses. 


Techno lets out a strained breath. “I told you not to look, Wil.” 


“It's my own damn fault,” Wilbur spitefully recites as he rocks himself, 
“look to your elder, blah blah blah. Whatever.” He curls in on himself. 
“| learned my lesson. Fuck off.” 


He lets out a chirp as large arms wrap around his body, pulling him 
into an old white shirt. 


“You shouldn’t have ever had to see that,’ Techno murmurs. “1 
should have explained it better. I’m sorry.” 


“Is it over?” Wilbur dares to ask. 


“Yeah, it is,” Techno promises. “We're not doing anything like that 
ever again, alright?” 


“Okay.” He burrows into old, soft wools. “Can we see him?” 


Techno scoops Wilbur into his arms, just as easily as the day they 
first met. “Whatever you want, Wil.” 


Philza’s wings are spread out across Techno’s bed like a giant 
fucking blanket, but instead of making him look big like it usually did, 
he just looked... small. Small and tired and shaky, arms and legs still 
spasming from the aftershocks of his pain as he lies in the arms of 
his Lady. 


Which is... a little weird, on Wilbur’s end. It’s a little weird seeing Her 
in person, and also seeing Her be all cuddly with his dad. (Are they 
dating now?) 


Wilbur slumps onto the bed, resting his head on his arms. “Hello, old 


man. 


“Hi, mate,” Philza breathes out with a tired smile. 


“Am | gonna get my inheritance yet, you old fuck, or do | have to 
start taking matters into my own hands?” Wilbur caustically snarks 
as he draws closer. 


“No. Never.” Wilbur’s father shakes out some half-remembered laugh 
as he wearily turns his head. “I’m gonna live out the heat death of 
the universe, ya little bitch.” 


“Good!” Wilbur loudly decides, gently Knocking his head into Philza’s 
chest. “I don’t want to find a different can opener.” 


Philza hums, mechanically patting at Wilbur’s curling mess of hair. “ 
‘Course not. What else am | good for?” 


“Don’t sell yourself short, love,” She lightly jokes as Her talons 
soothe through sungold hair. “You’re also good for hugs and fixing 
broken trains.” 


“How could | forget?” 


Wilbur hears his father’s heart drum against his ear. 


He hears in time with his steady breath, the heart of an Angel that 
has walked the world for longer than gods can remember, slow and 
hymnal like a song of stars and the player started to breathe faster 
and deeper and realised it was alive, it was alive, those thousand 
deaths had not been real, the player was alive - 


(You. You. You are alive-) 


-and Wilbur pulls away to hold a star dusted hand, and the song is 
gone. 


“What ‘re you doin’, Wil?” Philza murmurs as small soft hands prod 
and tug at his callused fingers. 


“Evaluating you for structural integrity,” Wilbur lies. (Alive, alive, 
alive.) “| need to know all your weaknesses in case | change my 
mind about the inheritance.” 


Philza chuckles and opens his hand. 


Wilbur’s father is an old god with an eternity painted on his body. 
Stardust at the root of his black talons, comets raking across his 
chest. Arms crawling with asphodel and sakura, a line of many 
colored hearts running down from the nape of his neck to the 
heartshell of his wings. 


For as long as Wilbur can remember, his father’s hands and heels 
have had eyes of ender on them. And now they don't. 


“It's gone,” Wilbur whispers. 


“Yeah,” Philza sadly smiles. 


Something about that- it’s important somehow. 


Wilbur frowns. “Are you gonna be okay?” 


Lapis eyes look down at weathered hands. The eye of ender and its 
raking talons are gone. A blue eye, traced in gold, stares defiantly 
back in its place. 


“Yeah,” Philza says again, just a little stronger this time. “I'll live.” 


10. Not Yet 
Summary for the Chapter: 
(Alright. For you. Not yet.) 


Dad has a trick teapot. 


It doesn't ruin the tea in it, or have secret compartments, or go on 
and poison anyone, it’s just- it’s just a bit haunted. 


When the water gets hot, a funny little axolotl shows up in it. Not a 
real one (to Wilbur’s knowledge), more of a ghostly... spirit... thingy. 
A mirage, if you will. 


(And Philza uses it to scare everyone Wilbur ever brings over, the 
bastard.) 


But Philza also brings it out when there aren't any guests, because 
discounting the heart attack of seeing it the first time around, it’s kind 
of cute. 


That, and one other reason. Sometimes the cute pink teapot fish 
starts talking. Or rather, someone starts talking through it. 


Hi, Wilbur, She whispers. 


Wilbur doesn't really know much about Her. He can barely even 
understand Her name when Philza says it. She’s some kind of god, 
definitely- at least as old as Philza and Techno, maybe even older 
than that. 


But he doesn’t really get what Her whole thing with his dad is. 
Sometimes She sounds like She might be Philza’s boss, but they're 
also kind of cuddly and kissy and it's weird. 


“Hello, Miss.” Wilbur scratches out more sheet music with his staff 
liner pen. “Phil's in his study again. You want me to go get him?” 


The axolotl tilts its head. No, that’s fine. How’s he been? 


“He’s been a little twitchy in his hands since Lagos tore that sigil stuff 
out of him,” Wilbur reports, “but he’s alright.” 


And sure, Wilbur gets that the sigils (whatever they were) being gone 
was supposed to be a good thing, but still. He doesn’t wanna see 
that Lagos guy around again. 


(He made Dad cry. Fuck that guy.) 


How have you been, Wilbur? 


Wilbur pauses, looking up to the mirage in the teapot. 


He and Sam-seong talk about you alot, but | never really hear 
from you. The mirage’s expression remains the same, but he thinks 
She might have smiled, somewhere in Her voice. He’s been a little 
selfish with you, you know. 


Wilbur frowns. “What’s that supposed to mean?” 


Oh, nothing in particular, She smiles as the axolotl sinks down 
back into the water. Goodbye. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Phil, have you ever actually met Her before?” 


Wilbur scrunches his nose as Philza wraps a bandage around his 
hand, the burn of the regeneration potion still stinging through the cut 
in his palm. 


"You saw me meet Her when Lagos was here," Philza points out. 


“Like, face to face, | mean,” Wilbur hastily clarifies. "Down in the 
underworld." 


“Oh, yeah,” Philza airily replies. “Loads of times.” 


“Am / ever going to meet Her there?” Wilbur hesitantly asks. 


“Everyone does, eyas,” Philza promises. “But not you, not yet.” 


Wilbur’s down puffs on his face. “Why not?” 


“’m a bit selfish,” Philza laughs sadly. “Il want you to stay for a little 
while longer before you up and leave me.” 


“| wouldn't leave,” Wilbur innocently insists. “I’d only look for a little 
bit.” 


An Angel’s smile softens, a weathered thumb tracing the down of 
Wilbur’s face. “Stay anyway,” he gently asks. “I'll miss you when 


you're gone.” 


“Really?” 


“You're my son,” Philza reiterates. “I'll always be worried when you 
leave.” 


“Even just a moment?” Wilbur snickers. “Are you gonna cry if you 
can't find me?” 


“Yes,” Philza bluntly admits. “I’d cry for ages and ages. I'd go and cry 
all the stars out of me.” 


Wilbur pats the worn lines under his father’s eyes. “A whole 
constellation?” 


“A whole entire universe,” Philza promises. 


“Okay.” Wilbur falls back into his father’s lap. “Not yet, then.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


"Not yet," Wilbur’s father echoes back, while his arms are still 
large enough to hold his child. "Not yet." 


11. Does This Mean | Own The Server Now? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


In his defense, time is fake. 


Technoblade is a busy man- a busy piglin, a busy farmer, a busy 
fighter, a busy god. 


And his hands are never idle. 


Time is fake, but its march is real. His schedule is constantly full of 
events and plans, regimented down to the microtick- and even if it 
wasn't, even if he had the barest window for someone to grace his 
presence, he would be an unreachable stone wall regardless. 


Absolutely fucking monkish. If it was not written, it would not be 
done. Sounder was an exception, of course, but sounder would not 
have bothered him in his work beyond necessity in the first place. 


Point being, if he’s working, little else exists. When the chorus of his 
mind rings their working song, he is deaf to all else. 


Even the calls of the gods. 


One can imagine that the gods would take this reasonably. 


Definitely. 


Absolutely. 


...Probably. 


But gods are such particular creatures, and they do not take well to 
being ignored. Especially domain gods. 


Especially Hypixel of Hypixel, domain god of Hypixel. 


The server that Technoblade had been living in for well over the past 
decade. 


Hypixel, domain god of Hypixel, the server that Technoblade has 
been living in for over the past decade, who has been trying to 
contact Technoblade for the last week or so. 


So, naturally, in lieu of any particular yes or no answer, Hypixel 
deemed it fit to snatch Techno from the comforts of his perfectly 
respectable pumpkin farm. 


You know. As one does. 


Hypixel stands in the dueling lobby as a scarred human player. 


“Care for a round?” the god asks, as if they’d run into each other by 
mere chance. 


| could be farming pumpkins right now, Techno thinks. 


“Okay,” Techno says instead. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza ducks his head into the library. “Hey, eyas. Techno home yet?” 


“You got here first,” Wilbur says, not looking up from his solitaire 
deck on the floor. 


“Eh, alright. Tell me when he gets home.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Hypixel huffs as he gets back up off the ground. “Rematch?” 


Techno blinks dully. “Do you have a Euclid’s hoe?” 


“Come on, two out of three?” 


Techno stares blankly ahead. “I’ve really been trying to find a good 
Euclid’s hoe.” 


“| will craft you a Euclid’s hoe by my own hand if you win.” 


“Sounds fair.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Is Techno still out?” Wilbur asks. “Carl’s stable is still empty.” 


Philza frowns. “Huh. Maybe he got held up at the farm?” 


“Maybe.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“You know,” Techno grins past his tusks, looking down at his 
continually defeated opponent, “they really should re-adjust these 
dueling kits. This one’s just unfair.” 


Hypixel snickers. “I'll get it looked at.” He hops back up to his feet, 
twirling his sword. “Another round?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza stares at the door, talons tapping at his cup. 


Techno usually doesn’t stay out this long without saying something 
beforehand. Not here, not in Sky. 


Not since they were young. When the promise of blood and coin was 
enough to keep Techno from finding his way home. 


...No. Surely not. 


“Pll give it another click,” he says to himself. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Man.” Techno crouches down, looking at the other god’s prone form. 
“Today is just not your day, huh?” 


Hypixel wheezes out a laugh from the unyielding sand floor of the 
dueling grounds. “Seems so.” 


The thing is, Hypixel keeps /osing. He gets close some rounds 
(some closer than others), but Techno manages to pull through every 
time. And the domain god seems so unreasonably happy about it. 


“How about | throw in some dragon shards this round?” Hypixel 
asks. “Superior dragon, even.” 


Techno snorts. “Okay, | think we can put a stop on that. | might be 
rich, but | don’t keep dragon shards on me.” 


“I’m giving them whether you win or lose,” Hypixel smiles. “I’m 
paying for the time, not the game.” 


“Bruuuuh.” Techno laughs uneasily. “You're paying to lose at this 
rate. Cool off, man. If we keep this up, it’s gonna mess with your 
head.” He frowns. “What’s got you so eager to keep losing, anyway? 
This has got to be, like, a terrible ego check for ya.” 


“You'd think I'd be a better fighter, making all these dueling games,” 
Hypixel starts, “but I’m not.” 


He sighs behind the scarf hiding his human face. 


“People won't fight me these days, not for real. No one’s stupid 
enough to fight God.” 


Techno raises a white-streaked eyebrow. “Is that a bad thing?” 


“This peace won't last forever,” Hypixel asserts. “Not even in my 
lands. You of all people should know that. | don’t want this place to 
see a god war, Covenant, not while I’m still here, but-” His breath 
stutters. “As- as the presiding domain god, as the head of this 
pantheon, | need to be ready.” 


“By getting destroyed over and over again?” 


At least with you, I'll Know it’s real,” Hypixel bluntly admits. “And I'll 
live to learn from my mistakes.” 


Techno churns the admission over in his mind for a moment. When 
he stands again, it’s with a weary chuffing sound, pulling the other 
god to his feet. 


“You could have said that from the start,” Techno points out. “You 
didn’t need to bribe me like a sellsword.” 


“It's so much more fun that way, though.” Hypixel waves a flippant 
hand. “Besides, domain god here. Material anything is as cheap as 
dirt for me anyway.” 


“Alright,” Techno smiles. “If that’s how it is.” 


He twirls his longsword in his hands, a stern face disappearing 
behind a gilded netherite mask. 


“Again.” 


-<>Y<>- 


One click passes. 


Chatters sneaks past the veil of Philza’s hat, whispering a silence 
that Wilbur will never understand. 


Philza smiles. 


He pulls out a crossbow and starts loading it. 


“Phil?” Wilbur asks. “What are you doing?” 


“Either killing Techno or killing the divine host,” Philza airily lilts. “I'll 
decide on the train there.” He puts the crossbow in Wilbur’s hands. 
“Saddle up, son. You’ve got moving target practice today.” 


“Oh boy,” Wilbur mutters under his breath, “here | go killing again.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The Blood of the Covenant wears a rich red ulster cloak, woven from 
the wools of his immortal hounds, lined with their furs, and 


strengthened by his own unbreakable mane. As a result, it is warm 
and sturdy, as well as functionally immune to most piercing damage. 


It is not, however, immune to arrows. After all, momentum is the king 
of swings- everything can be broken if it’s hit fast enough. 


A crossbow bolt sinks into Technoblade’s back, stopping shallowly in 
his thick piglin hide. 


Techno tilts his head, his wide-set eyes catching view of the 
offending object. “Heh?” 


“TECHNO, YOU DEADBEAT FUCK!” 


He squints up at the new noise. “HEH?” 


Wilbur loads up another bolt in his crossbow. “YOU’RE LATE FOR 
DINNER, YOU DUMB FUCKING HOG!” 


Techno blinks. He turns on his feet, shifting his view once again. 


Right next to little Wilbur is one Philza Watson Minecraft, black 
talons gripping into the child’s cardigan. 


“Hi, mate,” he trills sweetly. 


Ah. 


So Techno’s probably dead. 


(Maybe. ) 


“In my defense,” Techno starts, “Il got a Runaan’s bow out of this.” 


Philza hums, eyeing the crossbow bolt buried in Techno’s cloak. 


“And also a stack of superior dragon shards,” Techno continues. 


“And you were missing,” Philza cheerily sings, “for a whole half clock 
past when you said you’d be home. With not a word to be found from 
you.” 


“Philza,” Techno nervously says as the elytron god ambles closer. 
“Friend, buddy, chum, pal. My Angel, my north, my emerald star.” 


The dangerously chipper smile still hasn’t left Philza’s face. “Yes?” 


Techno somberly puts his hands on Philza’s shoulders and takes an 
apologetic breath. 


“It was totally Hypixel’s fault and you should blame him for 
everything ever,” he quickly says. 


Hypixel, having since defaulted to his more favored form of a gangly 
sloth moblin in a suit, chokes and sputters somewhere beyond 
Techno’s vision. 


“Well, 1, uh-” Hypixel’s mouth flattens as Philza draws closer. “I’m so 
very sorry, we lost track of time, | will buy you dinner?” 


Philza blinks. 


“Yeah, that’s alright,” he decides, sleepy smile snapped right back on 
his face like it had never been anything else. 


“Aww.” Wilbur slings his crossbow onto his back. “So we don’t get to 
kill god?” 


“Not today, eyas.” 


“Fuck!” Wilbur shouts. 


Techno frowns. “Hey. Language.” 


“Heck.” 


“That’s- you know what? I'll take it.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


normal emerald duo fic: (philza gets kidnapped and techno 
fucking loses it) 

whatever the fuck is going on in orphan's path: (techno gets 
kidnapped and philza threatens to kill techno for coming home 
late) 


12. Voices 


The Blade of Hypixel is hard of hearing, or so the popular trivia 
upholds. 


Philza knows it’s not quite true. It’s not wrong, but it’s not right. 


Technoblade hears perfectly fine. 


... It's just that the things he hears aren't the things that everyone else 
hears. 


He hears and then he doesn’t. And Philza knows it. 


He knows it in the double take of a face silently asking for repetition, 
waved off as the eccentricities of a foreigner still struggling with 
Script. He knows it in an ear that flicks with no sound, in a cringe 
aimed towards shouting that does not exist. 


He sees it in clear golden eyes, clouded at times with the slightest 
confusion, eyes drifting away from people’s faces and flicking at their 
mouths, more reading their lips than their words. 


And Philza hears, hears it too- he hears murmured whispers of 
Khorsh, nodded answers to questions that no one ever asked. 


(That constant, constant murmur of a mind at work. How many times 
has Philza fallen asleep to rainfall whisper of that incessant sound?) 


The Blade of Hypixel is hard of hearing and he whispers to himself. 
So it is known. What Philza knows is that Techno hears so much that 
it deafens him. 


Philza knows it, and he knows that Techno knows he does. 


So when Philza comes home to see Techno, slumped over his work 
bench with muttering wheezes, having clearly never left the house all 
day, Philza doesn’t ask questions. He leaves his arms open and lets 
his friend make of it what he will. 


Techno slowly, inevitably slumps his massive piglin head across 
Philza’s lap. 


“Too loud today?” Philza asks. 


Techno grunts. 


“Want me to find Chrysopoeia?” Philza softly whispers. 


Having the phoenix around was a blessing at times. Not for any 
other magic that she wrought, but for the simple fact her living 
breathing fire was a steady balm against the aches and pains of 
battered old men. 


Techno nudges the side of his snout into Philza’s belly. 


“Talk to me,” he hoarsely requests. 


The world is loud and full of voices, and an Angel and a Covenant 
have heard terrible, terrible things. 


But not from this. 


Not from the lost ancient cadences of a friend’s voice, drifting 
aimlessly at a late hour, spoken simply for the ageless comfort of 
having heard it. 


“Please?” Techno’s worn Khorsh echoes across yet another 
countless day. 


And star dusted hands run through the snowy streaks of a gilded 
russet fur, a sleep-laced trill already trapped on an Angel's throat. 


“Always,” Philza’s forgotten song of Talon sings back. 


13. The Stories We Keep, The Stories That Fit 


Every once in a while, Techno hibernates. 


It’s not a seasonal thing, Techno had explained. More of a resources 
and exhaustion thing. He just gets worn out, and it builds up until he 
needs to sleep. 


Allegedly this used to make Wilbur cry as a little kid because he kept 
thinking Techno died. Nowadays, a hibernating Techno makes for 
good braiding practice, and it’s funny to put little bits and baubles in 
his mane while he sleeps. (Sam-seong taught him a lot of braids 
using Techno's hair.) 


Sometimes it lasts for a week. Sometimes it lasts for a month. 


This time it only lasted for a few days, and Techno shuffles mutely 
into the kitchen wearing nothing but those grey puffy pants he was 
so stupidly fond of. He squints at the great atrocity that is existence 
with bleary eyes, russet mane curling around haphazardly like the 
world’s worst rosebush, some half-forgotten growl caught in his 
throat like a tiger trapped in a soundbox. 


“Hi, mate.” Like clockwork, Philza goes right up and jostles Techno’s 
dumb bastard head like some kind of big dog, and Techno leans 
down into it, long tail thumping into the coffee table as he does. A 
pretty average Moonsday, all things considering. 


“How long?” Techno’s sleep-laced voice rumbles. 


“Thirty years,” Wilbur immediately lies. “Your farm is in shambles and 
your hounds have run wild. Carl is being worshipped by a cannibal 
cult and takes his meals exclusively in live animal sacrifice now.” 


“Mmm, lovely.” Philza, eternal mother hen, pokes a golden carrot into 
Techno’s mouth until he wordlessly traps between his _ tusks, 
crunching down as his hooves card through the various shiny things 
the resident birds have left in his mane. “Why’s Fit coming over?” 


Philza pauses over his toast. “Eh?” 


Techno squints down at one of the feathers Philza’s braided into him, 
trapped with green and bronze and silver beads. “You put Fit on 
here.” 


Philza nictitates blankly for a moment, feathered ears drooping as he 
mutters to himself. 


“OH, FUCK ME SIDEWAYS!” Philza suddenly shouts. 


Techno frowns disapprovingly. “Good gods, Phil, there are children 
present-” 


“Phil's already said that in front of me!” Wilbur, the aforementioned 
children present, pipes up all too brightly. “l have no more childhood 
innocence to lose, Techno. Gods, keep up.” 


“That’s what you think, Wil,” Techno ominously mutters. 


“| FUCKING FORGOT!” Philza slams his newspaper into the ground 
as he leaps back to his feet. “I literally left me a note ON YOU and | 
forgot!” 


“Heh?” 


“We gotta pick up Fit from Mojang!” Philza screeches inarticulately 
as he disappears elsewhere into the house, the odd noise echoing 
through the hall. “He asked me to pick him up from the hospital!” 


Techno raises his eyebrows. “Fit was in the hospital? Dang, okay, | 
guess that’s been a thing now.” 


“TECHNO!” Philza, now back from his very loud journey through the 
hall, dives back out to the table and shoves Techno’s ulster cloak 
over his face. “WE’RE GOING TO MOJANG, PUT A FUCKING 
SHIRT ON!” 


“Bruuuh,” Techno tiredly warbles, “I just woke up.” 


Philza, clearly beyond all reason at this point, summons his cane 
and raps the piglin right across the chest. 


Tehnoblade, still shirtless, shrugs on the cloak, lazily fitting his bare 
arms through the sleeve openings. “Yes, sir. Jeez.” 


Wilbur, finally deciding to stop being patient (and possibly a bit 
confused about being so thoroughly ignored), stands on the table. 
“IS ANYONE GOING TO TELL ME WHO THIS FIT FELLOW IS?” 


Philza’s wings snap open. “DON’T SHOUT IN THE HOUSE!” 


“YOU’RE SHOUTING, YA RACHETY CROW FUCK!” 


Philza, father of the year, flips off his beloved only child. “FUCK 
YOU-” 


Techno, having disappeared somewhere over the course of this 
tender loving exchange, returns to force Philza’s veiled hat onto the 
man’s head. “Hush.” 


Wilbur, son of the year and winner of every argument ever, flips his 
father back off. Techno, lacking a second hat to use, simply shoves 
Wilbur's fragile child skull until he flops off the table. 


Philza, miraculously rendered tame by the darkness of his veil, 
politely shoves the last of his toast into his mouth. 


“| nee’ t’ pick up yer dumbass uncl’ from the ‘ospital,” Philza 
mumbles past his toast, hands busied with the black cloak he slides 


over his wing shell. “ ‘is arm ‘xploded.” 


Wilbur reels with confusion. “You have a brother?” 


“Not anymore. Got a nephew,” Philza corrects, hitting his cane into 
the door as he opens it. “Who is now your uncle. Don't quote me on 
that, | don’t remember how families work.” 


Something in Wlibur’s tiny demigod mind is cracking at the seams, 
he can feel it. “And his arm exploded.” 


“It’s the godforge one,” Philza offers, like that explains anything at all, 
rifling through his enderbox until he finds a worn painted 
shulker. With a swift strong motion (that should have honestly been 
more difficult for an old man that needs a cane to walk), he kicks the 
thing open. The familiar dragon’s head and heart-bordered oars of 
Charon come spinning out into the space before them. 


“And you've just had a nephew,” Wilbur slowly summarizes. “This 
whole time.” 


“Ay-yup.” With that clarifying statement, Philza deftly flutters onto the 
deck, primed to disappear into the white, pink-windowed cabin of his 
ship. “Chop, chop, flock. We’re gonna be late at this rate.” 


-<>Y<>- 


While Mojang, godhome of godhomes, gets to be graced with the 
terrifying absurdity of a shirtless Blood of the Covenant and an Angel 
of Death loudly scarfing toast under his faceless veil, Wilbur Sam- 
seong Craft gets to meet his uncle Fit. 


Fit is a bronze eyed, bushy bearded elytron, just a few good pixels 
taller than Wilbur’s father and far, far burlier. Sure, Philza’s an archer 
and a globetrotter- not exactly a twig- but Fit was just fit. 


When he tries to wave at them from the hospital lobby, the empty 
stump on his left arm comes up short. He chirrs at himself in a self- 


chiding way for the slip-up, running his one hand over his shaved, 
stubbly head. 


“Sorry about all this,” he laughs. “I'd just walk it off, but-” 


Fit stretches wide, round, brown wings. Wilbur can see the places 
where white diamonds would have been, underneath the charred, 
scattered feathers. 


“-this is gonna take a while,” Fit underwhelmingly reports. 


The two groups just stand and stare at each other for a moment. 


“Where's your arm?” Wilbur bluntly asks. 


Philza chokes on an inappropriate laugh. “Good gods, eyas, you 
can't just ask someone where their exploded arm is!” 


Fit smiles wider, catching a summoned shulker box in his working 
arm. “I’ve got all my exploded robot bits right here! You wanna see, 
kid?” 


“Don't encourage him-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Fit is clenching yellow and purple dyuers in his hands, sitting under a 
tree by Techno’s house. Wilbur sees the dusty colors spark dully in 
the man’s eyes when he draws closer. 


“Hey, Wil.” He unclenches his hand, putting the two colored chunks 
back in a little cloth square. “What's up?” 


“Are you a god?” Wilbur asks. 


Fit snorts. “Nah.” He sits up a little straighter and stretches. “I’m just 
older than gods. It doesn’t make me one of them.” 


“You're a vassal,” Wilbur correctly guesses. 


“Yep. Just a regular old cyborg guy who can’t die.” He tilts his head 
in a knowing way. “It's probably weird having me around, huh? 
Haven't exactly been showing up to any family reunions lately.” 


Wilbur averts his wine red eyes a little awkwardly. “A bit, yeah. Is it- 
is it weird, being around us?” 


Fit chuckles. “When you're as old as we are, things stick with you 
harder. It takes more than time for things like family to fade. It’s like 
flying, it just... clicks again.” He nudges his fist into the ground, 
cracking his knuckles against the dirt. “Besides, as soon as | can get 
up and running again, I'll be reporting with The Library. | don’t know 
how long | can stick around, so- gotta make the most of the time we 
got, right?” 


“Does it hurt?” Wilbur dares to wonder. 


The down on Fit’s face shifts. “What hurts, Wil?” 


“Purple is for pain,” Wilbur recites. “Dad’s drilled that in me a 
hundred times over.” 


“Ah, yeah.” Fit clenches the two dyuers in his fist again. “The stump 
just hurts like a bitch sometimes. | didn’t get to take off the arm 
normally, so it’s a bit twitchy.” 


“Yellow is for fear.” 


Fit pauses. 


“What are you scared of, Fit?” 


“...My memories,” Fit finally says. 


Wilbur tilts his head. “Why?” 


“The more memories you have, the more you have to lose.” Fit 
smiles with a grim sobriety. “There’s a reason gods and their vassals 
love fables so much, you know. It’s how we remember things. It’s the 
culture, | guess. The stories we keep and share, they become who 
we are.” 


Wilbur wonders, for a moment, what it means, that the Angel of 
Death keeps a fable of Wilbur himself, just for the mythic feat of 
having been born. 


He wonders. 


He wonders. 


(He wonders. ) 


“Do you wanna play solitaire with me?” Wilbur offers. 


“Yeah, actually.” Fit holds out his hand, using Wilbur’s offered arm as 
the fulcrum to help him stand. “I think I'd like that.” 


14. The Inherent Impossibility Of The Family Portrait 
Summary for the Chapter: 


You make do, regardless. 


The Angel of Death has no face, or so the story goes. 


The heart of the matter is that he does have a face, but no two 
people will ever see the same thing, and not even from moment to 
moment. 


Everyone sees something different in death, after all. And further still 
than that, they cannot see what they do not know, and thus, in the 
Angel, they see everything and nothing at all. 


But as for the Blood of the Covenant, he cannot and does not project 
anything onto the face of death, even in his own mind. 


He sees nothing but the Angel itself. 


He has never seen anything else and he never will. 


(How could he not?) 


-<>Y<>- 


Sam-seong is a faded photograph unto herself. A mirage, a 
whispering image that only appears on new moons, and only for a 
moment. 


She still shows up in photographs, though. So Wilbur helps her take 
a few, just for the memories. 


-<>Y<>- 


The Blood of the Covenant has a gilded netherite skull for a face, 
and so too the Blade of Hypixel. An impassive terrifying mask 
concealing a terrible darkness, holding nothing but the vengeful 
sunfire of his eyes. 


The Angel of Death reaches out his ivory star dusted hand, and 
Techno’s face is bright. 


It is bright with the gilded freckles dancing across his cheeks, worn 
scars splayed on his snout. It is bright with the curve of his tusks and 
the smile that pushes past them, pulling at aged, snowstruck lines. 


Philza smiles, and his friend’s golden eyes are the sun. 


That’s all. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wilbur can't see his father's face. 


He can see streaks of age caught in sungold hair. 


He knows the perpetual scruff of a silver beard. 


He remembers a mole on the edge of a thin smile that pushes into a 
squint of blue eyes, feeling deep-set lines under them as a child 
when he impulsively roams his hands over what he cannot see. 


He remembers a thousand scattered pieces, unable to create a total 
picture. He can't see it, and yet? 


And yet. 


He knows it all the same. 


15. Blood Sugar 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Calm yourself, have some blue (popcorn). 


Techno walks into the living room and frowns. “Oh gods, there’s 
more of you.” 


Lagos, his face as lifeless as clay, shoulders an oddly small doll 
body in his arms despite looking suspiciously like a mechanical 
harvester ran him over. “Wow, rude. That’s my god sister you're 
talking about.” 


The sister in question looks like a literal chip off of the old block that 
is Lagos- knowing gods, she may very well be. The green of her 
clothes is bright and golden and haphazardly trimmed with animal 
pelts, and Techno sees antlers and horns branching out of her 
featureless face, past the furs of her hood. 


“This is Daydream,” the elder continues. 


“’m the god of destruction!” The god child insists. 


“This is Daydream,” Lagos wearily repeats. 


“What’s up, Blade?” she irreverently greets with an owlish tilt to her 
head. “Big fan.” 


Techno snorts. “Big fan of me destroying goons in tourneys?” 


“That's the best part!” 


“Oh, lovely.” Techno, quite done with Lagos-shaped distractions, 
starts brushing down his mane. “And you homeless freeloaders are 
in my house why?” 


“Thought Wilbur could use the company.” 


A silence. 


“Yeah, can’t actually argue that,” Techno concedes. 


“| don’t need company!” Wilbur’s voice shouts from the stairs. 


“What are you, Philza?” Techno shouts back up the stairs. “Learn 
about your contemporaries, ya sand eating weirdo!” 


Lagos opens his arms and drops Daydream onto the floor like a 
potato sack. “We could make some sand to bribe him?” 


“Don’t encourage him,” Philza pipes up as he exits his study, three 
Chatters hanging off his shoulders. 


“Feels like we should encourage him.” Daydream snickers, picking 
herself off the floor and spawning a small block of sand. “Isn’t the 
world supposed to be our oyster or something?” 


“lm no expert, but | feel like people with shreddable stomachs 
shouldn't be rewarded for eating the prequel to glass,” Techno puts 
forth. “Seems a bit medically unsound.” 


A Chatters lands on one of Daydream's antlers, and she swivels her 
head upside down until it falls off. “Your pets are weird.” 


Philza snorts, rapping his cane into the ground. “Don't call me a pet, 
you chaotic little shit. Go find Wil, he’s upstairs.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Red hawkish eyes meet beady black ones. 


“If | stabbed you, would you have guts and blood and stuff?” Wilbur 
asks. 


“If | stabbed you, would you have guts and blood and stuff?” 
Daydream asks back. 


“You’re not allowed,” Wilbur insists. “I’m fragile.” 


“?m not!” Daydream's spindly fingers pat at her round face. “If | die, 
ll just grow back out of the ground back home. At least that’s how 
it’s Supposed to work. I’ve never done it before.” 


Wilbur leans his head into his hands. “So, you’re already a god. 
How’d you manage that?” 


Daydream shrugs, making a noncommittal noise. “Once | wasn’t, 
then | was. | don’t really remember anything else.” 


“That's bullshit, but | believe it.” 


“What do demigods even do?” Daydream wonders. “Isn’t it basically 
being a player with extra steps?” 


“Im immortal,” Wilbur defensively insists. “] guess that’s just ‘cause 
of a medical condition, though. | can make people do what | want if | 
try hard enough, but it doesn’t really work on gods. And there’s the 
thing with my blood.” 


Daydream leans closer. “What thing?” 


Wilbur summons a pocket knife, twirling it in his hands. “Phil’s got 
crazy acid trip looking blood, it’s like- stardust, or something?” He 
pricks his pinkie finger on the tip of the blade. “My blood’s just kind of 
blue. It’s pretty boring.” 


So naturally, in response to this terrible insult, the moment a single 
drop of blood reaches the paper on his desk, it catches fire. 


Blue starfire. 


Daydream turns to the smoldering paper, and dully back to him. 
“Boring, you said.” 


Wilbur chirps and stammers under his breath. “In- in my defense, 
it’s... never done that before?” 


A silence. 


“Huh. Cool.” Daydream nods, spawning a small lantern. “We could 
make a blood fire out of this.” 


Wilbur blinks. His eyes widen with enlightenment. 


“We could make blood popcorn out of this-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Technoblade stares out the window screen. “The children are 
committing arson in the front yard.” 


“Are they committing arson at each other?” Philza asks. 


Techno watches Daydream spawn marshmallows and popcorn. “Not 
to my knowledge.” 


“As long as they aren’t dying, it’s not my problem,” Lagos mumbles. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Ay, yO, Lagos.” Techno pauses over his chessboard. “Is Daydream 
supposed to be using her head as a football?” 


“AS someone who’s used my head as a football, do you feel 
threatened?” 


“That was one time!” 


Philza chokes on his hot chocolate. “I’m sorry, you what-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“O, ANGEL OF DEATH!” Daydream and Wilbur burst into the house 
in a flurry of furs and feathers, eyes manic and full of secrets. “We 
bring thee an offering!” 


Philza squints, him and his murder taking in the suspiciously smoky 
patches on the childrens’ clothes. “What-” 


Daydream slams a large bowl on the table. “MARSHMALLOW 
POPCORW!” 


“Aw, that’s cute.” 


Wilbur pulls up his sleeve, revealing a horrifying line of blue-tinged 
bandages on his thin arm. “| FORGED IT WITH MY BLOOD!” 


J 


The immortal engine of an Angel’s mind stutters to a halt. “/’m 


sorry?” 


“Blood.” 


“Wil, what the fuck does that mean?” 


“Blood,” Wilbur says again like that makes any of this reassuring. 
“Blood makes the popcorn. Goes in the popcorn. Blood popcorn. | 
did it for you.” 


Okay. Okay. 


Philza’s hardcore son just did... hazardous blood magic... with his 
divine blood... without supervision ... and made popcorn about it. 


This is- this is fine. 


(For completely unrelated reasons, Philza thinks he might need to sit 
down.) 


He sinks into the nearest chair and lets out a completely normal, 
non-hysterical laugh. 


Lagos looks up from the glow berries he’s sorting on the table. “You 
alright there, Phil?” 


“It must be his old man saturation levels,” Daydream sagely 
proposes. “He should do some bloodmallow popcorn about it. Good 
thing we made so much.” 


Techno whirls his head around. “You made what-” 


16. Divine Right 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur finds a special place. 


Listen. 


Sometimes a man just needs to murder a pumpkin. 


Simple. Elegant. Efficient, even. Just stab a shape into a gourd! 


Knife, gourd, shape, think too long about how the blade sinks in 
almost the exact same way into a living body- 


Philza was going somewhere with this. 


He just likes pumpkins. Honestly, it’s not that deep. 


And, well- carving faces into them is calming (or supposed to be). 
Much like many stab-adjacent activities in Philza’s life, carving just 
felt kind of red. Except without the murderous intent, and 
accompanied by some vaguely cathartic emotion. Maybe this means 


Benihime likes carving? As much as Benihime can independently 
like anything. 


It’s calming and Philza doesn’t have to think about it. And also 
pumpkins make very nice pies, so that’s fun. 


Unfortunately for Philza, the pumpkin catapult Lagos had spawned in 
the yard had put a damper on the whole calm catharsis thing. 


Wilbur screams with mystified delight. “How'd you do that?” 


Lagos' eyes squint with amusement. “Kid, you’ve seen me spawn 
shit before.” 


“You didn’t spawn a catapult before!” 


“We weren't on my server before,” Lagos points out. 


Wilbur clambers out of Philza’s arms. “Your server?” He kneels down 
to the ground, putting his hands in the soil. “This is yours?” 


“Yep,” Lagos casually says. 


Wilbur slaps his hand on a tree. “Is this yours?” 


“It is!” 


Wilbur points at a passing butterfly. “Is that yours?” 


“Everything you see in this world,” Lagos elaborates. “Everything the 
light will ever touch. All of it’s mine.” 


Wilbur tilts his head. “Why?” 


“Because | am the god of this world,” Lagos smiles. “And as long as | 
live?” 


Lagos spreads his arms and breathes. And his breath is the wind in 
the trees. It is the flight of birds. He is the creaking bones of a 
thousand thousand trees, he is the living rustle of the grass and 
stone and river and the mountain. 


He breathes, and the earth breathes with him. 


“AS long as | live, | am the world,” he sighs. “And | will belong to 
nothing but myself.” 


“AND THE WORLD DEMANDS PUMPKIN - SACRIFICES!” 
Daydream yells at the top of her lungs, kicking a pumpkin into the 
lake. 


“Yes, thank you, sister, for totally not ruining the moment,” Lagos 
deadpans. 


“YOU'RE WELCOME!” 


Lagos turns to Philza, a long suffering emptiness in his smile. “How 
you manage to get your child to do anything he’s told is beyond me.” 


Philza gestures vaguely at the children with his cane. “Bold of you to 
assume | control any of this,” he giggles. 


“Ah, we're just fucked, then.” 


ek 


fraid so,” Philza cheerfully chirps. “May as well stab a pumpkin 
about it.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur is aware that this is not a competition. 


But he is nonetheless going to Win At Pumpkin Carving. 


(It’s a competition in his heart, okay?) 


And in his heart of hearts, he has carved a mule. For no particular 
reason. He enjoys mules a normal amount and does not secretly 
wish any incredible violence to befall mules in the near future, 
preferably with extreme prejudice and an axe to the spinal cord. 


He enjoys mules a normal amount. He has no ambitions to set up a 
stand for ‘mule bits’ that he will convince other children to frequent. 


Anymore. 


(The fire charm that someone planted in his stand, burning it to the 
ground, has nothing to do with his current lack of mule-adjacent 
ambitions. ) 


He enjoys mules a normal amount, just like how he enjoys his mule 
pumpkin carving a normal amount. 


Philza’s gone and carved a big fat hardcore heart into his pumpkin. 
Daydream, apparently feeling thematic, has carved a round little pig 
in a crown. Lagos, the lazy fuck, just carved the smile of his stupid 
rabbity face into his pumpkin. 


Techno... 


“What?” Techno defensively drawls, holding his carving of a pumpkin 
on his carved pumpkin. “You said pumpkin carving.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Hey.” Daydream climbs up the tree that Wilbur’s hidden himself in. 
“Child.” 


“Don’t call me a child,” Wilbur mutters. 


“Why are you all fucked up and sad, child?” she bluntly asks. 


Wilbur looks down at the distant ground. “Lagos didn’t let me put my 
pumpkin on the altar,” he finally complains. 


“Oh, yeah. That was weird. Why’d he do that?” 


““m not a god,” Wilbur quietly murmurs into his sleeve. “He said it'd 
be inappropriate.” 


“Dang. Sucks to suck, | guess.” 


Wilbur curls up even smaller, talons scratching into the wooden 
branches beneath him. 


Daydream blinks. 


“Wanna stare at weird dead stuff with me until you stop feeling like a 
crybaby?” she offers. 


Wilbur sniffles. “Okay.” 


Daydream clambers behind Wilbur and grabs him under his arms. 


“Woah, hey-” Wilbur’s wings flap nervously, tailcoat feathers wagging 
with unease. “Don't just pick me up like a cat!” 


“You can’t fly! How else are we gonna get there?” 


Wilbur’s down puffs up on his face. “I can fly! When I’m older!” 


“Well heads up,” Daydream snarks as she pushes them off the edge, 
“you’re gonna fly right now!” 


And Wilbur, son of the Angel of Death, student to the Blood of the 
Covenant, absolutely does not scream like a little girl when they sail 
through the air. Absolutely not. That never happened and there are 
no witnesses who can prove otherwise. 


(Daydream doesn’t count, not with that smug little cackle.) 


But the screaming stops. The screaming stops and they don’t fall. 


He rises through the sky, the hand of a god at his fingertips, and 
Wilbur is flying. 


At the hands of a god, Wilbur is flying- flying over the trees and the 
rivers and the mountains. Their journey stutters and falls to run 
across rooftops, claws and boots scuffing at painstakingly placed 
wooden shingles. 


There are lanterns in the streets. The ring of church bells drowns 
under the chaotic symphony of the city. Somewhere, somehow, 
people are happy. 


When they land in the ruins across the river, he can still hear them 
sing. 


Wilbur takes off his reading glasses, eyes widening to the long dim 
shadows of crumbling blackstone walls. Whatever it was in the past, 
it is unrecognizable now. Flag and hearth and hall is sanded away by 
the march of time, overtaken by fallen leaves from old trees growing 
between the cobblestones. 


The rocks curve and crack with the snaking patterns of what might 
have been vines, once- all of it long, long dead. 


“What is this place?” 


Daydream swings on her arms from one of the old trees, rattling the 
aged branches. “My brother said this used to be a really big town. 
Like the biggest town in the server, maybe? But when he woke up 
again, the place was gone.” 


Wilbur furrows his brows. “Woke up?” 


“Yep. This one time he just fell asleep for no reason.” She hangs 
upside down, hood falling oddly over her featureless face. “That’s 
what I’m for, actually.” 


“He just, like- made me one day? So that when he fell asleep, 
there'd still be someone to make sure the server still runs okay. But 
now he’s awake, so | just do whatever.” 


“So you-” Wilbur pauses, not sure if he should continue. “-so the 
thing you exist for doesn’t matter anymore. And you're just... still 
here.” 


Daydream giggles. “I guess you can put it that way.” 


“Man.” Wilbur flops onto the ground. “Are you okay?” 


Daydream falls down next to him, tilting her head. “Why wouldn't | 
be?” 


“...No reason, | guess. You really are just straight up vibing, huh?” 


“Ye ; ” 


“And I’m still here miffed about my pumpkin!” Wilbur shouts, sitting 
up from the grass. He flips over his backpack, letting his mule carved 
masterpiece bonk softly onto the ground. “I’ve got nowhere to put 
this thing now- hey, what are you doing?” 


Daydream walks off with the ribbons from his backpack. 


“Those are mine, don’t walk off with them like that!” 


She takes four of them- red, white, blue, black- and ties them to the 
branches of a young tree. “A god touched this tree.” She taps her 
chin. “Wait, it probably needs to be fancier than that.” 


Daydream takes back the ribbons and claps her hands. A small 
heart of gold appears in her palms. With a not-so-gentle movement, 
she throws it, and the speeding flight of the heart sinks into the trunk. 
It smolders like a brand, trapping the gold- and all its trailing ribbons- 
snug against the bark. 


“The tree is sacred now. Because | said so.” Daydream opens her 
hands towards the pumpkin Wilbur holds in his arms. “That’s as 
good an altar as any, right?” 


Wilbur hugs his pumpkin a little tighter. “I’m- | don’t belong there.” 


“Do you want to?” 


“.. Yeah.” 


“Then you do!” Daydream cheerfully says. 


Wilbur snorts. “Because you said so?” 


“Because you said so!” Daydream kicks back, floating just above the 
soil. “And also because | said so. I’m just so poggers like that.” 


He nestles his pumpkin in the roots of the tree. He might have cut 
himself a little bit on the halo of rocks they put around their 
improvised altar, but hey. The extra fire just adds ambience. 


It’s nice. 


In a scuffed, childishly simple sort of way. 


(Is that so bad?) 


When he finishes lighting the pumpkin, Daydream is gone. 


“Over here, stupid!” 


Daydream waves at him from the top of a ruined wall, the sun finally 
setting behind her. 


“Get up here. They’re gonna do the fireworks soon.” 


Wilbur stands up, pats the soot off his scratched hands, and climbs 
until he stands next to a god. 


17. There's Always That One Guy 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Techno and Philza are the people that math problems are 
preparing you for. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 
deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


Wilbur squints up at Techno. “Why don't / get to perch on you?” 


Techno readjusts the paper bags in his hand, peering down at Wilbur 
past his mask. “I’m not a horse, eyas.” 


“You let Dad perch on you,” Wilbur hisses with an accusatory tone. 


“lam physically incapable of stopping your father.” A hooved hand 
pushes down on Wilbur’s head. “And unlike you, he’s able to climb 
me by himself.” 


“What does that have to do with anything?” Wilbur asks. 


“’m not holding onto you,” Techno bluntly drawls. “You wanna ride 
this ride, you better be able to get on and stay on- «//</FI, «I JF, 
«<I I” 


Techno’s words cut off with indignant Khorsh as tiny sharp talons 
suddenly drag at his cloak, scrabbling up his frame like the world’s 
worst cat right up the part of his back he can’t see, the little 
delinquent. 


Techno snorts loudly as something rocks forcefully on his shoulder, 
tail wagging with mounting irritation. “That wasn’t an invitation, Wil.” 


Wilbur’s arms clamp down beside his feet. “It is now!” 


“Oh joy,” Techno deadpans. “How’s the view, kid?” 


Wilbur crouches stock still on Techno’s shoulder, no sound except 
his wide-eyed awe coming out in puffing breaths. 


“Wilbur, your silence is deafening.” 


“We push forward, men,” Wilbur whispers. 


Techno frowns underneath his mask. “Heh?” 


“Those who are about to die,” Wilbur articulates in the most 
ridiculously posh accent possible, “know that you will die a hero-” 


“Oh gods, not this again- Wilbur, have you been listening to that war 
drama show on the radio, that is three clicks past your bedtime, 
young man!” 


“LOOK AT ME! LOOK AT ME, MEN, AND WEEP UPON YOUR 
SUPERIOR-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


The nebulously named Blade-Craft family is the living terror of the 
Hypixel bazaar. 


Most days they’re perfectly respectable. Most days they’re looking to 
sell the assorted extra crops and fabrics and other various nonsense 
they’ve collected through... whatever it is that family gets up to. And 
as sellers, they are perfectly respectable, perfectly polite, and 
perfectly reasonable. 


As sellers. 


Not that they're unreasonable as buyers, per se. 


It's just that they’re very old, very patient, very rich, and very, very 
meticulous. 


Today, Mr. Craft has unfortunately decided to be meticulous about 
prismarine. 


“Gods, what are you, a kiddy craft stall?” The aged elytron pinches 
his brow with blackened hands. “Prismarine- look, you've either got 
prismarine shards or prismarine crystals, what the fuck do you mean 
you have prismarine, there’s a fucking DIFFERENCE-” 


Mr. Blade sticks out his arm. “Calm down, old man. You’re gonna 
give yourself a panic attack.” 


Mr. Craft stares at the offered arm and promptly climbs it. (This is, for 
unknown reasons, a normal occurrence.) “/ am calm,” he insists past 
his loudly rattling wings. 


“You’re not even buying prismarine,” Mr. Blade flatly drawls. “Let it 
go, Phil.” 


Mr. Craft pauses, face clearing with some unknown realization. 
“Gods, you're right.” He looks back down at the hapless seller. “Sorry 
‘bout that, mate. Think I’ve been a bit high strung today.” He points 
between himself and the two crows perched on his arms. “Just know 
that your labelling has disappointed all three of us. Good day.” 


The elytron child on Mr. Blade’s other shoulder snickers to himself. 


The seller sighs. “Sir, I’ve told you time and time before, there is no 
actual difference between them to most consumers.” 


“Ah, contextual linguistic drift,” Mr. Blade nostalgically muses, “my 
old friend, back to haunt us again.” 


Mr. Craft blinks. “! will choose not to start a domestic incident in 
public,” he carefully says. 


“That tends to be a wise choice,” Mr. Blade deadpans. (Seems to 
deadpan, at least. It’s hard to tell with his voice.) 


“You're really debating having a bloody domestic while the cricket 
flour is on sale?” The child asks. 


Mr. Blade’s booming shout could have rattled the ceiling of the 
bazaar. “lI FORGOT ABOUT THE FLOUR!” 


Mr. Craft jostles the other man’s large head. “Let’s fucking go, then!” 


The trio barrels down the street like some sort of collective mirage. 


Truly, an incomprehensible enigma. 


(At least it’s a well-paying one.) 


-<>Y<>- 


Thirty tocks later, Mr. Craft is dragging a ranting Mr. Blade and his 
very invested opinions on lapis pencil dilution away from an 
enchantments stall. 


The terror never ceases. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


the minute wilbur exists on a raised surface he instantly turns 
into a pompous battle hardened general about to lead his men 
into glorious battle 


18. News Bears Repeating 
Summary for the Chapter: 
The crows see everything. (They hear it, too.) 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 
deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


The printing press had been invented eleven times over Philza’s life, 
each on different servers. 


It never did quite stick- somewhere, somehow, the unwieldy 
machines would prove more impractical than the convenience of 
their benefits. And even when it didn’t, war and disaster were 
horrifically reliable destroyers of invention. 


It’s been, oh, maybe about 15 years for this one. (Or 45. It’s hard to 
keep track of things.) But this particular iteration has spread 
alarmingly fast. Instead of trying to compete with the convenience of 
mirror enchantments, it directly exploits it in the process, or so he’s 
heard from Wilbur. That boy takes up knowledge like a sponge, it’s 
like some odd little superpower. 


(Gods, he loves that boy.) 


Point being, there’s these funny little things called newspapers now. 
Little private bulletins! They’ve even figured out how to stick 
photographs onto them, it’s all very charming. He knows Wilbur likes 
to look at the academic ones that sell at the library, and the almanac 
ones are pretty useful for farming and fishing. 


They try to stay away from the local news ones. 


They hear quite enough of that without going to try and find it. 


Oh, it’s not as though the Hypixel server is unkind, not quite. But 
Wilbur’s the only one out of the three of them that isn’t a bit of a 
hermit, and with a lack of information, people... talk. 


Sounderless priest, unknown god, foreign general, tournament 
fighter- Technoblade has been through all too many lenses of 
scrutiny over the long tenure of his life. Nothing he has heard is new 
under the sun. Whispers wash over him and drown against the 
deafening chorus of his mind. 


He’s used to it. 


...Philza is not. 


And unlike Techno- Techno, half deaf from a constant unsung choir, 
Techno who can turn his eyes away from the hiss of people’s 
mouths- Philza has a thousand more ears and eyes, always perched 
at his shoulders and antlers and everywhere in between, constantly 
primed to hear the whispers around him. 


“Fuck, look at the size of that guy!” 


“Look at the size of that guy! I’ve never seen an elytron man that 
tall!” 


“And the other one makes him look like a twig. Prime’s sake.” 


“That old crow’s braver than I'll ever be- | mean look at the fuckin’ 
pig, he could probably snap ‘im in half-” 


“Gods, that’s a scary thought, innit? It'd be too easy-” 


“-and they just live all by themselves way out in the farm islands, just 
them and the kid. Now, | ain’t sayin’ anythin’-” 


“Dude, what the fuck? Don’t say shit like that-” 


“I’m just sayin’, if the big guy got mad, it’s not like they can run 
away-” 


“You think | could take them?” 


“In a fight, right?” 


“In a fight, right?” 


“Oh my god, look, that guy has fatter honkers then you!” 
“Shut the fuck up.” 


“And they were roommates.” 
“With a child?” 


“Maybe so.” 


“Damn. That man got cake.” 
“You can't even see his ass.” 
“It's the vibes.” 


“Saint’s fuckin’ sakes, Kyle.” 


“| heard the bird’s like- you know. An atheist.” 


“On God?” 


“So an atheist and a priest walk into a bar...” 


“Sweetie, if you eat your veggies maybe you'll grow big and strong 
like that pig moblin-” 


“Jeez! The wingspan on that guy! Some prehistoric shit. Kind of 
freakish, innit?” 


“Bro, that pig could break me in two.” 
“And you would let him.” 


“And | would let him.” 


“Just ask the guy out on a date.” 
“You don't think he’s too old?” 


“At that age, | think they’re down for anything-” 


“What is up with those two guys? They’re always following each 
other around.” 


“The wing guy’s hardcore, the other guy’s, like- | don’t know, might 
be his caretaker or something-” 


“Holy fuck, hardcores still exist?” 


“Fuckin’ apparently-” 


“That man swings that cane like a sword, | swear he’s probably killed 
a man with it-” 


“You think if I’m quick enough | could take a feather or two? It’s real 
pretty.” 


“Isn't that a hate crime somewhere?” 


“It’s not if | don’t get caught.” 


“Do you reckon-" 


“Do you reckon-" 


Do you reckon- 


Do you reckon- 


Do you reckon- 


Do you reckon- 


-you alright, Phil?” 


Philza’s eyes snap back into focus. “Sorry, mate. What was that?” 


Techno peers down past his mask. “You doin’ alright? You’re looking 
kinda...” He twirls a hooved finger vaguely at his head. 


Holy fuck, hardcores still exist? 


“?’m alright, mate, just-” Philza lets out a shuddering breath, fingers 
curling at the tasseled shoulder of Techno’s cloak. “-crowds, 
y'know?” 


-it’s not like they can run away- 


Even past the mask, Techno’s eyes shift with just a little too much 
understanding. “You really can’t turn that off, huh?” 


Philza laughs with a self-deprecating note, the crows in his hat and 
shoulders ruffling with his movement. “Just get me off this train.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Someone called you my caretaker, if you can believe it,” Philza 
starts all too casually. “The big hired muscle for little hapless old 
hardcore me.” He turns to Techno and smiles. “What do you think?” 


Techno hisses out a sympathetic breath. “Gods. People really think 
like that?” 


“The other camp is convinced you’re gonna break me in half one 
day,” Philza caustically continues. “Because you're just so big and 
brutish.” 


Techno sighs. “That I’m not surprised by. Honestly, it’s not that bad 
compared to the other stupid stuff they could say, it’s fine-” 


“IT’S NOT FINE?’ Philza shouts, slamming his cane into the ground. 


Here's the thing- Techno is used to everything he needs to drown 
out. He has lived under the scrutiny of gods and soldiers and 
students for so long that the drowning pressure of their stares is little 
more than a dull ache at best. 


He is used to it. 


Philza is not. 


“Philza, you- you just can't let it get to your head, alright?” Techno’s 
mouth ticks up awkwardly. “They don’t know what they’re talking 


about, they don’t know you-” 


“Why do people a/ways think the worst of you?” Philza interrupts. 


Techno pauses. That's... not where he was expecting this to go. 


“Why is it always you?” Philza chirps indignantly. “You’re a good 
person! You-” 


His hand raises like he could have struck Techno across the face, 
but he never does. An unsteady fist thumps at Techno’s shirt. 


“You’re a good person,” Philza’s voice shakes. “Why is it so hard for 
people to believe that?” 


"...PhIl.” 


“| just-” A star dusted hand runs gently (despairingly) across the 
coarse fur of Techno’s face. “-Il wish they would see you.” 


“Not everyone can see souls, Philza,” Techno gently reminds. He 
puts his hands over the ones laid on his face. “And | don’t need them 
to. Don’t drive yourself to hell on my account.” 


“Only with you,” Philza whispers. “Only you. To the gates of hell. You 
know that, right?” 


And Techno smiles, despite it all. “l knew, you bitter old man. | 
always knew.” 


19. Starsday Red 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Practical life skills. 


Now that Wilbur’s been getting older, Philza’s been getting a bit more 
hands-on with the homeschooling stuff. 


It used to be Techno, mostly, with all that fun academic stuff, and 
Sam-seong would mostly pop in when history or magic or other basic 
natural whatever came up. 


And then Wilbur got old enough to hold an axe, and oh boy, things 
got a little funky. Wilbur’s nearly a man now or something along 
those lines, which apparently means it’s time for him to learn 
assorted practical skills. 


Sometimes these practical skills actually make sense. Like fishing. 
Or shooting. 


Sometimes. 


Unfortunately for Techno’s kitchen on this fine winter’s day, it would 
likely not be getting out of this lesson alive. 


Not that he knows that yet. He’s currently out in the garden picking 
out fruits and herbs to add to the siren tail stew that’s currently slow 
cooking in the kitchen. 


As good a time as any to start mixing up dyuers. 


“Phil, why aren't we using the brewing stands for this?” Wilbur asks. 


“Because Techno’s doing turtle potions and those things can't be 
interrupted,” Philza explains. “Now get over here, | need the poppies. 
Base is almost done.” 


Wilbur hands over the red flowers, watching a thick honeyed potion 
simmer lazily in its pot. “What’s the red one for?” 


“Anger,” Philza curtly answers as he crushes the poppies. “And 
general- | don't know, violence, | guess.” 


“Are you angry a lot?” Wilbur asks. 


“Benihime gets too tense. Sometimes we need a little help.” 


“Oooh.” 


Philza pushes some dried cornflower towards Wilbur. “We need 
purple, too. We're about to run out.” 


“Already?” Wilbur whines as he crushes the blue flowers under his 
mortar and pestle. “Why are we always almost out of purple? We 
don’t get hurt that much. Techno barely even touches the stuff 
anyway, even when he does need it.” 


“You don't need to get hurt to be in pain, eyas.” 


Wilbur pauses, looking back to his father. “...Are you in pain?” 


Philza’s sleepy smile twitches. “Hardcore ain't kind.” 


Wilbur looks down at his wrist. 


“Am | gonna be in pain too?” 


“Depends on how much you get hurt.” Philza’s smile softens in a 
resigned sort of way. “Hopefully you don’t get as banged up as your 
old man any time soon, alright?” 


He shakes his head with a violent click in his antlers. 


“Ech, enough o’ that maudlin bullshit.” He halves out the red powder 
with his knife and pours some of it into the blue. “Get the spider eyes 
from the cabinet, should be with the other preserves.” 


Wilbur cringes with disgust. “You put spiders in dyuers?” 


Philza looks back flatly at Wilbur. “Spider eyes are the corruption 
catalyst of all standard potions. And you eat sand, you cursed child. 
Are you going to draw the line at spiders?” 


“Fair enough.” 


“Anyways, Philza goes on as Wilbur disappears into the cabinet, 
“I’m uppin’ the strength this round, | want this batch to last longer.” 
He waves off the silent chattering of his crows. “Yeah, yeah, I’ve got 
the damn pipes, they’re in the study. You were all there for that, 
dumbasses.” 


And so, Techno’s beloved snack of fermented spider eyes is crushed 
and thrown down into the accursed mixture. 


Philza gestures at the two cooling containers. “So we just let that sit, 
and then we'll fill up the bamboo pipes and top it off with some 
enchantment bottles-” 


“HEH?” 


Two spooked elytron faces turn startled to the sudden shout. 


There stands Techno at the threshold of the kitchen, clutching herbs 
to his chest with indignant petty rage. 


“Really?” Techno implores. “Right in front of my siren tail stew?” 


Philza nervously puffs his cheeks. “Oop-” 


“Did you seriously turn the kitchen into a drug lab while | was 
cooking perfectly respectable non-drug food?” 


“In my defense.” Philza snaps his fingers. “You had turtleprots on the 
stand and we were almost out of purple.” 


Techno frowns. “Okay, that’s a good point- Philza Minecraft, you still 
turned my kitchen into a drug lab-” 


“At least he’s not mad about the spider eyes,” Wilbur optimistically 
points out. 


“You yoinked my spider eyes?” 


“Oop- 


Techno gently throws the herbs into the pot before taking a seat on 
the floor in front of the drugs. “Banned, all of you. Banned from my 
kitchen for a thousand years.” 


“All one thousand years?” Wilbur dares to ask. 


“Yes.” Techno shuffles the containers toward their hands. “Shoo, go 
back to the actual drug lab. Get out of my sight, you culinary war 
Criminals.” 


Philza doesn’t move, opting instead to cross his legs right across 
from Techno, smiling like some kind of horrible smug cat. 


A battle of unblinking wills ensues over the next tock. 


Techno finally snorts caustically. “Whatever. Don’t blame me if we all 
get poisoned tonight because somebody got us_ cross- 
contaminated.” 


“| would never!” Philza insists. “Let you catch me,” he quickly adds. 


Techno boxes Philza’s head with his long tail as he stands back up. 


Wilbur and his father sit on the floor, gently holding each other’s 
wrists, waiting for red and purple containers to settle until Techno 
harasses them into setting the table. It is 19:00 on a Starsday. 


Nothing hurts. All is well. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


read this. i don't feel like being_nice today. 


20. Time To Eat The Screams 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Wilbur's first festival comes with a familiar face. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


The concept of this chapter was floated by BattleBlaze, who 
lives in an area with So Many Cicadas. 


Wilbur wakes up to the world screaming in his ears. 


Not in a particularly /oud way. It’s tiny and distant- more of a hissing, 
really. But it sure is there, and it sure hasn't stopped, and it sure has 
no apparent plans to stop ever. 


And if Wilbur has to hear this mysterious bullshit for another fucking 
tock he’s going to lose it. 


Seriously, he’s at his limit. How much more can a young man take? 


“ PHIL!” Wilbur shouts. “I think my ears caught that tinnitus bullshit 
that the doctors like to scare people about. I’m gonna die! Make my 
burial flowers blue!” 


Philza snorts. “You’re not dying. Come here.” Weathered talons 
soothe wide downy ears. “What are you hearing, Wil?” 


“It's like a hissing noise?” Wilbur tentatively starts. “Like rain, but 
bad. Sort of like... screaming?” 


Philza pauses. Blinks. 


And then he laughs. He laughs with this snickering, chirping, bubbly 
sound, he ducks his head into his hand, and he laughs again. 


“Father, why?” Wilbur dramatically slumps into Philza’s shirt. “Why 
do you laugh at my suffering?” 


“It’s not fucking tinnitus,” Philza wheezes. “The Brood festival’s finally 
come around, is all.” 


“The what?” 


“Ah, the last one hasn’t happened since before you were born! All 
those fat little bugs have finally stopped marinating in the ground and 
now they're gonna scream about it.” Philza smiles nostalgically. 
“Good times.” 


A pause. 


“They what-” 


-<>Y<>- 


There’s a fun little bug native to Sky called the 13-year cicada. 


As babies, they bury themselves underground for, well, 13 years. 
And when those thirteen years are over, they emerge as big fat 
stupid adults with but one mission on this terrible bitch of an earth- 
breed and die. 


And oh boy, do they scream about it. In the millions. And the people 
love it, gods knows why. More specifically, dear old dad loves to 
snatch them out of the air and just straight up eat them. (What the 
fuck, Dad.) 


Unlike many other things that Philza just kind of does for no fucking 
reason, he’s not being an obscure crazy old man this time, because 
pretty much all the other Sky natives are in on it too. (Wilbur’s pretty 
sure he’s seen more than one flying elytron zooming around straight 
up catching bugs in their mouths.) 


So, the Brood Festival- a bit weirdchamp, Wilbur’s not gonna lie. It 
happens only every so often and only the oldest of fucks remember 
about it. And while it’s true that cicadas may be big and stupid and 
fat (much like Technoblade, who is big and stupid and piggy), they’re 
nutty and crunchy and actually pretty good, so- poggers or whatever. 


Free snacks. 


They are also the tasty bane of Technoblade’s existence, on account 
of him being such a large target for unidentified flying bastards to 
bump into constantly. 


“What if | just enchanted all my clothes with Thorns?” Techno 
morbidly muses as a cicada bumps into his ears for the fuckmillionth 
time. “I think that'll really be the future of insect deterrence.” 


“And then you'd have people following you waiting to pick up your 
constant wave of dead scraps,” Philza points out as he lightly bats 
Techno’s buggy freeloaders with his wings. “Think about that.” 


“Mm. You have a point there.” 


“A very delicious point, yes.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Dad, are you okay? Your antlers are getting all red.” 


Philza waves off the concern with the same sleepy smile as always. 
“It’s fine, Wil. Just all the fuckton of death everywhere from all the 
bugs.” He spins a finger at the side of his head. “Brain go brr.” 


Wilbur frowns. “In a bad way, or...” 


“Nah, nah.” Philza nictitates blearily. “Just makes me kind of tired.” 


Wilbur squints. “Are you sure the tiredness isn't from all the bread 
you've been eating behind Techno's back?” 


“It's cicada flour bread and Techno can't prove otherwise.” 


“Can't Techno smell as good as a dog?” 


“Can't prove it. Shut.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Discounting how flight-specialized Philza is (what with the massive, 
massive wings and all) he’s not a horrid walker on the ground as 
long as his cane can keep up. 


So when Philza suddenly gets a little sway on his feet as they pass 
one of the louder food stalls, Wilbur stops walking. 


“Phil?” Wilbur puts steadying hands on his father’s arms. “You 
alright?” 


Philza rocks his head- mouth flat, antlers clicked sharply at attention, 
eyes wearily screwed shut behind the veil of his hat. 


When he opens his eyes, it’s not familiar sleepy smile that finds 
Wilbur, but wide confused eyes. 


Oh, fuck. 


“Hi, Beni,” Wilbur nervously smiles. 


“Where’s th’ fuckin’ plague,” Benihime quietly mutters. “Givin’ me 
a gods damned headache.” 


“Nope, nope- noooooo plagues happening here, no sir.” Wilbur holds 
Benihime’s hands shut. “Please don't start a manhunt in public.” 


Benihime looks around, a hazy frown on its face. “Where is this?” 


“This is just in town near our house. You’ve been here before, right?” 


Benihime’s hands twitch on the raven handle of its cane. “I don't... 
people,” it hisses. “Too many souls.” It kneads over its eyes with an 
unsteady sound. “Why would | come here, why am | here?” 


“It's the Brood Festival,” Wilbur explains, walking them a little more 
away from the crowd of the streets. “You were really excited when 
you told me about it.” 


Benihime just makes a vague questioning noise. 


“Nothing but bugs,” Wilbur assures, “very, very, very tasty bugs and 
bug by-products.” Wilbur waves his hands distractedly before 
rummaging through a paper bag. “Here, eat this.” 


He shoves a bug-based loaf into Benihime's hands. 


Benihime eyes the bread suspiciously. 


“It's bug grain, not wheat grain,” Wilbur insists. “Safe to eat.” 


“Mm.” 


“Come on,” Wilbur needles in the face of Benihime’s confused 
squint, “It's not gonna kill you if you take a single bite out of it.” He 
leans in with wide eyes. “You should trust me on this, right?” 


And in the face of that stellar argument, Benihime folds with all the 
backbone of a chocolate eclair. It takes a bite out of the suspicious 
buggy loaf. Somewhere in those red eyes, Wilbur can see 
Benihime’s empty head experiencing a singular thought. (The 
thought is, presumably, bread.) 


“| like it,” Benihime whispers, somehow sounding a little too awed at 
the idea that it could like things. (That it ever had a chance to be able 
to like things.) 


Oh, you sweet summer child. 


“Well, there’s a lot more where that came from! | could show you if 
you like.” Wilbur hesitates. “If you’re up for it. | guess you’re really 
kind of confused right now. You did kind of drop in out of nowhere.” 


Benihime laughs so softly Wilbur could barely even hear it as its 
voice falls down to earth. “What else would | even need to know? I’m 
with you.” 


If Wilbur could stop feeling utterly eviscerated by half the words 
coming out of Benihime’s mouth, that would be great. It seems like 
whatever emotion Philza holds close, Benihime sets free with not a 
single thought behind its eyes. 


(Probably because it's only thinking of bread right now.) 


“lam going to feed you so many chirper tacos,” Wilbur blurts out 
before he can let himself get too sappy. 


“What are you even saying?” 


“Fuck around and find out, funny wing man.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


techno: im going to get some new spider eyes to replace the last 
ones- 

wilbur: (spends the entire budget on assorted cicada foods for 
benihime) 

techno: 

wilbur: 

techno: a wise use of our funds, eyas 


21. Live And Learn, Eyas 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Philza remembers some of it still, even now. 


“Philza!l” 


A little blond elytron boy smiles down at his mother under a tree. “Hi, 
mum!” He giggles as his mother pulls him up by the scruff of his 
coat. 


“You know you can’t just go outside like this, eyas, you're sick.” 


“That's what you said last week. |-” The child bunches over with 
whistling, chirping coughs. “-I’m supposed to be better now. Why am 
| still bad?” 


“l- | don’t know, dove. Just come inside, alright?” 


-<>Y<>- 


“The other kids at school, they called me useless. They said I'd 
never do anything.” 


“Oh sweetie, /'m so sorry.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“WREN! Wren, you stop that right now, your brother can't play like 
that-” 


“| wasn't hurting him-” 


“Mum, it’s fine-” 


“He’s frail, you know he can’t take that-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“I’m just worried, you know how children can be.” 


“He’s not made of fucking glass, it won’t kill him if another kid 
breathes at him.” 


“He bruised his leg last week from tripping into a table! Forgive me if 
I’m concerned. Someone in this damn roost has to be.” 


“WHAT THE FUCK IS THAT SUPPOSED TO MEAN-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Hi, dal” 


“Oh gods- Philza! Philza, you daft child, get off that roof this instant-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Your boy’s almost old enough to fly, innit? Why haven’t you got 
around to teachin’ him yet?” 


“We’re- we're just not sure if his heart can take it.” 


“Ah, he'll be fine! It’d be good for his heart, if anythin’. ‘sides, it'd be a 
right shame to waste such a fine pair of wings.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“What’s the point of letting him through the flock rites?” 


“...You take that back. You take that back right now.” 


“You know what the doctors said. You always knew. How's he meant 
to be anything more than nest-bound when you can barely stand to 
let him out of the roost house?” 


“He’s already been through enough, just let him have this.” 


“He'll be /ucky if he can wear those ribbons longer than a year.” 


“Get out.” 


“You need to face reality-” 


“GET OUT!” 


-<>Y<>- 


“That’s your uncle Phil! Go easy on him, he’s ill.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“ve read what they do to folks like you. It’s fucked up.” 


“Im not in the fucking mood, Wren.” 


“Listen, | just- Mum’s dead now, we both know Dad's a fucking cunt 
as always.” 


“And the sky’s got clouds. What about it?” 


“?’m not lettin’ him do it. He’s not fuckin’ in charge anymore, I- | can’t 
watch them /ock you up.” 


“W-what are you talking about?” 


“,.Oh gods. They didn’t even tell you.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“I'm new in town, and it gets worse.” 


“ Yoo, what the fuck is your lifemark, did a witch shank you or some 
shit?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“How’s that your uncle? He barely looks old enough to be your 
grandson.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Hey, | Know you and my dad were like, friends? We've been trying 
to find you for a while.” 


“Hi mate, what’s up?” 


“He, uh- he... died last month. Nothing wrong, just old age, you know 
how it is. Or don’t, | guess. Funeral’s in two weeks- took a long ass 
time tryin’ to find everyone. Just- just thought you should know.” 


“When should |...” 


“| can show you the place after. They- uh- the rest of the family, they 
don't want you there.” 


“Nothin’ personal, | think. Just on account of the curse y’ got on yer 
marks. Bad luck.” 


“...Of course. Th-thanks for tellin’ me anyway, mate.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza watches a 3 year old Wilbur scramble up the tree by Techno’s 
house, losing and gaining footholds by the tick. 


His friend follows his gaze. “You let him do all sorts of crazy stuff, 
huh?” 


Philza hums. 


“It doesn’t worry you?” Philza looks back at Techno, and Techno’s 
mouth flattens, brows raised as he backtracks. “I’m not callin’ you out 
here, I’m just curious. You’re a bit more hands-off than | expected.” 


“He can do what he wants, | think,” Philza lightly says. 


“And if he hurts himself?” Techno asks. 


“Then he lives and learns,” Philza concludes. “Not my job to go and 
say what he gets to do about it. Just patch up the pieces afterward.” 


Wilbur crashes to the ground, nary a scratch. Before either the men 
can do anything, Wilbur goes back up the tree, gaining and losing 
the exact same footholds. 


(Well, maybe he didn't lose as many the second time. He’s learning, 
after all.) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


philza: exists 
everyone else: don't like that 


22. Wilby, Wilby, Poor Little Wilby 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur runs into his classmates. 


“Is that Wilbur?” Blue eyes peer past red hair, sharpened by an 
elytron girl’s sharp grin. “Gods, it is. What’s up, Wilby?” 


Wilbur scuffs at the snowy brick road. “Hey, Martha.” 


“What are you doing at a cherry soup stand, Wilby? It’s winter, 
stupid. You fixin’ to start kinning the phantom moblins?” 


“Buying clothes,” Wilbur deadpans. 


Martha snickers. “Oh, really? With your clothes, I’d actually believe 
it.” 


Wilbur ducks his head into his shawl. “What's wrong with my 
clothes?” 


“Your entire house looks like it stepped out of a grandma photo.” The 
girl sips at her hot mug of soup. “Or, | dunno, the fucking theatre.” 


“We do our own clothes at home,” Wilbur shyly explains. 


“Maybe if you /eft your home more than once a week, you’d know 
what real people dress like, but okay.” Martha’s downy ear flicks. 
“Where have you been, anyway? You haven't shown up to school in 
a while. Did you get switched out?” 


“No, | don’t...” Wilbur shuffles to the side. “...1 don’t go to school 
anymore. | got pulled out.” 


There’s a little crowd of kids closing in on them. 


“Martha, who's this twig?” 


Martha’s grin gains a predatory sharpness. “It’s the cult kid.” 


“Seriously?” Another kid calls. “That’s the cult kid? You think he’d at 
least look intimidating, not like something from my grandma's closet.” 


“He looks like one of those old puppet shows!” One of the girls 
snorts. 


“See, that’s how they get you,” Martha oh-so-helpfully explains. 
“They act like they’re normal when they’re not.” 


“Are you actually an elytron, or are you like... a mimic?” A dwarf girl 
asks. "Your down's the wrong colors and everything. 


” 


Wilbur frowns. “I’m- 


“Hey! Weren't you that kid who got people roped into that death 
cult?” A sparrow moblin puffs up his feathers. “That’s kind of fucked 
up, man.” 


Martha tilts her head sweetly. “Don’t be mean, James. It’s not his 
fault. How’s he supposed to know any better when he lives with that 
old crow?” 


Wilbur steps back. “What the fuck are you talking about?” 


“Oh, Wilby, you didn’t figure it out yet?” With every step he takes 
back, Martha takes another closer. “Your daddy dresses like a girl 
and talks to crows more than people- if he can even remember 
people exist half the time.” She leans and leans until she looms over 


him. “He doesn’t have any friends, and no one’s ever gonna try and 
change that, because everyone and their mother knows that Old 
Saint Phil’s a fucking psycho.” 


“That’s not true! T-techno’s his friend.” 


Martha coos softly. “Oh, you mean the deaf old boar that keeps your 
daddy like a pet? Get a fucking reality check.” Her lips curl with a 
sneer. “The only reason the both of you aren’t locked up in a roost 
house is ‘cause everyone else is too scared of your owner to do 
anything about it.” 


“Stop it- stop it, you don’t know what you’re talking about -” 


“Why does your house have all those big locks, Wilby? Are you 
scared someone's gonna escape?” 


“SHUT UP!” Wilbur shoves the taller girl back. “Shut up, shut up, 
SHUT UP-” 


“You know what my mom said when you stopped going to school?” 
Martha giggles. “She figured old Phil finally snapped and buried you 
in his backyard-” 


And Wilbur was always such a darling child. Such a bright child. So 
well behaved. 


He’d never punched someone before. 


Oh well, he hysterically muses as Martha’s mug clatters on the 
ground. There’s always a first time for everything. 


(His knuckles hurt less than he thought they would.) 


“You don’t get to talk about him like that!’ He spits, wings rattling a 
storm under his shell as he kicks harshly at the other kid’s belly. “You 
don't get to blame my Philza!” 


A crowd blankly closes in, leaning towards his anger. Martha’s blue 
eyes are wild as she snaps back up, raking her talons across his 
face. 


Wilbur’s red eyes bore into her against the burning blue backdrop of 
his blood, frail body shaking with rage. 


“Good gods,” Martha whispers as she meets nearly divine eyes. “You 
really are a freak.” 


Wilbur chokes on a sob as he runs into the street. 


Fuck you, his mind bitterly sings as he looks down at his unsteady 
feet. Fuck you, fuck you, fuck you. 


He lets out a pained chirp of surprise when he crashes into a familiar 
long skirt. 


“Wil?” Antlers click down towards him. “What took you so long, did 
you get held up and the...” 


Philza’s eyes trail Wilbur’s bloody face. His smile freezes. 


Chatters cocks their heads around the rest of the street. Wilbur feels 
the weight of his father’s hat suddenly resting on his head, veil 
spilling down to his shoulders as steady arms pick him up. 


“Dad, ’m-” 


“Shh, shh.” Philza’s smile is carefully blank. “Let’s go home.” 


Large, night dark wings open behind them and cut into the sky. 


Philza does not say anything on the flight home. He does not say 
anything when they land. He does not say anything as he softly 
cleans the muck off of Wilbur's face, and he does not say anything 
as he patches fading scratches with potion-soaked bandages. 


He just smiles again and puts his hat back onto Wilbur’s head when 
he’s done, waiting silently for the rest of the tears to pass. 


Wilbur sips at an offered cup of water and tries not to cry all over 
again. 


Somehow, he doesn't. 


“| used to do this alot when you were little,” Philza says out of 
nowhere. “I didn’t Know what to do when you would cry, so I, uh- | 
panicked, slapped my hat on your face. Reckoned if it helped me 
out, might help you out.” His grin shifts with a scoff. “Gods knows 
why it ever worked. I’m sure there’s some fancy bird brain reason.” 


Wilbur makes a tired noise. 


“You wanna talk about it?” Philza gently presses. 


“Im not giving you a hit list,” Wilbur mumbles into Philza’s lap. 


“There goes that plan,” Philza lightly jokes. (Wilbur isn’t sure that’s 
actually a joke.) 


Another silence falls for a while. Not a long one or a sad one, just... 
a silence. A soft silence, sporadically broken by the scratching of 
fabric, the quiet rolling coos in their throats. 


“Phil, are we crazy?” Wilbur shyly asks from under the shadow of his 
father’s veil. 


Philza pauses. 


“| don’t think so, no,” he finally says. 


“We wouldn’t even know, would we?” 


“| don’t think it'd be so bad if we were.” 


Wilbur looks up. “Why?” 


“At least we’d have each other. That’s alright, | think.” 


Wilbur lifts up the hat on his head. By the time he finds his father’s 
face, the man’s already fast asleep. 


He puts the hat back on Philza’s head, curls back up into his father’s 
lap, and closes his eyes. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


And she was wrong, you know. She was never the voice of 
everyone else. Just the loudest one. 


23. Rather Die 
Summary for the Chapter: 
All this, over a drop of water? 
Notes for the Chapter: 
enderman design courtesy of therizion from our discord 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 
deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


“Technoooo,” Wilbur whines as he lugs a crossbow half his size, “you 
said we were going pearl hunting. Why are we sniping rabbits?” He 
rubs at his cloth mask. “And why’ve | got a thing on my face?” 


“This is part of pearl hunting, Wil,” Techno flatly explains. He raises 
his head and points to a cluster of quails. “Try and get a few of 
those. It'll be enough.” 


Wilbur’s no Angel, but he’s a damn good shot. He manages to take 
down three birds before the flock flies away, and Techno’s hounds 
happily bound across the field to retrieve them. 


“We already got meat at home,” Wilbur points out. “What was that 
for?” 


“Payment.” Techno loads the quails into a rucksack, pats his hounds’ 
heads, and holds out his arm toward Wilbur. “Get on. It’s a good walk 
from here.” 


Techno had described pearl hunting as a sort of guessing game- a 
hazy soup of detective work and triangulation with a side of gut 
instinct. 


(A bit more than gut instinct in Techno’s case, perhaps. He’d always 
had an unnatural knack for knowing things he shouldn’t have. A 
knack that drowned his ears and flooded his head.) 


“It's in the clearing up ahead,” the piglin reassures with a little too 
much confidence. “By the edge of the treeline.” 


When they make it to the end of the forest, he’s right as always- 
there’s a hulking fur cloaked shape huddled under a tree. Techno 
opens the rucksack and lays it on the ground in front of himself, 
letting the freshly caught quails sit in plain sight. A square, rounded 
face cranes a long thick neck towards them, thin scars flexing with 
an unseen movement of the face. 


“Why's it dressed like a person?” Wilbur whispers into Techno’s ear. 


“They are people,” Techno whispers back. “Some of them are just 
awake enough to learn how to act the part, too.” 


The enderman shuffles forward. Drab baggy clothes billow over their 
black, bone thin limbs, wide cloven feet moving weightlessly over the 
wintery ground. 


Techno summons a pearl in his hands. Green eyes squint shrewdly, 
pulling the piercings at the corner of its gaze. The edge of the cloak 
shifts, and holy fuck, that’s a golden fucking thagomizer latched on 
its tail. 


Techno snorts from underneath his netherite mask and summons a 
cloth package into his hands. Wilbur smells the sweetness of 
honeycomb from it, and so does the enderman- their ears cock, the 
spines lining their head perking with interest. 


And then the enderman picks up the quails and walks away. 


“| don't think it worked,” Wilbur says. 


“If it didn’t work, they would have teleported away.” 


“Then where are they going?” 


Techno shrugs, barely jostling Wilbur's perch. “Probably not too far. 
We gotta tail them.” 


The enderman ducks its head back into the treeline, tall body forced 
to bob and weave its way under the branches that Techno and 
Wilbur don’t even need to notice. They stop by an old dead birch 
with a crack climbing up its trunk. 


The enderman shoves its long fingers in the breakage and... just 
splits the tree. In half. With their bare fucking hands. Because 
endermen can just do that, apparently. 


Okay. Alright. Duly noted. Wilbur’s gonna- he’s gonna remember 
that. 


Though the feat might be a little less terrifying than it initially 
appeared, on account of all the enderpearls sticking around the 
insides of the bark like weird berries. 


Techno stares at the cache for a moment and nods. “Eh. I'll take it.” 
He tosses the honeycomb into the enderman’s waiting palms. “That'll 
do.” 


Wilbur watches the enderman’s tail-wagging enthusiasm. “What are 
they even gonna do with honey?” 


“Eat it.” 


“How ‘re they gonna eat it when they've got no mouth?” 


The bottom of the enderman’s face splits open into four toothy, 
hooked, pearlescent mandibles that break up bits of the honeycomb 
like morbid fat fingers. Techno’s eyes flick between Wilbur’s horrified 
face and the enderman’s self-satisfied squint, and he might have 
laughed a bit at Wilbur’s poor traumatized self. 


(Fucker. ) 


When the enderman leaves (and Wilbur is a little less shellshocked), 
Techno puts him down and hands him a pair of shears. Thus begins 
the slow work of liberating the enderpearls from their filmy, vaguely 
sticky tree prison. 


“Did we just trade honeycomb for spicy honeycomb?” Wilbur 
wonders. 


“Never say that sentence again, and no.” 


Wilbur tries a different question. “Do you and Dad pearl a lot?” 


Techno makes a disinterested noise. “Not particularly, no.” 


Wilbur pokes at a particularly stubborn cluster with his shears. “Then 
what the fuck do you need this many pearls for?” 


“Ender eyes,” Techno answers. “These things are basically batteries 
of raw magic. You can use ‘em to power stuff-” 


“-like Friend!” Wilbur interrupts. “Dad’s funny electric sheep! He runs 
on ender eyes, doesn’t he?” 


“Yep,” Techno nonchalantly pops. “I mostly use these guys for 
enchantment bottles. Like | said, pretty much a battery. If you use 
‘em right, it’s basically free magic.” He clips the last of his raw pearls 
into his bag and turns back to Wilbur. “You done with your half?” 


“Y-yeah, almost!” Wilbur grabs Techno’s bag, shoving the freed 
pearls inside. The bag is just big enough to hide the way he tucks a 
quarter-stack of pearls into his own backpack. “Is that it, then?” 


“Yep.” Techno gently pushes his hooved hand down on Wilbur’s 
head. “Good work, eyas. Let’s go home.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur shuffles listlessly down the hall with bleary eyes, plonking his 
head dully onto the tea table when he sits down. 


Philza coos softly. “Aw, mate. Did you sleep bad?” 


“Mmmm.” 


“You want me to get you some pink?” Philza asks. “We've got 
plenty.” 


et 


“[ jus’ woke up,” Wilbur mumbles. “ ‘ts too early to go back to bed.” 


“Time is fake, Wil. Better to have a late start then a bad one.” He 
pats Wilbur’s back. “I'll put on some honey tea to help it go down, 
and then you can try to have a nap. How’s that sound?” 


Wilbur slides down further into his own arms, but Philza can still see 
him nod his head. 


He’s not going to interrogate the child over poor sleeping habits. 
Considering the adults of the household, it’d be hypocritical to the 
point of absurdity, and it’s not as if they’ve got a hard schedule to 
keep at the moment. 


But even in Wilbur’s longest, most bookish endeavors, he'd only 
proven to be a late riser, not an outright insomniac. 


(Hopefully he hasn’t come down with something. Hardcore doesn’t 
exactly make someone more prone to illness, but it does make it hit 
harder.) 


Chatters emerges from the cabinet with a small bamboo tube, just in 
time for the water to finish boiling, and soon enough Philza stirs at a 
sweet warm tea, watching the honeyed tone of it turn the slightest bit 
pink. 


He puts the mug down in front of Wilbur. 


Wilbur doesn’t drink it. 


“It's already cooled down a bit,” Philza gently points out. “You can 
just drink it slow.” 


Wilbur holds the mug in his hands, and frowns at it. “I can’t drink it.” 


“Do you want help?” Philza closes his own fingers around the mug. 
“It’s alright if you’re a bit worn out-” 


Wilbur suddenly moves back in his chair, staring at the liquid with 
fearful watery eyes. 


Philza frowns. 


...No. 


Surely not. 


“Let me see your eyes,” Philza quickly whispers. 


“Vm fine-” 


Wilbur cheeps with protest as Philza’s worn hands trap his face, 
rubbing at his cheek. 


The wine red of Wilbur’s eyes has a haunting pearlescence in it. 


No. No, surely not- 


“Techno!” Philza calls out into the house. “Techno, we need 
splashpots!” 


“What?” Techno calls back. “Why?” 


“WILBUR’S GOT FUCKING PEARLEYE IS WHY!” Philza shouts. 
“Get the fucking water!” 


“HEH?” Techno storms into the room and stiffens when he sees 
Wilbur’s weary face. “Oh, gods.” 


“lm fine,” Wilbur nervously chirps, “I’m fine, it’s- it’s nothing-” 


“I'll grab the basin,” Techno mutters. 


“No, no, no-” 


“It's alright!” Philza’s hands roam his son’s face. “Wil, it’s fine, it’s just 
a little bit of water.” 


Wilbur’s heart seems to stutter at the idea of water. He mutely 
shakes his head. 


“Wil, you're sick,” Philza insists. “It’s already fucking with your head. 
We have to treat it or it’s only going to get worse-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur tries to pull away, but Philza’s arms hold fast like a snake 
around his body. 


It's too tight, 


“Let me go, let me go, I'll be fine-” Jet go, let me go 
letgoletgoleavemealone why won't you just let go- 


“It's not gonna get better on its own,” Philza whispers. “We have to.” 


No you don't 


YOU DON’T HAVE TO 


A monster comes back with a basin full of water, its face carved 
around its tusks like a smirk, and Wilbur can’t breathe, he cant 
breathe- 


He wants to breathe but he can't. 


Why can't he breathe? 


Just let him breathe, please just let him breathe. 


Let mE BREATHE, | JUST WANT TO BREATHE. 


“Dad,” he chokes, “don’t- don’t, don’t, don’t let it, don’t let it, YOU 
CAN’T-” 


“It’s alright,” faceless black wings croon softly. (Soft like the prayers 
spared for hunted animals and frightened things, right before an 
Angel strikes its bow.) “You’re alright, it'll be done soon.” 


(when you kill an animal, make it painless, make it quick, through the 
heart through the heart this Isn't painless, this Isn't quick my 
heart, my heart-) 


Where's the arrow, what is he shooting at, we're not outside- 


i'm being hunted. (I’m gonna die.) 


Wilbur’s wings punch into his shell, into his- 


-his- 


His- 


His- 


who’s... 


who is this- 


Someone’s chest. He screeches. 


Call 


Call them. 


Something pours over his head, and it burns, it burns like water, not- 
not- 


not the water, 


not the water, NO. 
NO 


NO, 


’'D RATHER DIE 


I'D +A ODcer DIE 


PLL DIE 


i'll die 


Il diw 


ill m2w 


ll die 


ill die 


i can't breathe 


(2? BAAD AWA DE.) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Children, and those of smaller race, are considered of 
higher risk, and will succumb to the illness at a faster rate 
than others- it is considered an almost immediate death 
sentence to any child under the age of 3 no matter the race. 


Mobestiary entry. Affliction- Pearleye 


24. Just A Little Longer 
Summary for the Chapter: 


He'll be fine. 


Philza hasn’t moved from his spot since Techno last left. 


“| was at that bakery you like earlier,” Techno offhandedly says. “The 
one who's married to the tea lady that hates you.” He chuckles a 
little. “It’s funny, they were actually kind of worried when | showed up 
without you.” 


“Mm.” 


Techno shuffles closer. “Il went through Wilbur’s room. Found the 
brewing stand that we lost two weeks ago and a big bunch of raw 
pearls in his backpack.” Techno pinches his brow.” | don’t know if he 
was trying to brew them down into something, or straight up eating 
them like bootleg boba, but that clears up how he got exposed, | 
guess.” 


“Mm.” 


Techno sighs sharply. “| should have been more careful. Should 
have expected he'd try to tinker on his own.” 


“That stupid boy,” Philza murmurs to himself, rocking as he 
mechanically pets at Wilbur’s hair. “My stupid, stupid boy.” 


“He’s gonna be fine, Phil. We did everything we could. We just gotta 
wait.” 


Philza nods slowly, eyes half shut with a peaceful smile. 


“Phil.” Techno gently shakes the man’s shoulder. “Philza, you've 
been here all day. You need to rest.” 


“It’s fine,” Philza lilts as he blankets his fitfully sleeping child in his 
wings. “It’s alright... we’re fine, we’re fine, you'll be alright.” 


Techno’s eyes catch the dull dead red creeping on the edge of 
Philza’s antlers, and his concern only grows. “It’s been over half a 
clock. You need to eat something, at least.” 


Philza burrows his face into Wilbur’s hair and shakes his head. 


“You know you can’t go this long without eating,” Techno reminds 
him, “you’re gonna get yourself sick at this rate.” His hands trail 
down to Philza’s wrists. “I can watch him while you-” 


Philza flinches back, pulling himself and Wilbur away from Techno’s 
hold. “Don’t-” His breath skips and stutters, desperate red 
threatening to strike in his panicked eyes. “Don’t take him, don’t-” 


“I’m worried about you, Phil.” Techno’s face paints with an open 
frown. “Just let me get something. Something to drink? | got some 
buttercream cake from the bakery if you want.” He softly thumbs 
small circles on the down of Philza’s cheek. “C’mon, talk to me. What 
do you want?” 


“| want my son,” Philza sadly keens. 


Techno’s face falls. “Phil.” 


“Just let me hold him,” Philza softly begs. “Just a little longer. 
Please.” 


Techno’s sternness crumbles. God damn it. 


“Alright,” he finally says. “I'll wait with you. And you’re having a bite 
of that cake, | swear to gods, or | will pry you off of this child myself. 


Your hands are shaking, Phil. You can’t keep this up.” 


Philza nods with watery eyes. 


“He’s gonna be fine, Philza. We did everything right.” Techno tilts his 
head. “Can you trust me on that?” 


* Okay.” 


25. The Meaning Is This: 
Summary for the Chapter: 


That there is none. You are the very definition of love. 


Wilbur wakes up in a round nest. 


A plush cluster of pillows and softness piles over angrily woven dark 
branches. Dim light breaches through a wall of starry curtains. 


He rolls over. Soft. 


He rolls over again. More soft. 


He’d drown in this nonsense if he could. (No, don't think about that.) 


It’s getting a little inconvenient, in his very informed opinion. 


He gets on his hands and knees, limbs sinking spitefully into the 
mysterious floor as he makes his great escape. His tiny wings flap 
reflexively as he clambers over the branches of the nest, jolting at 
the sound of a woman’s voice. 


That’s your father’s bed, you know. 


Somewhere far away- past the trees, the stones, the dim foxfire- he 
sees a mountainous shadow with distant, glinting eyes. 


Wilbur cups his hands over his mouth. “WHY ARE YOU SO FAR 
AWAY?” 


The world blinks and the shadow is gone. 


There’s a Lady in front of him- a round Lady with dark cavernous 
eyes and a soft dimpled smile, wearing a bright autumnal dress. The 
endless shadow of Her hair spills down her back, trailing like tides 
into the empty around them. 


Hello again, Wilbur, Her voice softly sings. 


Wilbur blinks. 


“Am | gonna die now?” he bluntly asks. 


Do you want to? 


And Her tone is light, true. But there’s an anticipation in the way She 
leans over him, an expectant gleam in Her eyes. 


“No thank you,” Wilbur politely says. “I think | got here by accident.” 


What are you going to do about it? 


“| want to go home,” Wilbur decides. “You do seem very nice, but 
Dad said he would cry if | ever stayed with you for too long.” 


We wouldn’t want that now, would we? She laughs. You should 
go back to bed quick, then. 


Which, after a bit of branch climbing, he does, eventually. 


She takes off her plush white coat and it settles around him like 
snowfall. A lace covered hand ghosts around Wilbur’s head- never 
quite touching, just barely grazing at his hair with some distantly 
wandering intent. 


Try not to get lost so easily next time, She lightly muses. | think 
he misses you when you’re gone. 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur wakes up to the sound of someone’s idle humming, the notes 
of a half-forgotten lullaby murmuring in his ears and echoing in his 
chest. Slowly, sleepily, the sound builds in him, and when he finally 
musters the means to hum along, the song stutters to a halt. 


Wilbur looks up at his father’s shocked, haggard face through bleary 
tired eyes. 


“Hi, mate,” Wilbur whispers. 


And Philza laughs. 


He laughs with this shoulder-shaking, disruptively tilted kind of joy, 
and as he wraps his arms around Wilbur, face desperately burrowed 
into dark curls of hair, his unsteady muffled trills sound like sobs. 


Briefly, under his father's laughter, Wilbur hears crashing sounds. 
(Probably Techno, now that he thinks about it.) 


Techno’s large general everything practically breaks down the door 
as he crashes into the room, tail lashing with nervousness. “Phil? |s 
everything-” 


The piglin’s trunkish arm drops from the door frame as he locks eyes 
with Wilbur own mercifully clear gaze. 


“Still kicking.” Wilbur pointedly kicks at the many, many blankets 
covering him. (And possibly also Philza’s shins in the process. Not 
that the man notices. ) 


The Blood of the Covenant may have knocked his head into the door 
with a mildly concerning wheeze. “Oh, thank gods.” 


“| met your wife,” Wilbur says to Philza, rubbing his eyes. “She was 
very nice.” 


“Don’t you dare pull a stunt like that again,” Philza half weeps, “you 
idiot child.” 


“What are you gonna do, kill me? Philza the Killza?” 


Philza lets out a strangled noise. (Alright, maybe a bit too soon to be 
talking like that.) 


“Don’t pop a vessel, old man. | wasn’t even gone that long.” Wilbur 
roughly taps his father’s back. “The enderpearls were not tasty, like, 
at all. Zero out of ten, two stars out of five, would not recommend.” 
He hacks out a cough and rubs a sore throat, scrunching his eyes 
painfully. 


Philza pulls back at the sound, and before Wilbur can react, shaking 
hands roam Wilbur’s face, his wrists, his hands, lingering a touch too 
long at his life marks. “Are you- are you okay? Do you feel alright? 
Head’s not feelin’ fuzzy or anything?” 


“?’m fine, Phil, you don’t have to coddle me.” Wilbur smacks away 
idle hands. "'m just kind of hungry." 


Philza leans away. “You haven't eaten al/ day! How the fuck did | 
forget that?” He stands, a touch unevenly, grabbing his cane like a 
barely noted afterthought. “Fuck, how scuffed would that be? 
Imagine surviving fucking pearleye and then you just..." His step 
staggers. “...you just...” 


With little more warning than that, Philza pitches sideways, dropping 
to the hardwood floor with an unceremoniously dull thunk. 


“And that’s what happens when a hardcore man refuses to eat for 
nearly 16 clicks,” Techno flatly surmises. “Always keep up your 
saturation, kid.” 


Wilbur fuzzily stares in disbelief as Techno scoops up the stubborn 
knot of limbs that are his father and irreverently deposits him back on 
the bed with a weary sigh. 


“You utter messes of a sounder,” Techno half growls. “This entire 
house can't stop flirting with death to save your own life. You’d drive 
me to my grave if you could.” 


Wilbur shrinks back slightly. “Sorry.” 


Techno snorts harshly. “It’s fine, eyas. I’m not mad, I’m just... I’m just 
kind of worn out from all this nonsense.” Techno beckons him 
towards the door. “C'mon, we need to get some proper nutrients into 
you before you collapse too.” 


Wilbur untangles his legs from the unnecessary amount of blankets, 
puts some of them over Philza, and follows Techno out the room. 


“Why would you even do that?” Techno incredulously asks as they 
saunter towards the kitchen. “We've hit you over the head about lab 
safety like twelve times!” He drags his hand over his face, an 
uncomfortably long growling noise falling out of his mouth. “Kid, 
pearleye’s not a joke. You could have died, fullstop.” 


"But | didn't, so it's- it’s fine." Wilbur skitters to the table, ducking 
Techno’s attempted smack against his head. 


Techno sighs again, grabbing a collection of vegetables and a rather 
fancy mini cake. "Eat, you gangly parasite.” He sets the food down 
and sits across from Wilbur, Keeping a keen eye on him. 


As soon as the food hits Wilbur’s mouth, the truth of his own hunger 
finally catches up to him, and it’s a titantic battle of will not to try and 
swallow everything whole. 


“Why’s ther’ ‘ake?’ he asks past stuffed cheeks. “You never buy 
cake.” 


“Because your dad was so paranoid you'd die the moment he let go 
of you that he was refusing to eat,” Techno sternly reports. “We 
needed to get something filling in him. Not that it was enough to 
keep him from dropping the second his adrenaline ran out.” 


Wilbur can read between the lines well enough. You scared your 
father so much he starved himself from the stress. 


“So, I’m gonna have to ask again.” Techno uncrosses his legs as he 
leans forward. “What the hell were you trying to do?” 


"Stuff.” Wilbur pokes at a few crumbs on his plate. “Things.” 


Techno looks thoroughly unimpressed with the deflection. "Wilbur, 
I’m going to need a more compelling reason for an accidental suicide 
attempt than stuff and things. " 


“Um- [= 


Wilbur rubs at his eye. Everything’s so bright and furry. He doesn't 
like it. 


“| was just... | was tryin’ to do those enchantin’ bottles,” Wilbur 
vaguely starts, “like you were talking about.” 


Techno hums. “And you were eating your results why?” 


Wilbur mumbles into his hands. 


Techno’s mouth flattens. “I’m not gonna yell at you. Just... a reason. 
Any reason. You're better than this, Wilbur. You didn’t do this for 
nothing.” 


Better than this. Somehow, that simple sentiment hurts more than 
any angry, disappointed thing Techno could have said. 


“You're gonna think I’m stupid,” Wilbur morosely insists. 


“| can’t think anything if you don't tell me. Out with it.” 


“Nothing else was working,” Wilbur quickly whispers. 


Techno raises his brows. “Gonna need more than nothing else. Not 
very helpful.” 


“_. [| mean, it's just-” Wilbur stares off to the side, eyes unfocused. “I 
was supposed to be a god by now.” He focuses back onto Techno, 
eyes intense. “Wasn't |?” 


Techno freezes. His body slowly, deliberately untenses with a 
practiced ease. 


“Where'd you get that idea, Wil?” 


Wilbur buries the heels of his palms into his eyes with a wince. 
“Everyone’s been kind of waiting for it, haven't they? Daydream's just 


been one for forever, and- and whenever we’re at Mojang, people 
look at me funny, and- and-” Wilbur’s voice wavers. “-and Phil never 
says anything, but...” 


His mouth wobbles. His talons dig into his palms. 


“,. they're waiting for the Angel's son to be something. And |’m not.” 


Golden eyes widen with sudden, open sadness. “Oh, eyas.” Techno 
walks around the table full of now-forgotten food and wraps his arms 
around Wilbur. “We weren't waiting for you. You're already here.” 


“But what am | for?” Wilbur’s talons dig into Techno’s sleeves. 


“You are...” Techno hesitates. “For us. For this sounder, for this flock, 
you simply are. Nothing more or less than that.” 


“But | was supposed to be something,” Wilbur shakily insists. “And | 
wasn’t good enough to figure it out. What was | supposed to mean?” 


Techno just looks at him, like the question was the easiest thing in 
the world. 


“Yourself.” 


And the dam breaks- it breaks, and it breaks, until it's busted open 
entirely. 


And Wilbur? He wails. Wailing over everything and anything. Every 
hurt, every slight, every scabbed and battered thing, it bursts forth, 
and... he won't stop crying. 


He's crying and it burns. The salt of it drips along his baby-faced 
jawline, past his lips, and down his chin, splattering onto Techno's no 
longer pristine shirt. 


He's crying. (/'m sorry.) 


Techno keeps his head over Wilbur's and chuffs at him. (Don’t be 
sorry, what would you ever have to be sorry for?) 


They kneel right there on the floor. Awkward limbs and 
uncomfortable wood, there they lie. 


Not until all is right with the world, not quite. 


But all tears run out eventually, and there can only be so many 
unspoken apologies. 


“Dont tell Dad,” Wilbur hoarsely requests. 


“Too late,” Techno says as he stands, taking Wilbur along with him, 
“we’re waking him up right now to put food in his old man blood 
sugar.” 


“Don't tell him?’ 


“| already Know what he’s gonna say, anyway,” Techno insists. “He’s 
gonna call you an idiot-” 


“Nooo!” 


“-and then /’m gonna call him an idiot, and then we're both going to 
squeeze so much family down your veins that your ego never 
recovers!” Techno lets out a booming, menacing cackle. “You'll be so 
unstoppable that we'll finally be able to kill God!” 


“NOOO?” 


“You are loved. This is a threat. Perish.” 


“No, you,” Wilbur mumbles into Techno’s shirt. 


“That's the spirit.” 


26. Tentative Correspondence 


Summary for the Chapter: 


A fitting sort of invitation. 


Hello again, uncle! 


| know, | know. | never call, | never write. You understand- you know 
how it is in the world’s oldest anarchy server. The mailman doesn’t 
exactly show up around these parts. 


But ever since that whole incident with my arm (which is now 
repaired and fully functioning, by the way), I’ve been doing archival 
work back at the Uncensored Library. After all, the reason | was even 
in 2b2t at all was to record knowledge. It’s about damn time | sat 
down and really polished my research. I’ve found myself with actual 
free time for the first time in a long, long while. 


It’s given me some time to think about things. | guess you must have 
felt the same way when you settled down yourself. 


Wilbur’s nearly nine, isn’t he? (Big number. Eyas don’t always make 
it to nine.) 


If nothing’s changed- even if it did, | doubt you’d care either way- 
Wilbur’s flock rites should be coming up soon. He’s your son, not 
mine, but he’s the only kid I’ve got. 


Call me up when it’s time. I'll be there. 


It’s about time we started wearing flocknots again. 


-Storyman 


27. Playing Husband 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Sometimes the joke is being wrong, and sometimes it's not a 
joke at all. 


Sometimes Philza just gets in a mood. Not a bad mood, or a 
depressed mood, just more... 


...wWell, it’s certainly a mood. 


A mood that is currently manifesting as following Techno around and 
trying to feed him snacks. 


Techno looks down at an offered apple. “What am |, a horse?” 


Philza silently, unblinkingly pushes the apple closer. 


Techno blinks and grabs the apple with his mouth, tilting his head 
slightly as Philza runs a bristled brush through his mane. 


Lagos snickers, the clay of his human face pushing up into an 
amused squint. “Gods, you are such a housewife sometimes.” 


Philza, with the same smile as ever, punches the raven head of his 
cane directly into Lagos' throat. “So sorry, mate!” Philza cheerfully 
chirps. “Old age, you know? Nerves aren’t what they used to be.” 


Lagos wheezes as he rubs his throat. “I just made this throat, fuck.” 


“That was your mistake.” 


Philza gives one last straightening pat to Techno’s mane and walks 
off. 


Lagos turns to Techno’s vaguely unsurprised and marginally 
unsympathetic stare. “That was a little violent, even for Phil.” Lagos' 
mouth twitches. “Is he doing alright?” 


“Well, we’ve been having all sorts of fun stress lately,” Techno flatly 
notes. “PhilZa was under the weather a bit earlier, Wilbur got 
pearleye just the other day-” 


“He got pearleye?” 


“Oh yeah,” Techno lightly says. “Fun times.” Techno stares off into 
the distance. “/’m having a great time right now.” 


“Shit.” 


“But mostly, | think he got tired of the marriage jokes and decided to 
choose violence about it,” Techno concludes. 


“But it’s funny.” Lagos tilts his head. “You guys do act pretty married. 
Pretty sure half the divine host thinks you actually are.” 


“Gets a little draining to listen to after the third century in.” Techno 
shrugs. “I mean, I’m over it, you know? People are just gonna be 
wrong about me forever and I’ve got bigger things to worry about.” 


Lagos' face contorts into confusion. “I don’t- wait. You don’t like it?” 


“?m not really angry about it,” Techno clarifies. “Not enough to care 
about it, at least. Phil gets mad about it, though.” 


Techno turns his gaze back to the small piece of gold in his hands, 
chiseling out some small pattern with his stylus. 


“| dunno. He’s always been a little weird about the whole thing? 
What we are, | guess.” He turns the gold piece at a different angle. 
“It's not like we got a word for it, but the implications of existing 
words just kinda rub wrong.” Techno snorts. “I think Phil gets a little 
insulted by the idea of romantics being involved.” 


“And it makes you both kind of uncomfortable,” Lagos concludes. 


“| tolerate it,” Techno concedes, “but it’s pretty weirdchamp.” 


Lagos leans back, a new consideration in his eyes as he looks at 
his- well, not a friend, never quite a friend, but... a familiar face. 


“ll keep that in mind,” Lagos slowly allows. “Sorry about that, | 
guess. It’s just sometimes you two reminded me of-” 


His mind’s eye flickers with the thought of a low voice, a grey cat’s 
tail, and cloudy blue eyes. 


“-something I’d seen before.” 


Techno blinks. “Fair enough, | guess.” 


“You're being weirdly chill about this,” Lagos squints. “Why are you 
always so weirdly chill?” 


“Oh, I’m not!” Techno insists with the same unreadably drawling tone 
as always. “It’s just my face. And my voice. And my trained lack of 
body language in the face of stressors-” 


Philza decides to reappear. “Hello, yes, am bird. | am here. You big 
bastards done talkin’ about housewives?” 


“| will try not to talk about housewives again,” Lagos apologizes. 


“Good!” Philza smiles, and it seems a little more real this time. 
“Anyways, Lagos! You're invited to Wilbur’s flock rites.” 


Lagos’ smile ticks oddly. “Why?” 


“Because Wilbur wants to invite Daydream and | don’t trust her.” 


“Hey-” Lagos lifts a protesting finger, and then puts it down. “Yeah, 
no, you're right.” 


“?’m right about a lot of things.” 


28. A Ribbon By Any Other Name 


Summary for the Chapter: 


The kinds of debates that only ever happen at the edge of sleep. 


Techno sits up a little straighter in his bed. “You're still working at 
that?” 


On the other side of the bed, Philza’s talons click dully against a 
corkboard utterly defaced with pins and an ever-complicating web of 
strings and beads. “It's been a while,” he says defensively. “It’s a 
task and a half tryin’ to cobble this from scratch.” 


Techno quirks an eyebrow. “You’re drafting your flocknots from 
scratch?” 


Philza weaves another layer together. “You did your sounder shawls 
from scratch.” 


Techno huffs at his own embroidery. “Fair enough. I’m still pretty sure 
| was cool enough not to work myself 'til | passed out, though.” 


Philza shakes his fist threateningly. “I will fucking belt you, | swear to 
gods.” 


“No, you won't,” Techno insists as he keeps working at his needle. 


“Benihime’s going to manifest all my suppressed wrath one day. 
What are you gonna do then?” 


“Hold it at arm’s length until it wears out,” Techno snarks. 


“Fuck you, too.” 


Needle and thread and fabric. Talon and knot and board. 


“You're making too many,” Techno notes. 


“Sam-seong’s showing up.” Philza blinks. “I think. Trixtin mentioned 
wanting to bring her along. I'll give the spare to Wilbur, let him decide 
if he wants to give it to her.” 


Techno hums. “Still leaves one too many.” 


“One of them’s for you.” Philza pauses. “If you want.” 


Oh. 


Philza catches the look on his face and laughs. “Don't cry, mate.” 


“lam not crying,” Techno insists. “I have never cried in my life. | am 
so good at emotions.” 


“I'd like it if you wore it,” Philza sleepily admits. “It'd be nice. And 
then our ribbons an’ shawls would...” His head dips down. “... all fit 
t’gether...” 


Philza’s head gently crashes into the crook of Techno’s arm. 


Techno scoffs quietly. 


He puts their work aside, pulls his sleeping friend closer, and puts 
out the lantern. 


29. Flocknots And Sounder Shawls 
Summary for the Chapter: 


There's something to be said about the insistence of 
terminology. 


Wilbur’s ninth birthday starts with dogs trampling his fragile child 
belly bits while a certain piglin’s prayer bell rattles loudly through the 
walls. 


The ideal way to start the day, clearly. 


“EVERYBODY ROLLLLL OUT!” Techno loudly calls like the 
boisterous old boar he was always meant to be. “WE’RE GETTIN’ 
UP AS BRIGHT AND EARLY AS DAMNATION, WE GOTTA SEIZE 
THE DAY FOR WHAT IT’S WORTH!” 


Oh. Right. 


It is Wilbur’s birthday, after all. His day. He should probably wear 
something nice. Good thing he was prepared, right? Right. 


He buttons his shirt. He pulls up his hakama. He puts on the 
checkered bowtie Fit got him. He stares at his reflection in the mirror. 


“PHIIMIIINIL!” Wilbur shouts as he loudly runs down the hall. “| DON’T 
HAVE ANYTHING TO WEAR!” 


Philza is wearing a green dress with a nice black sash and white, 
flower embroidered sleeves, loosely tying up the last strands of a 
small braid tucked in his short hair. The mirror of the dresser is 
covered- it always is- and there’s a pink veiled hat at the table, 
decorated with flowers. 


“You're looking awfully overdressed for someone with nothing to 
wear, eyas,” Philza snarks from the corner of his eye. 


“lam barren and colorless,” Wilbur despairs. “Pale as bone, buried 
under ash. Bring vibrance to my monotonous existence.” 


Philza snickers. “Fucking gods, Wil.” He opens one of the drawers. 
“Alright, alright. How’s about you borrow this for the day?” 


He unfolds a soft pink haori, patterned every which way in flowers. 
Color, indeed. 


“Phil, ’m too small,” Wilbur complains. 


“No, you’re not,” Philza insists. “Get over here.” A few clever hems 
and one blue sash around the waist later, Philza is proven right. “You 
sit tight, we’ve got a few more touches. Did you remember your new 
glasses?” 


Wilbur fiddles with the delicate rim of his round lenses. “They’re all 
chunky. It’s like it’s gonna fall off my face.” 


“You'll get used to it,” Philza promises. “And we can make them more 
secure later, if you want.” 


“Mmmm.” 


“Anyways!” Philza snaps a thing of reddish cloth out of his inventory. 
“Techno’s got some gifts for you! He’s paranoid you’re gonna 
secretly hate it, so here | am bein’ the one handin’ it down.” 


Wilbur frowns. “Aren't the gifts for wnen everyone else gets here?” 


“Yes, well-” Philza rocks his head. “These ones are to wear.” He 
unfolds the first layer of the cloth, and Wilbur, to his credit, only 
gasps a little. 


An earring. A gold earring. The small hollow gauges in Wilbur’s ears 
feel almost horrifyingly empty in comparison, and when that golden 


weight finds its mark, he can’t help but wiggle a bit. 


Philza scoffs, just a bit, his own jeweled ears flicking in response. 
“We're not even done yet, you squirmy little fuck. We'll never get the 
knots on you at this rate. Now open up the rest of the shawl, let’s see 
how it'll wear on you.” 


Wilbur blinks. “What?” 


Philza laughs. “Techno didn’t hide the earring in that piece of cloth 
for nothing, Wil. Open it up.” 


It’s a square of rich, borderline netherrrack red- Wilbur can see, as it 
catches the light, a telltale shine betraying the presence of Techno’s 
divine mane in the thread. But the fabric meant next to nothing 
compared to the pattern laid on its face. 


Embroidered in golden thread is hearts, is diamonds, is swooping 
starlight and reaching cloven hands, all of it centered around an 
eight rayed sun. The same pattern in the small white shawl Philza 
would nestle over his wing shell when he didn’t wear his cloak. The 
same pattern always hidden in Techno’s cloak, a secret layer of blue 
fabric snug under the collar of the furs. 


No one ever really had to te// Wilbur about what those shawls meant. 
It had been sounder, and that had been that. 


And now it’s his. 


“What if | mess this up?” Wilbur shyly asks. 


“You're not gonna mess it up.” 


“Everyone’s gonna be there,” Wilbur warbles, “and they're gonna 
watch.” 


Philza’s face softens. “Turn around for me real quick.” 


When Wilbur does, Philza takes the shawl out of his hands, and 
Wilbur feels a new firmness wrapping around his head. Philza takes 
the cover off the dresser mirror, and Wilbur finds his shawl resting on 
his head like a hat, curls still spilling out the edges. 


“Whenever your head gets all fucked up, that’ll be right there with 
you,” Philza says. “And if you can’t stand gettin’ looked at, you can 
just pop it over your eyes! Bwoop. It doesn't exist. You don't see it.” 


Wilbur looks down to Philza’s veiled hat, still on the table. “...ls that 
what you do?” 


“If it works, it works, right?” 


“Yeah.” Wilbur blinks. “I guess it does.” 


Philza straightens some unseen crook in Wilbur’s shirt collar, patting 
the child’s face. “As long as you have a good time, it won’t matter if 
it's a bit scuffed or not. That’s how it be sometimes. You'll be fine, 
eyas.” 


“Am | gonna be too big to be an eyas after this?” 


“Nah,” Philza bluntly answers. “You’re gonna be all big and buff, and 
I’m still gonna tell people that’s my little boy.” 


Wilbur giggles. “Fit says I’m gonna be taller than you.” 


“And you will still be my little boy!” Philza insists. “It's an incurable 
disease. I'll never be rid of it.” 


Wilbur looks back up at him. “If I’m your little boy for the rest of 
forever, you’re gonna be my horrible old man with bad knees for the 
rest of forever. Equivalent exchange. Give me all your snacks, 
ratchety crow fuck.” 


Philza smiles. “Il think | can live with that.” 


30. If All Else Fails, Let Them Eat Cake 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Or pancakes. Same difference. 


Breakfast is a concerningly stereotypical affair of scrambled eggs, 
mashed potatoes, and dragon bacon. You know, the usual. 


But the real highlight is pancakes! Proper, sweet, wheat pancakes 
with butter and glow berry jam! Truly the height of luxury. (Philza 
manages to have the restraint not to eat them all. He really is the 
bravest man on this earth.) 


Chairs and plates are set out for more people, and sure enough, the 
seats are filled. 


Lagos and Daydream, it seems, have decided to play at elytron form 
in a show of support- even if Daydream has decided that Philza’s 
decidedly not elytron antlers means she can keep hers, too. Lagos is 
dressed in starry greens and golds, while Daydream’s earthier 
patterns dance with designs of foxes and robins. 


Daydream, in particular, is very enthusiastic about having a beak, 
and using the power of said beak to try and slurp bacon like some 


kind of horrid snake. Wilbur can only wish to one day emulate her 
raw power. 


Honey and Lemon- from the tea and bakery shops Philza keeps 
visiting- are there too, with their kid Ghost. On account of Honey and 
Philza being mortal enemies, this makes zero fucking sense. And 
then Honey revealed one of Philza’s flocknots on her clothes, which 
made even /ess sense! 


(It does explain why Honey’s hair and wings kind of look like Philza’s, 
though. Maybe. Probably. Wilbur’s still not sure what his dad’s deal 
is with that very tiny lady.) 


Fit shows up just a touch late, possibly by crawling through the 
window screen despite being done up in a shirt and slacks. No one 
can prove this actually happened. No, the flowers stuck in his beard 
did not come from landing face first in the garden. They’re a fashion 
statement. What are you, a cop? 


“Fit? Wilbur whines when Fit takes some of the aforementioned 
beard flowers and chucks them into Wilbur’s hair. “Don’t put sticks on 
me-” 


There’s a knock on the door. Philza moves to stand, a slight frown 
crossing his face, but Wilbur already bounces out of his seat. 


“| got it!’ He pulls open the heavy door, a polite smile on his face. 
“Hello-” 


Wilbur pauses. 


It’s not every day one sees Death in the doorway, the shade of their 
dead mom waving shyly behind Her. 


“It's not a new moon,” Wilbur says. 


“Oh, / don’t need to worry about rules like that,” She says. “I was 
already coming anyway, so | might as well bring your mom along. 
Did we show up late?” 


Philza breaks the stunned silence. “No, no, come in. There’s still 
food on the table.” 


The Lady’s hat fits too easily next to Philza’s on the rack. “You guys 
got dragon bacon? Ooh.” 


“Oh my god, food.” Sam-seong scoots over to the table, her sharp 
beak taking savage bites into the thin cuts of meat. “Fuck yes, food. 
Love that. We never have food down there.” 


Wilbur looks hesitantly to the Lady at Philza’s side. “Um-” 


The Lady’s dark eyes flick to Wilbur across the table, and he tries not 
to shrink back. He looks to his father. 


“-do you have a name? That | can call you?” 


The Lady hums. “It /s your birthday. | guess you can have it for today. 
You can call me Trixtin.” 


“Okay.” Wilbur looks around shyly. “Hi, Trixtin.” 


Techno whoops loudly and abruptly. “YEAH, PANCAKES! WHO 
WANTS SECONDS?” 


Daydream slams her hands on the table. “GIVE ME OFFERINGS, 
OLD MAN!” 


“l’ll have another, mate,” Philza calls out. 


“Maybe I'll pass on that,” Sam-seong decides. “I don’t wanna push 
my luck on ghost eating.” 


“Pll try one!” Trixtin offers. “I’ve never had one before.” 


Wilbur looks at Her with wide eyes. “You never had a pancake 
before?” 


“Everything’s dead down there, Wilbur,” Trixtin laughs. “There’s not 
really much for food.” 


“Do you even know how to eat?” Wilbur dares to ask. 


“We can find out!” Trixtin cheerily declares. 


“Bet you | can eat mine faster,” Wilbur quickly says under his breath. 


A brief silence falls. 


“Wilbur,” Philza nervously says. “Wilbur, you don’t want to start this.” 


“It's my birthday and I'll start what | want to.” 


“Is that a challenge?” Trixtin says with a wide smile. 


“Trixtin, please, don’t encourage my boy,” Philza begs. “My stupid, 
stupid boy.” 


“| challenge the goddess of Death to a fucking-” Wilbur pauses 
dramatically. “-challenge.” 


(At that declaration, Honey quietly hands Lemon some coins in the 
background. ) 


Trixtin laughs dangerously. “Oh, | /ike this one.” 


“Trixtin, | believed in you,” Philza despairs. 


“That was your mistake.” 


31. Room For One More 


Summary for the Chapter: 


(Always, always. ) 


Philza has a camera in his inventory. 


He does not know why he has a camera in his inventory. He does 
not know how he has a camera in his inventory. He has no 
recollection of buying a camera or even particularly wanting to. 


He suspects this might be Benihime’s fault, on account of the note 
stuck to the side of the camera, saying EYAS. SEE, HIM FACE in 
jarring, slightly slanted Talon. 


Yep. That’s certainly a sentence that Philza has now seen with his 
own eyes. 


...He really shouldn't be spacing out about cameras while etching 
inventory slots into his child’s wrist. Ah, well. He’s retouched his own 
slots a hundred times over, he could practically do it in his sleep. 


“See? There!” Philza pats down the new little square of diamond 
shapes right under Wilbur’s palms, gently swabbing it with just a bit 


of potion-soaked cotton. “That was quick, right?” 


Wilbur flexes his thin hands, eyes blinking from the sudden 
feedback. 


“Yeah, it does that,” Philza says to an unspoken question. “You get 
used to it quick.” 


“They feel weird.” 


“| just poked inky sticks right next to your soul, Il’d be more 
concerned if it didn’t feel weird.” 


Philza unpockets a small box from out of his inventory. 


Wilbur takes the box with nervous, reverent hands. “Is that...?” 


“Your flocknot.” Philza quirks his lips into an aborted smile. He 
straightens with an awkward cough. “I’m, uh- I’m supposed to leave 
you to it. Give you a moment to think on things. I...” 


I love you, an Angel’s whisper might have silently echoed. 


“,..[Il be outside when you're ready,” Philza finishes. “We'll all be.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Their family’s flocknot is not a rich, many splendored thing. 


The pendant is an old dark piece of reddened wood lovingly talon- 
etched into a hardcore heart, its string trailing behind it like the tail of 
a comet, laden with the beaded marks of the flock, each one lovingly 
separated and tied. 


A dark lotus seed etched with hearts and wings. Hoglin’s bone, inlaid 
with gold. The polished scrap metal of a godforged arm. And at the 
end, the pale cloudy scale of a Sky dragon. Its tie into the knot is 
brash, but wavered. Almost shy. 


He pins his flocknot to his shirt and opens the door. 


Fit’s earthy shirt and slacks almost look drab next to the green and 
silver of his wing shawl. But seeing that simple smugness hiding 
under his beard, the flock knot worn bright and vibrant on his wrists, 
Wilbur knows it could have only been intentional. 


Honey's the only one between herself, Lemon, and their goatlin kid 
Ghost that's got a flocknot to wear, but she wears it well, letting it 
hang off the tassels of her hat like it had been there all her life. 


Technoblade has done away with his cloak, and the space it would 
have once taken is overthrown by a black, gold trimmed vest, tied in 
place with a tasseled red sash. His lapis blue sounder shawl drapes 
like a scarf. The laurel always hidden in his hair glints brightly past 
his braids, and his flocknot sits snuck on his collar like a frighteningly 
dated bolo tie, but it works, somehow. 


Sam-seong’s flocknot hooks shyly to the ribbon of her hat. (Wilbur 
smiles. The happiness on her face becomes a little less wary.) 


Trixtin isn't wearing a flocknot, not yet. But looking between Her and 
Philza, Wilbur suspects that whatever flocknot Trixtin would wear 
isn't his to give. 


As for Philza. Chatters, it seems, has bullied Philza into wearing his 
flocknot like a necklace today- no doubt in homage to the little heart 
necklaces he made for all of them. An aged pendant flanked by more 
dark lotus seeds that have all the scuffed evidence of crow’s claws 
crawling over them, and a murder of crows fusses with the white 
shawl covering his shell even now. 


An Angel, a Covenant, a Storyman, a witch's shade, and a tiny tea 
peddler. This is his flock. 


This is his flock, haunted and holy. Damned and blessed in equal 
measure, a distant ramshackle tide spun of fables and spells and 
prayer, tossed oddly together like setting bones while gods play 
witness. 


(He realizes that the pieces do not fit together, not quite. He realizes 
that they don’t need to. The picture is beautiful regardless.) 


This is Wilbur’s flock and its knot has room for one more. Wilbur 
looks back to his flocknot, takes out a bead of prismatic, sand 
smoothed sea glass, and ties it down with all the rest. 


He takes Philza’s hand. He opens the door to outside. 


And a flock gets to have its day. 


32. You Never Learned How To Take Photographs, 
Summary for the Chapter: 


You have to keep on thinking in half steps, what you keep and 
what you don't. 


Wilbur and Daydream are goldfish scooping. 


Wilbur is going off about the deliberately horrid paper fans used as 
scoopers. 


Lagos has to pull Daydream away from trying to eat the goldfish. 


Philza smiles and takes a picture. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Techno turns and smiles, and he gets mobbed by hounds the 
moment he stands still. 


Elsewhere, Lagos is screaming like a beached dolphin as he gets 
swarmed by fairies. 


Philza snickers and takes a picture. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Honey, esteemed owner of Tea Bagging and Hard Liquor, may or 
may not have thrown a small pie at Philza’s face for daring to exist in 
her presence. 


Wilbur may or may not have led his flock in the resulting Great 
Birthday War. 


There may or may not have been a truce when the cake from 
Lemon's bakery was ready to pick up. 


(Philza may or may not have giggled, just a bit, and he may or may 
not have taken a picture. It was a nice cake, after all.) 


-<>Y<>- 


“You’re being awfully generous with your coin today,” Sam-seong 
notes. 


“It's a day to celebrate,” Techno says as he slips some gold to the 
person who brought their drinks. 


“By giving money away?” 


“?’m rich enough to do it,” Techno offers, as if that explains anything. 


“Seems a bit presumptuous,” Sam-seong points out. 


Techno raises an eyebrow. “Wealth is what you share, not what you 
have.” He shrugs. “At least that’s how it is for my people.” He nods 
toward Wilbur. “Either way, it’s a good day to be kind.” 


Sam-seong’s eyes soften. “Yeah. It is.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Do you reckon | could fit ten mini hot dogs in my mouth?” Wilbur 
asks as he stares at a hot dog stand. 


Philza looks down at him, horrified. “You are a hazard to this flock!” 


” 


“And a coward,” Trixtin asserts. “Do twenty. 


“TRIXTIN-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


There’s an empty seat at Philza’s side at the amphitheatre, but only 
for a moment. Wilbur tilts his head, and suddenly sees the idea of a 
Lady in that emptiness, leaning on his father’s shoulder, the endless 
shadow of Her hair spilling out into the twilight of Sky. 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno laughs as Wilbur and Fit perch on one arm, while Lagos and 
Daydream’s elytron forms perch on the other. 


Philza laughs and takes a picture. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Nine, huh?” Lagos says casually. “Big number, I’ve heard.” 


“Something like that,” Philza says. 


“He'll be an adult soon,” Lagos continues. “Il reckon his soul will be 
strong enough to manually ascend him, if you wanted.” 


Philza’s hands falter. “Yes, I- | suppose it would.” 


Lagos pauses and looks at him- really looks at him. 


“Do you want him to ascend?” the god slowly asks. 


A silence. 


“..| don’t know.” Philza looks back to his flock, to the bright scene of 
his joyful child, and his talons curl into his sleeves. “I don’t know.” 


33. And He Is Home. 
Summary for the Chapter: 


This time, he doesn’t pretend to be embarrassed by the 
slip- he leans back precariously into the sole hand keeping 
him from falling and he laughs, and his face- 


... his face. 


The first song of the flock is always a treasured thing. 


And Wilbur had wanted to do something different. 


He holds a guitar that’s still just a little too big for his body, takes a 
breath, and he thinks- 


“-[ can't do this.” 


Philza turns towards him. “What’s wrong?” 


“l-” Wilbur’s arms curl painfully around the body of his guitar. “-/ can’t. 
| wanted to do something special, but- but if / fuck it up, everyone’s 


gonna notice!” 


Philza tilts his head. “Who says you're gonna be all by yourself with 
your guitar? Techno won't even be singing, he’s just got his pocket 
violin.” 


Wilbur looks up. “Techno doesn’t sing?” 


“He kind of can’t,” Philza points out. “You ever noticed how much 
deeper he sounds than other piglins? His throat got fucked up way 
back when we first got together.” 


Wilbur’s face shifts to an open sadness. “That’s horrible!” 


Philza chuckles. “That's just how it is. That’s why he gets to sing with 
his music. And, well-” Philza looks off to the side. “If you don’t mind, 
I’ve, uh-” Wilbur’s father shyly takes out a pale, weathered mandolin 
from his inventory. “Il might join you,” Philza softly adds. “If that’s 
alright.” 


Wilbur looks at the feathery flourishes carved into the mandolin’s 
soundhole. 


“| didn’t Know you could play,” Wilbur quietly says. 


“Well, I-” Philza breathes a light laugh. “I didn’t for the longest time. 
But when | saw you picking up instruments, |... | guess | got a little 
inspired.” 


“You learned it for me?” 


“| just-” Stardust strikes like a blush across Philza’s unknowable 
face. “| thought maybe it would be nice, if- if we could play 
sometime.” 


He might have caught something in Wilbur’s face, the way his talons 
suddenly pluck nervously at the mandolin’s strings. 


“It's alright if you don’t want to go through with it,” Philza quickly 
says. “You can do the flock song any way you like. Just- if you want 
to play like you planned, you won't be alone! If... you wanted to do 
something different.” 


“And we'll just fuck it up together?” Wilbur giggles. 


“And we'll just fuck it up together,” Philza drily echoes. 


“Okay.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


When Wilbur and Philza come to the backyard like everyone else, 
Techno looks at Wilbur and squints for a solid ten clicks. 


“What? Do | have something on my face?” 


“Wil, come here.” As Wilbur comes closer, Techno kneels down in 
front of him. “Wilbur. | am going to awkwardly give you this 
emotionally charged gift right before an important event in front of 
everyone you want to respect you. One of which is probably me.” 


“Oh, boy,” Wilbur brightly says. “Is ita sword? It sounds like it’s going 
to be a sword.” 


...It wasn’t a sword. It was an emerald. 


An emerald earring in Techno’s weathered, snowstruck palms, 
caught in a soft glinting glow, like a star had gotten caught inside it. 


Just like the ones that Techno and Philza wore themselves. 


When Techno puts it on him, Wilbur flicks his ear, and he might have 
heard an emerald star twinkling. 


“Don’t cry, Wilbur.” 


“You don't cry,” Wilbur shakily retorts. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Just for the record, let it be known- elytron singing is not normal 
singing. It does not come from the flow of one’s apparent voice. 
Elytron song, if they so choose to sing that traditional way, is high 
and ringing and haunting, in the way of birds. Ringing like bells, 
ringing like windstruck chimes at windowsills. It is a borderline 
inhuman sound. 


It's beautiful. Gods, it’s beautiful. 


It is beautiful, despite it all, and it is not a choir, not quite, but it is... it 
is. 


It is voice, it is birdsong, and somewhere under the flitting tide of 
struck strings, it is home. The birds are home, and at long last they 
dance. 


The dance is not beautiful- this flock is not large enough for grand 
weaves, and what members would have known the dance are too 
old to remember the lost intricacies of hallowed footsteps. But it is 
theirs. Perhaps that in and of itself is beauty enough. 


And Philza seems to be in a dancing mood today. 


He lets Wilbur and Daydream and Ghost dance circles under the 
shadow of his wings. He graces Fit and Lagos with mutually mocking 
and militaristic bows. Him and Honey, it seems, are doomed to 
attempt to trip each other (but fondly). The Angel and his Lady sway 
lovingly to the tune of each other's quiet croon. 


And like they have for a thousand years and far past that, Techno 
and Philza dance, too. 


This time, Philza’s gimp leg puts a trip in his step that would have 
launched him into the ground if he hadn’t grabbed Techno’s arm, 
wings snapping loudly. This time, he doesn't pretend to be 
embarrassed by the slip- he leans back precariously into the sole 
hand keeping him from falling and he laughs, and his face- 


... his face. 


The Angel's face is ivory skin and sungold hair and a silver beard, a 
stray mole pulled by aged joyous lines, a hooked nose scrunched up 
with his laughter. His eyelashes might have had the smallest white 
stripes in them, and his eternally wild eyes looked like they could 
have caught stars. 


His laughter trails off, eyes nervously flicking to everyone’s shocked 
expressions. “We alright, mates?” 


Techno looks on with wide golden eyes. “No, it’s fine, it’s just-” He 
breathes a slight chuff, and his eyes soften as he steps back. “It’s 
good to see your face.” 


Philza blinks. “My... face?” 


Suddenly, every Chatters is on high alert, beady gazes turned 
toward Philza as he mutters to himself- his hands roaming his cheek 
and the bridge of his nose, hesitantly pushing up into a faceless 
shadow that no longer exists. 


“My face- what- I-” Philza turns to Wilbur’s own silent shock. “What- 
what do | /ook like?” 


Wilbur reaches up to grab his father’s face. “I think you look pretty,” 
he decides. “But an o/d pretty. Like a tree in the snow.” 


"Y'look like a silver fox," Honey bluntly says. "Don't worry about it." 


(Trixtin snickers loudly.) 


Philza’s answered chuckle has a frail note in it. “I’m glad. | wouldn't 
want to burn people’s eyes out with how horrifying | am.” 


“Too late,” Wilbur insists. “I’m gonna remember it forever and ever.” 


“Even if it doesn't last?” 


“We can make it last. We can take a picture!” Wilbur smiles. “You've 
been taking pictures all day. You can be in one too.” 


“Those pictures are for you, you know.” 


“Well, / want one good picture of my dad,” Wilbur insists again. “That 
can be my extra birthday present. C’mon, Phil. For me?” 


Philza smiles sadly. “Alright, eyas. For you.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 
It’s the only picture on the walls. 
An Angel, a Covenant, and a child that smiles like the sun. 


Their faces are as clear as day. 


34. Daydream and the Sun, 100 Years! 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Daydream really needs to get the hang of the whole "birthday 
gift" thing. 


“Daydream, why did you drag us back to your server-” 


He stops. 


It’s the tree. His tree. 


And etched right into the trunk are these... simple figures. Shapes 
walking around and holding hands, their arms encircling the base of 
the tree. One of them has antlers. One of them has large hair and 
tusks. Another has a jagged arm. 


(One of them has Wilbur’s glasses.) 


A flock carved into holy wood, in a way that only the god-touched 
could see. 


“Well, there’s your big man gift!” Daydream blithely surmises. “I gave 
you a gift! That means | own you now!” 


Wilbur sputters. “That's not how gifts work!” 


“It is! Now we have to be friends forever!” 


Wilbur snickers. “What about when I’m as weird and old as Dad? Are 
you gonna be friends with me then?” 


” 


“| think everyone should have at least one old man friend, 
Daydream wisely assesses. 


“I’m not gonna be your pet grandpa, Daydream! Gods!” 


Daydream’s elytron form smiles with a too-sharp beak. “Turn into a 
god and prove it, child.” 


Wilbur turns to look at her. “Do you really think | could?” 


Daydream shrugs. “You made it this far already.” 


“Huh.” Wilbur looks up at the sky. “Maybe so.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Break big, little god,” Daydream murmurs when they sneak back 
home. “I'll be waiting when you do.” 


35. While The Children Are Away 
Summary for the Chapter: 
An Angel and a Lady. 


Trixtin looks at Her husband and laughs. “Oh my gods, are you drunk 
right now?” 


It nictitates lazily, eyes fluttering just slightly out of sync on its lightly 
flushed face. 


“Is that what this is?” Benihime asks a beat too late. 


She chuckles to Herself. “Yes, my silly, si/ly Angel. | think it is.” 


At the mention of being Hers, it quite literally falls into Her with an 
unsteady chuckle. “I can’t waaaalk straight, is- is- ‘s it supposed t’ do 
tha’...” 


She clucks sympathetically, soothing at the roots of its red antlers. 
“You poor thing,” She giggles. “Did you wake up while Philza was 
drunk?” 


Whatever silent walls Benihime could have possessed crumble to 
ruin before Her eyes. It leans into Her light hold against its face so 
much that it nearly staggers where it stands. The sheer blinding trust 
in its gaze is so shameless that it’s almost frightening. 


(Almost.) 


“It’s fiiine,” Benihime declares. “You love meee.” 


“You're being bold today,” She amusedly notes. 


“Mmmm.” \|t leans down with a rolling coo built in its throat as it 
nuzzles into her hair. “l would d’vour the sun fr you,” it sleepily 
murmurs. 


She sputters a full bubbling laugh as stardust strikes a blush on her 
face. “Phil, if you’re in there, you’re going to hate yourself for this 
when you wake up, | just know it!” 


“No Phil.” Benihime hums with an all-too content happiness as it 
wraps its wings around her. “Only me.” 


“No Phil?” She teasingly asks as She leans towards Benihime’s face. 
“Not even a little?” 


Benihime presses its face into Her cheek with a low, quiet chuckle. 


She pats Benihime’s face. “I'll take you back home, okay? | don’t 
want you to embarrass yourselves too much.” 


“Gods, | love you,” Her husband hazily slurs. 


“And | love you to death.” She places a soft kiss on his forehead. 
“Until next time.” 


-<>Y<>- 


When Philza wakes up the next morning, there’s a flocknot he 
doesn’t remember making, tied on the handle of his Lady’s teapot. 


The beads are crow’s bone, blackstone heart, and the dark carved 
shape of a wither rose. 


He doesn’t even remember putting it on there in the first place. 


He never gets around to taking it off. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


things that happened when benihime left the domain 

benihime: (wings all out draping on techno like a clingy cat) you 
love me, tell me you love meeeee 

techno: yes, i love you 

benihime: (happy chirping) 

philza, later, no longer drunk: dear fucking god what the fuck 
was i on please ignore all of that | Am So Sorry, 


36. On The Road To Hell, There Was A Railroad Track 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur boards a train to see his mom. 


“My baby,” the shade of Sam-seong whispers. “/ can't believe you're 
nine years old now. How'd that happen?” 


Wilbur snickers. “You sound like Phil.” 


“Oh, | know, | just-” Sam-seong’s hand ghosts over Wilbur’s hair for a 
moment. “-/’m so proud of you. | just wish | could give you a hug.” 


A long (but not awkward) silence follows. 


“Maybe-” Sam-seong draws back. “-no, we shouldn't.” 


Wilbur tilts his head. “Shouldn’t what?” 


“Well, | just thought- maybe if you’re the Angel’s son, and- and you’re 
able to see me now, maybe-” Sam-seong’s voice grows small. “- 
maybe we could meet up for real.” 


“You want me to die?” Wilbur alarmingly asks. 


“No, no! Just- just a visit! Just one little visit! Just once before...” 


Sam-seong trails off. 


“you know. Before either of us have to board our trains.” 


Wilbur blinks. “Okay.” 


-<>Y<>- 


It goes a little something like this. 


Wilbur learns that sleep can be made by adding poppies to 
weakness potions. 


He learns that divine magic can be extracted from god apples (and 
that Lagos is awfully generous when he’s not paying attention to 
what he’s being asked for). 


He learns that the flowers his father leaves in the garden, touched by 
death, are close enough to being death itself. 


He learns that mottled silverbane is the most horrifying member of 
the cave spider family, but that even their poison does not bring 
people to their ends, only to something just close enough. 


(He learns that Sam-seong the witch knows quite a lot about poison.) 


All this, forced into one horrifying gamble of a brew, topped off with a 
drop of his own blood. 


“You'll have 24 tocks,” the shade of Sam-seong reminds him. “At 
least up topside. Time gets a bit... fucky down there.” 


Wilbur takes out a small day-clock from his pocket. “Could | put this 
up to my ear when | go down? Then | could hear how time is moving 
when I’m down there.” 


Sam-seong hums. “Not a bad idea.” She gestures to the bottle of 
potion she walked him through making. “So, uh, you should probably 
take it slow-” 


Wilbur downs the whole bottle in one gulp. 


“Or you could do that,” Sam finishes. “That works, too.” 


“I’m built different.” 


Sam sputters a disbelieving laugh. “Fuck, | guess.” 


“Built different,” Wilbur whispers as he goes down to his bed, 
blanketing himself with a simple shroud. 


“Okay.” Wilbur hears Sam-seong take a shuddering breath. “/’// see 
you on the other side. Count down with the clock, nightingale. Ten, 
nine...” 


“Eight,” Wilbur continues, “seven, six... ” 
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Wilbur lies face down in the middle of a railroad track, the deafening 
underbelly of an ice train shrieking as its blades pass overhead. 


Nine long cars scream past his body. It feels like an instant. (It feels 
like eternity.) 


All too long (all too soon) and the rumbling darkness clears. 


Wilbur rolls onto his back. The hollow wood of a guitar thumps 
uncomfortably against his wing shell. 


19 Ow. ” 


Hmm. Railroad track. He wasn’t expecting that. He thought he’d 
wake up in that weird little nest bed again. Did Dad ever even 
mention a railroad track being here? Wilbur’s not really sure. (Dad 
never really talked much about this place.) 


But if there’s a train, there’s got to be people on the train. And if 
there’s people, they’re getting on the train from somewhere. 


(Hopefully. ) 


Wilbur stands up, readjusts the strap of his guitar, and follows the 
tracks. 


He walks. 


The railroad of Death’s domain is made of spruce and ice, the gaps 
between the wooden panels filled with river stones and sea glass. 
No sun or moon shines in the sky. There is no sky at all. There’s 
just... it’s like the ocean. A dark, dark sea, hung in suspension, 
glittering with unknowable, swimming lights. 


He walks. 


Butterflies trail his path, blood red wings marred with angry black 
lines. If he looks at just the right angle, those angry lines could have 
been eyes. Beautiful and crimson and a touch too familiar, he 
decides to stop thinking about it. 


He walks. 


He hears a clock, ticking a beat too slowly. It drifts in and out of his 
ears, the noise seemingly running circles around him. His heart 
stutters. 


He walks. The clock fades. His heart beats. 


He walks. 


There’s grass along the track. Endless rolling fields, filled with 
flowers. (He’d never seen so many flowers.) Somewhere, at the far 


edge of everything his eyes could see, there’s a forest. Strange light 
drips from needling, drooping leaves, like tears. 


There aren't any animals. There’s nothing but butterflies. 


He walks. 


He walks. 


He walks. 


The world blinks, and he’s climbing up the cobblestone stairs of a 
train platform. 


No train. No map. No passengers. No station master. 


(No one.) 


“Hello?” Wilbur calls out. 


CTLtks J 


Wilbur freezes. 


(Tks J 


He turns, slowly, to the ticket booth. He thinks it’s a ticket booth, at 
least. The window's all closed up with curtains like a puppet box. 
When he walks closer, there’s a step in front of the window- and 
when he stands on it, he’s just tall enough to pull the little red rope 
on the curtain. 


The vibrant fabric opens, and inside is... 


..a CrOW. 


It stutters to life in its perch with a series of mechanical clicks, 
fluttering sungold lashes as it opens lapis blue eyes. The shining 
heart pendant at its neck pulses. It walks along its desk and puts on 
a hat. 


[TLtks,] the bird says again with an Angel’s voice. [!jlL-SL: Ste | J 
JT. | WALT ‘ll 


Wilbur tilts his head. “My ticket?” 


A third leg emerges from the crow’s chest, foot splayed out like an 
expectant hand. [Ik Sb: Ske | -d ||g=es | ALT] 


It seems to be asking for something. Cautiously, Wilbur gently places 
his own hesitant hand in the grasp of the mechanism. 


Its eyes shutter stiffly, like camera lenses. It pulls him forward, into 
the booth. He falls, 


falls, 


falls, 


and the world blinks, and Wilbur is back where he started. He is 
stepping on the cobblestone stairs of a train station. 


[} U Lgl} \ 7 Jt] an Angel’s mechanical voice lilts in his ears. [! 
FLSSL: TZ :]] SHS |} UY 


Wilbur walks up the stairs, and the train station isn’t empty anymore. 
There’s people. 


Kind of. 


He thinks they’re people. They’re shaped like people, and they move 
like people. But they’re silent, shuffling masses, features lost in 
shadows and disappearing into the emptiness of the domain. They’re 
so colorful in their faces and hair and fur and feathers, but the color 
of their clothes is all washed out. 


Shades, Wilbur realizes. The shades of the dead. 


Wilbur lingers on the stairs until shades pass through him in their 
mindless climb, colder than winter snow. The shock sends him 
bolting onto the platform, hurtling towards the benches. 


He shivers, wings puffing up as they curl around his body. So, so 
cold. He huddles on a bench, trying to avoid the icy auras of the 
shades sitting next to him, and watches the ticket booth. 


There’s more than one booth, he realizes. A whole line of puppet 
boxes, all of them staffed by clicking, Angel-eyed crows. 


The toll crow holds out his hand, and Wilbur sees the shade of a 
dwarf drop a coin into it. The crow puts the coin down some kind of 
chute, and yet another crow types away at some sort of writer, 
punching out a ticket that gets politely put back into the dwarf’s hand. 


Wilbur tries to summon his inventory, only to find nothing. Just Wilbur 
and his guitar and the clothes on his back. 


He thought the place would be quieter. Still as death, as it were. But 
everywhere he turns, there is constant movement- the click of coins, 
the gliding footsteps of shades, the chatter of typewriters and the 
clack of endless, endless living mechanisms processing the dead 
with thoughtlessly polite efficiency. 


It’s got a bit of a rhythm to it, actually. 


Wilbur tentatively unshoulders his instrument and tunes the strings. 
A nearby shade turns to look at the unexpected sound, the memory 
of a cigarette paused just above its lips, and then it stops. 


Waiting. 


Wilbur picks a melody with his talons. 


The smoker’s shade steps closer. He plays a little louder. 


More and more shades pour into the station, faces turned upward to 
his song before their eyes find the ticket booth and claim their 


tickets. 


When his fingers run too exhausted to keep playing, the smoker’s 
shade stands right beside him on the wall. It blows out a long drag of 
smoke, and its face splits into a worn, dimpled grin. 


It twirls its coin, and with one smooth arc, the silver sails right into 
Wilbur’s hand. 


“Tight bars, little man,” the shade sagely nods. It snuffs out its 
cigarette and walks down the stairs, giving a flippant wave as it 
disappears. 


That was certainly a thing that happened. 


At least Wilbur has a coin now. 


(HtL- ue: Ake | |[g==:: 7 | StL] a toll crow calls as it holds out its 
leg. 


Wilbur gently puts the coin into the crow’s hand. “Is this enough?” 


The crow blinks. [L Ji} \ 7, Sh Jg=e2 7 |} MILT TSS SLL | 
i: JALSSLA,] 


A few literal bells and whistles later, an odd slip of bamboo enters his 
hand, scrawled with Endewrit. 


Wilbur Soot, the name reads. 


“Hey.” Wilbur Knocks on the booth. “You spelled my name wrong!” 


The crow looks down at him. [JJJ==:: 7 MILT 1S Lok! <4 


“My name’s not Soot,” Wilbur points out. 


[JJ=2:: 7 | StL |S Ls! \.] The floor under him moves, forcing 
him out of the way. [7 7 |SSJJ7 T {| SJYLU. UL7T YSSSLU 
SLe:, YlLSSL:] 


Rude. 


Well, as long as the ticket still works, he should get on board, right? 


“Wilbur!” A familiar voice calls out to him. 


He turns around. 


It’s Sam-seong, but different somehow. She doesn’t look like a faded 
photograph- not here. Here, here brown eyes and dark blue wings 
look almost alive, so alive she nearly glows with it. Her nice blue 
dress, which had been faded but visible in the living world, is almost 
black here with how colorless it seems in the face of her vibrancy. 


Wilbur’s wings ruffle happily. “Hi!” 


Sam-seong leans down to wrap him up in her wings. “Oh, my gods. 
You're here. You’re here.” 


It’s weird. Wilbur doesn’t know if she’s burning hot or freezing cold. 
But her touch is real- real in a way it had never been before in his 
life. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“So what do we do now?” Wilbur asks. 


Sam-seong pulls back, as if confused, and then laughs. “Fuck- | 
don't know! | just wanted to be able to hold you- just the one time. | 
didn’t really think about what would happen after that.” She hums 
contemplatively. “I could show you my house!” 


“You have a house down here?” 


“It's not my house,” Sam-seong half-heartedly corrects. “Everything 
here belongs to the Angel and the Lady. But since I’ve been here for 
so long without boarding, well- | did need a place to stay.” 


She takes his hand to lead him off the platform, but quickly lets go 
once he follows of his own accord- it wouldn't do to hurt his living 
soul with her cold dead hands. 


“It's a bit lonely right now,” she says, “because most people don't 
really know they can stay, you see? They think they all have to board 
right away.” She turns around. “But it really is beautiful down here, 
you could get lost in the gardens for-” 


She trails off. 


“-for ages.” 


She scans her surroundings. Wilbur is nowhere to be found. 


Oh, no. Oh no nono no- 


37. Lady Death, I've Come To Bargain 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur's always been too good at talking. 


A warm hand rests on Wilbur’s shoulder. What are you doing? 


Wilbur stiffens. “B-boarding the train?” 


Trixtin squints coyly. Try again. 


“I- uh...” Wilbur’s voice turns small. “| wanted to talk to you?” he 
offers. 


A sharp brow cocks over dark fathomless eyes. Is that so? Okay, 
then. Let’s sit down. 


She moves a white bench with flowers creeping up its sides, dress 
billowing about Her round form as She takes Her seat. 


He built all this, you know, She says after a moment. 


Wilbur looks toward the rest of the station. “Phil built all this?” 


All the trains, all the rails, all the stations. She flicks an amused 
gaze to the mechanical crows. All the staff, too. There’s a reason 
I’ve only had one Angel. We’ve made things quite efficient with 
just the two of us. A station for every server. 


She leans back with a satisfied smile. 


Most days we just need to do maintenance. We only need to do 
legwork on our ends when some souls require a hands-on 
approach. 


Wilbur blinks. “When Dad said he was always working on trains in the 
basement, | was thinking more funny little toy sets, not...” 


An automated underworld? She laughs. | think he does treat 
them like toys sometimes- he’s very invested. It’s a beautiful 
thing to watch his work. 


A lovingly painted train pulls up to the platform. She watches souls 
pour into the cars. 


He made a pretty big update to the system after you came into 
his life, She notes. He wanted to be able to spend more time with 
you. 


The ice train speeds away, shrieking its unearthly sound as its 
blades skate along the frozen tracks. It screams and sings and 
disappears into a gaping hollow in the sudden earth, chasing the 
light at the end of the tunnel. 


You would have been reaped by your father’s own machines if 
Sam-seong hadn’t caught you first, She points out. It was a very 
clever trick you two did, but | don’t think Ill let it happen again. 
So. She tilts Her head. What do you want to talk about? 


Well, fuck. Now Wilbur has to come up with something to talk about 
so this isn’t awkward. 


Is there anything he would talk to Trixtin about? Something he’d 
want from Her? 


He looks down at the fragile hardcore heart stamped on his wrists. 
His fragile, timeless, mortal life stamped onto his soul. 


Wilbur feels an awkward chirp running in his throat. “] want to make 
a deal-” 


No, Trixtin immediately says. 


“I’m not asking to live forever!” Wilbur insists. “I’m just- I’m asking for 
a fair hand!” 


Life itself is your hand, She muses. Is that not enough? 


“My life has the potential to be a god’s, and it was all fucked up 
before | was even born. | might not live long enough to ascend, if I’m 
even strong enough to survive it.” Wilbur scooches closer. “If | die 
like that, you’ll be reaping a soul that was always cut short. One that 
never lived up to its meaning.” 


Many lives die cut short. Such is the nature of life. 


“What about a soul made in your name?” Wilbur asks. 


She pauses, an expectant eyebrow raised in an unspoken question. 


“Im your Angel’s son, and his soul is yours, right? What about 
mine?” Wilbur kicks his feet as they dangle off the leg of the bench. 
“Think of it like an investment. Or a wager. Gimme- gimme the flat 
three lives, and I'll have three strong chances to be a god made in 
your name. That’s gotta be something, right?” 


And if you die? 


Wilbur shrugs. “I'll die one way or another, right? At least I'll die 
knowing | gave it the best | got.” 


And what happens if you win? 


“lll be a god, | guess.” A pause. “I'll probably still die someday. So 
you still win either way. It’s just a matter of if you’re reaping a player 
or a god. And | know god souls make bigger catches,” Wilbur points 
out. “Dad told me.” 


She hums thoughtfully. 


“You literally can’t lose,” Wilbur insists. “It’s all on me.” 


If your soul is mine, She starts, you’ll have to give a service to 
me in life. 


Wilbur pauses. “What kind?” 


Your song helped many shades find their way here, She says. | 
might ask that you visit again with your music, from time to 
time. She tilts her head. Besides, it’s nice having you around. | 
like it when you visit. 


Wilbur untenses slowly. That’s not so bad. 


You are, of course, taking out a loan, She continues. Regardless 
of who wins this little wager of yours, the fact remains that you 
are destroying the potential of the life you were given to replace 
it with another. 


Her round, friendly face looks down at him. 


A time for a time, She whispers, a soul for a soul. For the life you 
would have given me, you must give something in return. 


“A deposit for the loan,” Wilbur drily surmises. 


It will come back to you eventually. Whether because you win or 
lose, that’s up to you. 


Something of his, worth the two more lives he would be given. 
Something worth his soul twice over. 


...Maybe. Just maybe. 


He leans close and whispers into Her ear. 


Her face shifts with a new thoughtfulness. Is that what you want? 


Wilbur shakily nods. 


Your dad might get very upset, She warns. 


“It’s not his to give,” Wilbur refutes. “And I’m not my father.’ 


It wasn’t a no, Wilbur. Just a warning. Are you sure? 


Wilbur steels his breath. “I'll live.” 


Then live. She places a soft kiss on his forehead. Live for me until 
the day you die. | will wait for whoever you turn into on the 
other side. 


Wilbur’s hand tenses at the sudden touch. His delicate fingers snag 
on some lingering roughness of his bamboo ticket, cutting into his 
skin. 


The blue sunfire of his blood sparks and burns. The name Wilbur 
Soot turns to ash in his hands, falling to the floor in a pile of dust. 


38. The Station Master's Verdict 
Summary for the Chapter: 
The train master speaks to the manager. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


This chapter contains screen reader friendly exotic text. 


“You sound upset,” She observes as She watches Her Angel 
fluttering about his study. 


“| am upset!” Philza shouts. 


He slaps his drafting paper on his table, crows scattering in his 
wake. 


“Of course that boy’s a bloody trainblocker,” he mutters. “Of course 
he’d almost get auto-farmed by the system! Gods, | am putting 
barriers on the rails, we can’t let that just happen to another lost soul 
again.” 


Philza lets out a long, drawn, inarticulate noise. 


“That’s not why you’re upset,” She points out. 


He whirls around, the raven of his cane pointed irritably at Her. “Oh, 
don't you start, love!” He snaps, the lilt of his Talon careening 
dangerously. “If y’ think I’m pissed over th’ trainblockers, y’aint seen 
fuck all yet!” 


Death, Mistress of the Night, Lady of the Underground, puffs Her 
cheeks awkwardly. “Oop-” 


“What were you thinkin’, goin’ along with that?” Philza despairingly 
asks. “I know you don’ have much t’ go off with th’ mortal ‘ffairs, but 
Wilbur's a CHILD! He’s too young t understand what he’s givin’ 
away!” 


An elytron’s wings are uncountably precious things. The root of their 
pride, their flight, their freedom, the living expression of their very 
soul. 


And Wilbur had decided those wings were good enough to trade as 
souls. 


Oh, he hadn’t given up the wings themselves. He’d only gone and 
done the next best thing. Until Wilbur backs up his end of the deal or 
dies trying, those wings will never lose their last down. Never grow 
their full span. Never fly. 


Forever an eyas’ wings. 


“If | hadn’t accepted, he would have searched for someone else that 
would,” She defends. “And we both know how that would have gone, 
in the end.” 


Philza’s words pitch with a dangerous wheezing note. “My son, 
Trixtin! That was my son! Does that matter to you at all?” 


“lm sorry, Phil,” She sincerely says. “I was trying to be fair to him. | 
didn't realize how bad this would be for you.” 


Philza sighs, grinding his cane into the ground. 


“Of course,” he resignedly says. “I understand. I- | guess I’m glad it 
was you, m'lady, rather than anyone else.” Wild blue eyes turn aside. 
“At least you actually go an’ tell me ‘bout it. I'll fuckin’ bet Wil was 
plannin’ t’ clam like a shulker box ‘til somebody caught ‘is marks.” 


She gently soothes at Philza’s shoulders. “Try not to be mad at him. 
It’s like you said yourself. He’s too young to understand.” 


“| know, | Know,” Philza concedes, “I just-” His breath catches. “I can't 
fix him, Trixtin. If | lose him over this, | can’t... / can’t.” 


Her face softens with a touch of sadness. “You love too much. You 
always have.” 


Philza laughs, the sound jarring like untuned strings. “What are you 
going to do about it?” He dares to ask. “Kill me?” 


“Only if you ask, love.” 


An ivory, callused hand thumbs a circle on round cheeks. “I! wouldn't 
expect any less from you.” Philza tiredly smiles for a moment, but it 
fades as he steps back. “Look, | understand why you did it, | don't 
hate you for it, | just-” His voice catches. “Please leave me alone for 
a bit.” 


Her face turns sad. “I’m sorry.” 


“| know, | Know, I- please, not now,” Philza mutely pleads. “I'll find 
you later, alright? | just don’t want to be around you right now.” 


“Alright. I'll be here when you're ready.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“My wife tells me everything, Sam-seong,” Philza flatly says. “I know 
what you did.” 


The shade of Sam-seong taps her talons along the memory of her 
godforged arm. “/’m sorry. | didn’t mean for this to happen. | just 
wanted to hold him.” 


“Of course,” Philza agrees, a friendly squint pushing into the lines of 
a suddenly unknowable face. “ ‘f course.” 


And the Angel of Death smiles. (He always smiles.) He smiles and 
pulls her down into a soft hug. 


Sam-seong laughs uneasily. 


"You're a very clever witch, Sam-seong," he whispers, "and you love 
Wilbur very much. | respect that." 


His smile turns toward her. 


” 


"Our son could have died today because of you,” he cheerily 
continues with all the reverence of a weather report. “Do you 
understand? If your little visit had gone the slightest bit wrong- and 
I'm still not sure it hasn't- | would have found out. And | would find 
you.” His talons curl into her dress. “And I would tear the feathers 
out of your skin." 


He brings her head down to his shoulder. 


"And when you board that train," he sweetly trills, little more than a 
voice in her head, "-and you will- \'ll be there waiting. Waiting at your 
station, taking your toll, and punching your ticket.” 


He pulls away and pats her shoulder. 


“Go home, Sam-seong. I'll see you next moon. Wilbur will let you 
visit if he wants.” 


It’s not goodbye. 


It’s not rejection. 


It’s dismissal, simple as that. 


“Yeah,” Sam-seong chokes out. “/ will.” 


39. Remember Death 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Enough, enough, enough. 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 


deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


They aren’t three full lives, not quite. Death could not be swayed so 
perfectly. Each of those lives are just as brittle as the one Wilbur was 
born with. 


The cards are unchanged. The only thing that has changed is that 
Wilbur now has the same amount of cards as anyone else. 


Some time in Her service isn’t the worst price to pay. Some might 
even Call it kind. 


Philza supposes he should be happy about that. 


Even still. 


Even still, he brushes over downy wings, wondering over a final 
plumage he may never live to see. 


"Maybe they'd be blue like his mother's wings," Philza muses. "With 
the stars from mine. That might be nice." 


Maybe we wouldn't have to wait too long, Chatters hopes. He could 
always ascend on his own, you know. 


"Maybe." Philza leans back. "But maybe not. He doesn't have to." 


You could, Chatters murmurs in his ear. You know you could. The 
option is there if you give it to him. 


A young god could stand at an Angel's side, wings as bright as the 
sun. (And his son would have to shatter to do it.) 


“I’m not strong enough for that,” Philza sadly confesses. “I can’t do 
that, not to him.” 


He would only break for a moment, Chatters insists. 


Philza tries not to be angry. He can see apprehension reflected in 
the eyes of his crows just as much as his own. They’re only playing 
at devil’s advocate. 


“| don’t want to talk about it,” Philza says instead. “He’s- he’s alive. 
Isn't that enough?” 


Will it always be enough? 


“It will be enough now.” He smooths a few stray bits of down on his 
son’s sleeping face. “And that'll be enough for me.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Are you mad at me?” Wilbur asks his father one day. 


An antler flicks slowly. 


“What for?” Philza asks right back. 


“Just-” Wilbur pulls his sleeves a little higher over his wrists. “-| don't 
know. Stuff.” 


Philza tilts his head. “Does it fee! like I’m mad at you?” 


“| think Techno’s kind of mad at me right now.” 


Techno hadn't had any real comments about Wilbur’s new... 
situation. He hadn't had any comments at all. 


Your choices are your own, Wilbur. You made your choice. Get back 
to me when you figure out what kind of choice it was. 


Which kind of feels like Techno talk for / am fucking pissed right now 
and am making the choice not to yell at you about it. Maybe. 


(It just feels a /ittle upset.) 


“’m not gonna tear into you before church one day, if that’s what 
you're askin’,” Philza clarifies. “You’ve done what you’ve done. No 


amount of me screechin’ at you like a harpy is gonna change that.” 


“Oh.” Wilbur looks down. “I just- | just thought you’d be happier about 
it, is all.” 


Philza’s smile dims, just a bit. 


Wilbur pulls up his sleeve, his life marks in full view. “/ did that,” he 
says, a fragile note in his voice. “Sam might have helped get me 
there, but / drank that potion. / took that trip, and | made my case. / 
did that, all by myself. | just...” The hand on his sleeve shakes. “/ 
thought you'd be proud of me.” 


Philza’s face softens. He gently grabs Wilbur’s wrists, thumbs 
ghosting over the fragile hearts. 


“| know | should be happy for you,” Philza concedes. “Il want to be 
happy for you.” He laughs. “You wanted this so badly. | just-” 


He stares into Wilbur’s eyes. Lapis might have flickered then, 
swimming with red impurities. (He looks like he might cry.) 


“It hasn’t even been a full season since you caught pearleye.” A 
worn, shaking hand cups Wilbur’s face. “That’s twice | could have 
lost you because you didn't just think about it.” 


And Wilbur can think about it. 


He can think about it. 


He can think about Philza waiting for a Wilbur that never comes back 
home, waiting at a station for a son that didn't know not to take the 
train. 


He can think about the look on Philza’s face when he realizes 
Wilbur’s already gone. 


(He can think about it and never stop.) 


“’m always proud of you,” Philza’s voice shakes, “and I'll always love 
you, no matter what you do- but please. Don’t throw yourself away 
like that again. My heart can’t take it.” 


“../| just wanted to be worth something.” / wanted to be worthy of 
being worth something. 


“You're worth something to me,” Philza stresses. “You don’ need t 
go and earn that.” 


| want to earn it. 


“Just- the next time you think about throwin’ yourself int’ th’ fire 


again. Promise me you'll remember you're worth somethin’. 


Wilbur clasps his hand over the fragile heart on an Angel’s hard 
wrist. 


“| promise.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wilbur opens his guitar case and stops. 


Burned into the back of the wood is a red butterfly that he’s never 
seen before. (Maybe in a dream, once.) And scrawled into the side 
of the neck, somewhere only he could see, a flowing line of 
Endewrit. 


MMI T FAs |, LYS 


Memento mori, eyas. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Thank you for reading! 


Boy this one was longer than expected! Not complaining, 
though! 


We aren't done with season 3, and we aren't in canon just yet. :) 
there's a little bit more to go, kings. stick along for the ride. 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


the Discord server 

Find Aenor and Falrisesi on Twitter or on Tumblr 

. If you make or find fanart of our series, @ us on those 
platforms or share it on our Discord so we can properly scream 
our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 
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Summary: 


A musician, an accountant, a banker, and the story of how they 
decided running off and starting a hippie caravan is a good idea, 
actually. 


In which Wilbur, son of an Angel, makes a friend, falls in love, 
commits several crimes, and falls in love again. Not necessarily in 
that order. 

There might have been a few drugs involved. 

(Please don't tell Dad.) 


1. Did | Find Religion In The Air, "Cause God Damn Did | 
Choke On It 


Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series. Read the previous parts or die by 
my blade. Fucker. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 

Summary for the Chapter: 
Wilbur prevents a public incident of death and taxes. 

Notes for the Chapter: 
Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic formatting. These are 


deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


Wilbur knocks into the ground. 


“Again,” Techno says. 


Wilbur rises, wooden training sword held tensely in his hands, and 
charges again. 


Philza doesn’t open his eyes as Wilbur approaches- he doesn’t even 
need to, not with all the crows crawling over the pit. He just sways 
away from the oncoming sword swing with all the grace of a drunken 
boxer, antlers vaguely angled in Wilbur's direction. 


And he won't. Fucking. Stand still. 


Constantly fucking shuffling on his feet with a skip and a hop. It’s like 
he doesn’t want to let Wilbur get a hit in. (Which, yes, that’s the 
point. But still.) 


Wilbur manages to get in close, and that proves to be a mistake- 
Philza grabs his sword arm and knocks into Wilbur’s jaw with a blunt 
palm. Wilbur’s staring down the end of his father’s cane in 5 ticks 
flat. 


“What did you learn?” Techno asks from his seat. 


“That I’m always gonna fucking suck at this,” Wilbur hisses from the 
floor. 


Philza opens his eyes, a weary cluck already on his lips. “Wil.” 


“We were all thinking it,” Wilbur insists. “I’m absolute rubbish at this 
sword crap!” 


“You've been improving,” Philza encourages. “You’re only gonna get 
better-” 


“What if | don’t want to get better?” Wilbur loudly challenges. “What 
then?” 


Philza frowns. “Wil-” 


“| don’t want to fight! I’m no good at this, Il’m-” Wilbur’s voice breaks. 
“Pm not like you!” 


-<>Y<>- 


A sadness shifts in Philza’s eyes. 


“You’re getting frustrated,” he notes. He pats Wilbur’s face. “Let’s 
stop, alright? You go out and take a break.” 


Wilbur scoffs, gently batting Philza’s hand away. “Whatever gets me 
out of this bullshit.” 


The lanky teen walks away, practically ripping off his soiled shirt as 
he storms inside the house, leaving the door swinging carelessly in 
his wake. 


Philza towels the dust and dirt off his halterneck with mechanical 
ease, tying his green kosode back over himself with a tired sigh. 


“Kid can’t handle not being good at everything,” Techno brutally 
notes. “You know he doesn’t mean it. Give him time.” 


Philza laughs. “What happened to my sweet baby boy?” 


“He’s busy chugging industrial grade bone hurting juice while his 
puberty screws him over,” Techno flatly answers. 


“| know. ‘t still hurts.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Lately, Wilbur’s taken up the hobby (if it can even be called a hobby) 
of hopping on the nearest cable car line and letting it take him 
wherever the fuck it wants. These days, he'll take anywhere over 
being stuck in the house. 


It’s just- shit’s just been weird lately. Between Techno going out into 
the tourneys more and more, the fucking sparring, and- and- 
whatever the honest to gods fuck Dad and Trixtin have going on? 
(He gets that Phil and Beni are happy, but it's still weird to see them 
so... like that with a lady Wilbur's still only really met in passing, even 
now. ) 


(He gets why people can like committing arson now. He gets it.) 


He rips up the small cable car ticket in his talons as soon as he 
touches down in one of the trendier districts of Idalia Island. Prime, 
everything’s ritzier here, hun? Even the banks look rich as hell. (/s 
that sign made out of gold?!) 


He hops into the shopping street, rakes his eyes over today’s traffic, 
and allows himself a cruel smile. 


There’s an Emerald Star group pitching their scriptures again in the 
middle of the street, right in view of several cafes and restaurants- 
much to the irritation of the gentee/ patrons of the district. 


Emerald Star groups are fun. It’s cute. Philza hates them- much like 
everyone else, really- but Philza’s ire is special in a petty, personal 
sort of way. 


He does hate being worshipped by that sappy nickname Techno 
gave him all those millenia ago. 


“Hello young miss!” 


Wilbur raises a caustic eyebrow. “What do you want?” his uneven 
timber answers. 


The human that tapped at his shoulder does a double take at the 
voice. “Sir! So sorry. You- you’re a rather fal/ lad for your type, aren't 
you?” The human shakes their head. “Have you heard the good 
word of the Emerald Star? Cherish life’s blessings by rejoicing in the 
beauty of its fleeting essence!” 


Wilbur smiles innocently. “Oh, | remember this? You're just like that 
Emerald Lover group | saw the other day in this exact spot! Are you 
members of the same church?” 


The human’s face strikes an indignant red. “Of course not! We 
wouldn't dare associate with that sin-driven riot-” 


“Sir! Sir!” one squawky elytron calls out to a passing ramlin in a suit. 


The ram looks at all the godly imagery and freezes, practically 
holding his briefcase like a shield. “Oh, no. No thank you-” 


The elytron barrels past his protests, basically throwing a small 
rosary into the hands of the poor guy. “Blessed day upon you,” they 
recite. “Let the Emeralds Star light your way. ” 


The ramlin’s face somehow manages to pale even more past his 
creamy white fur. “B-blessed be,” he stammers, voice drastically less 
steady than it was just a moment ago. Wilbur watches curiously as 
the man staggers away, chest heaving with uneven breaths. Looks 
like the guy’s fit to faint at any moment. 


Wilbur flicks his gaze to the other patrons. They’re just... ignoring 
this. Man’s having some kind of medical episode and these rich 
fucks are treating the spectacle like an eyesore. Wilbur excuses 
himself from the very invested rant of the human acolyte, walking 
over to the ramlin right as the guy’s right about to keel over. 


“You alright, mate?” Ah, fuck, he sounds like Dad. 


“Fuck off.” The moblin’s horns have an unusually bloody tint to them 
in the light. “I ain’t buyin’ yer bible belt crap.” 


Wilburs eyes are wide with- well, maybe a bit more concern that he’s 
allowed. “Dude, you look like you're about to cough your fucking 
lungs out. I’m not selling you jack shit.” He scoffs. “I’m not with those 
fucking weirdos, anyway. | just look at ‘em when | need a quick 
laugh.” 


The other guy laughs grimly. “Then toss the fucking torn,” his 
voice warps. 


Oh. 


Oh, shit. 


Wilbur grabs the trinket in his coat and chucks it into the nearest 
pretentious floral arrangement. 


“Uh, that better?” 


The ramlin lets out a wheeze as he nods. Mm. Okay. This is a thing 
happening now. 


...Gods, people really are just walking around this like nothing 
happened, huh? 


Imagine if the guy really did just die right there. Would they even 
notice, or would they just call cleanup and forget about it- 


“Hey! Airhead! You fucking in there or are you in fucking 
wonderland?” The ramlin clicks his cloven fingers in front of Wilburs 
face. “We fillin’ out a crazy quota with the both of us or what?” 


Conversation. Yep. Wilbur knows how to do that. 


“Do you need a ride home?” Wilbur impulsively asks. “Like, a car 
ticket or something.” 


Fuck, fuck, shouldn’t have asked that, that’s creepy, FUCK- 


The ramlin squints oddly. “I just walk most of the time.” 


“Yeah, but are you up to finish walking home?” Wilbur shrewdly 
notices the shake in the ramlin’s hands. “I kind of don’t trust that 
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aftershock shit you’ve got goin’. 


The ramlin quirks a thin, jagged brow. “Awfully generous of some 
random librarian type.” 


Wilbur waves it off. “Everyone else was gonna let you have a heart 
attack in the street. The bar is literally ground low here, I’m just 
walking over it.” 


“You got me there.” The ramlin scoffs. “Whatever, man. It’s your 
money. As long as you don't try to rob my case.” 


Wilbur glances at the shining curve of the ramlin’s horns, at the 
carnivorous point of what should have been nothing more than 
grazing teeth. “I’m not dumb enough to try that.” 


“What's your name, anyway?” The ramlin puts his hand out. “I’m 
Schlatt, J. Schlatt.” 


“J. Schlatt, hun?” Wilbur breathes a quick laugh. “Just the J?” 


Schlatt smiles. “I’m not sellin’ my name off to a rando, dude.” 


“Alright, Keep your secrets.” Wilbur grins as he takes the offered 
hand. “In that case, | won't give you my name- but just for the record, 
it's Wilbur.” 


“Doesn't seem fair that | tell you my last name and you don’t tell me 
yours.” 


“Oh, you wouldn't believe it if | told you.” Wilbur rocks his head with 
his own little private joke. “It's one of those Minecraft names.” 


Schlatt pauses. “No kidding. You’re actually Minecraft?” 


Wilbur chuckles. “It’s a dumb story. I-” He pauses, face flattening to a 
more neutral expression. “Well. Wouldn’t want to be rude. I’m sure 
you don’t want some guy muckin’ around talking your ear off.” 


Schlatt looks up at the cable cars passing over their heads. “Il mean, 
we’ve got time. There’s shittier things to do stuck in a flying box than 
talk about funny names.” 


.. Huh. 


“And when you’re done with that,” Schlatt casually continues, “I can 
just harass you about my coin collection.” 


“Oh, gods,” Wilbur flatly despairs. “The horror.” 


“Im not trapped in this box with you,” Schlatt menacingly cackles, 
“you're trapped with me!” 


“Not the coins-’ 


“It all started with a little something | like to call Schlattcoin-” 


“NO-” 


2. SHOTS SHOTS SHOTS 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur's never been to a friend's house before. 


Now Wilbur knew, intellectually, that there was going to be shadier 
bellies in the high-rise islands. Like, there had to be, logically. 


Something about wealth disparity and the unfair labor that sustains 
the idle rich, yet another example of how even the most simplistic 
systems of power exploit the very people they need to survive, blah 
blah blah. Techno would know more about it, and if he heard Wilbur 
had been to this kind of area, he’d probably say more about it. 


(Personally, Wilbur thinks there’s some glaring oversights about 
inevitable power vacuums in Techno’s understanding of anarchy, but 
that’s a whole other conversation. ) 


Schlatt, for all that he has his very nice suit and very nice leather 
endercase, does not live in the nice part of town. It’s not exactly 
roost house row, but it’s- it’s a bit sketchy. 


Just a bit. 


The man taps his hooves sharply against the ground, and as he 
fiddles with his key, Wilbur feels the unsubtle tug of magic pulling 
around past the other side of the door. 


The inside of the apartment is neat. Certainly neater and nicer than it 
looked from the outside. The whole set-up is inoffensive, generic, 
and borderline oppressively clean. 


And Wilbur knows for a fucking fact that it did not look like this before 
they opened the door. 


Schlatt tosses his case on the wall by the door and moves to loosen 
his tie. 


“You know,’ Wilbur casually says, talons poking at the delicate petals 
of a potted foxglove, “this is kind of cool. I’ve never been inside a 
demon’s house before.” 


The ramlin chokes with shock, pounding at his chest with a slight 
cough. Right on cue, the glamor flickers- Wilbur sees a still tidy but 
far more eccentric space, climbing with wild flowers and tied up bird 
skulls, sigils scribbled on the bottom of the walls. 


Wilbur brings up his hands appeasingly. “Dude, it’s chill. It reminds 
me of my dad’s place! | can respect the aesthetic.” 


Schlatt lets out the tail end of a high, bleating noise. “Jesus H. Christ. 
No one’s sussed me out that quick before.” He laughs nervously. 
“Shouldn't you be a bit more freaked out right now?” 


“| mean, the whole episode out in the street earlier kind of gave it 
away already,” Wilbur concedes. “But mostly, I’ve just got an eye for 
these kinds of things.” 


Schlatt squints. “You got magic eyes or some shit?” 


Wilbur rolls out a non-committal chirp. “Same boat as you, actually. 
I’m not exactly as player as | look.” 


Schlatt’s ear flicks. “On god?” 


Wilbur tries (fails) to suppress a laugh. “Demigod, actually.” 


Schlatt’s eyes widen. “Straight up? The full semi-demi-mini god 
shebang?” 


Wilbur blinks. Those sure are words that came out of Schlatt’s 
mouth. “My mom fucked around and found out,” he vaguely clarifies. 
“The rest is history.” 


Schlatt whistles. “Brave bitch, huh?” 


“Something like that.” Wilbur leans against the faded wallpaper. “So 
now you've heard my tragic backstory. What’s got you swimming in 
demon blood?” 


“Dear old crotchety Grandschlatt, lord crackpot of the Schlatts,” the 
ramlin nostalgically recalls. “Truly the craziest bitch on the face of the 
earth. Someone fought xem for the title, | heard.” 


Wilbur’s eyebrows shoot up on his head. “Dear old Grandschlatt 
went balls to the walls?” 


“| mean, ya gotta be some kind of crazy to marry the demon that 
tried to eat ya in a back alley.” Schlatt shrugs. “And now my whole 
family line’s got fucky devil powers and shit.” 


Wilbur tilts his head. “Guess that explains why you can key in on all 
the god crap. Doesn't really explain why you wig out about it, though. 
| don’t really remember hearing demons having that kind of 
problem?” 


Schlatt tooses an apple at Wilbur and roots through his cabinet, 
pulling out a bag of weird powders that he promptly spoons into his 
mouth with exaggerated distaste. “Gods, | hate this crap.” He 
wrinkles his nose. “I, uh- | kinda got the shit end of the stick on the 


whole demon lottery. Got all the sensitivities and none of the ability 
to cope for it.” 


“So, you've got allergies to holy symbols.” Wilbur sagely nods. 
“What's the pro to this con?” 


“Bold of you to assume this garbage can of a body gets any of the 
good shit that the rest of my family managed to nab,” Schlatt flatly 
smiles. 


Wilbur hums. “Ah, of course, you got assigned the shit corner of the 
punnett square.” 


“ve got some shit goin’ for me,” Schlatt defends. 


Wilbur snickers. “What, your funny mic voice when you wig out?” 


Schlatt snaps his fingers with sarcastic flourish. “And | can do it on 
cue!” He waves his hands. “There's other shit, too, but like- nobody 
cares about that shit but the bank.” He crunches on another bite of 
his horrible sounding powder. “Nothing to be jealous about, you’ve 
probably got a way better gig goin’ on than | do.” 


Wilbur squeaks out an uncertain noise. “It’s not exactly flashy. Pretty 
finicky, too.” 


“Well, c'mon!” Schlatt insists. “Let’s see what you got!” 


“You're already seeing it.” Wilbur looks to the side, mouth set in a 
nervous flat line. “Don’t you think it’s weird you let a stranger in your 
house and know your family secrets?” 


Schlatt pauses like he’s about to argue the point, and then he stops 
and frowns, eyes suddenly wide open from their friendly squint. 


“Holy shit.” 


Wilbur cringes slightly. “Yeah. Sorry about that, mate. It’s not really 
something | can turn off. Most | can do is try not to be a creep about 
it.” 


Schlatt just silently looks at him, wooden spoon still in his mouth. 


“It’s- it's okay if that freaks you out,” Wilbur mutters. He leans away 
from the wall, stuffing his hands in his pockets. “We’ve got you 
home. | can just- | can just leave, I’m not gonna tell anyone 
anything-” 


“You want a drink?” Schlatt asks. 


Wilbur stops just short of the door. “A... drink.” 


“| don’t have rich person wine or anything, but you peg me as a 
whiskey kind of guy.” Schlatt’s eyes trace a crack in the ceiling. “I got 
a scotch, too, if that’s more your vibe.” 


“...You're offering me alcohol?” Wilbur incredulously asks. 


“Yeah?” Schlatt summons an old flask out of his inventory. “I got 
nowhere to be for the rest of today. Might as well.” 


Wilbur frowns. “Schlatt, I’m eleven.” 


“And I’m twelve!” Schlatt brightly smiles. He catches something in 
the look on Wilbur’s face, and he lets out a wheezing laugh. “Dude, 
it’s fine. No one’s gonna give a shit!” 


“And you're offering this why?” 


“| wanna talk to you!” Schlatt gently punches into Wilbur’s side- his 
shorter reach only makes it to the elytron’s elbow. “You're all fucked 
up, I’m all fucked up! Let’s pop a few shots like, | don’t know, friends 
or some shit. Trade out our shitty party tricks.” 


“All my party tricks involve blood and cards,” Wilbur gently offers. 


“Jokes on you,” Schlatt smirks, “I’m into that shit.” 


Wilbur’s smile softens. “Alright. If you insist.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur lets his first gulp of whiskey sit in his mouth. 


And then he spits it out into the sink. 


Schlatt laughs. “Are you okay?” 


“That shit burned so bad,” Wilbur wheezes. “How the fuck does 
anyone drink this?” 


“You're not supposed to sit it in your mouth like that, man. Just down 
it.” The ramlin looks at Wilbur’s horrified expression. “You can stop if 
you want.” 


“Fuck you, gimme another one.’ 


“Your funeral, lightweight.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wilbur stumbles home, dead on his feet, the buzz of whiskey still 
caught on his cheeks. 


Techno looks at him from the hearth and raises his eyebrows. “What 
happened to you?” 


A IGN number burns a small hole in his pocket on a piece of faded 
bank paper, an address and rail car directions drunkenly scrawled 
across the first page, signed Jschlatt . 


“...[ think | just made a friend,” Wilbur hesitantly smiles. 


“Oh, pog.” Techno turns back to his book with a slight smile. “Good 
job, eyas. I’m proud of you. Friends are good.” 


“| drank so much alcohol,” Wilbur blurts. 


“| see you've turned into a heathen like your dad.” 


“Yeah.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


18 month orp years continue to be funny (to me) 


3. Crowfucker Moment 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur has normal friendly conversations. 


Listen. 


It wasn’t actually that bad. Technically. Probably. (Maybe.) 


Wilbur was grabbing some bread cider from the house! Schlatt, poor 
deprived soul, has never had bread cider! Wilbur is just being a good 
friend and yoinking some of the bread cider that Dad makes. 


Bread cider is only slightly alcoholic. It’s not even that bad. Whacky 
fun elytron bread drink! It’s fine. 


Wilbur only may have (may have) slightly panicked when Philza 
himself had shuffled into the kitchen. 


“PVM NOT TOUCHING THE AMBROSIA!” Wilbur shouts, wings 
snapping open reflexively. 


Philza barely even flinches at the volume, turning towards Wilbur 
with a worn squint and a vaguely confused noise. 


Wilbur’s feathers smooth down as he takes in the unsteady dance in 
Philza’s eyes. “You alright, Phil?” 


“Mmmmm.” Philza ducks his face into Wilbur’s hand with a tired chirr. 
“Warm.” 


Ah. Man must have woken up with a migraine. 


“You want me to get Techno?” Wilbur softly asks. 


““s out,” Philza wearily murmurs. “Run off ‘n those tourneys ‘gain.” 


“That's the third one this month,” Wilbur notes. “He’s really been 
going at it, huh?” 


“Mm. Think he’s tryin’ f’r a sponsor.” 


Wilbur hesitates, mind lingering on the smuggled drinks in his 
inventory. “Do you need me to stay home?” 


Philza cracks a tired eye open. “Were y’ goin’ out f’r somethin’?” 


“| was just... gonna hang out with a friend.” 


“Oh. That’s nice.” Philza knocks his head into Wilbur’s shoulder. 
“That’s nice. Y’r a good lad, y’ should... hav’ friends.” 


Wilbur huffs, patting Philza’s back. “Go to bed, old man. I'll be back 
for dinner.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Schlatt crunches on a phantom wing chip. “See, like- the bank’s chill 
with me bein’ a fucking demon! Which is great, cause, y’know, | don’t 
gotta hide this shit at work, they keep the worship crap away from 
me.” 


Wilbur nods. “Mhmm.” 


“They have me at a typewriter, writin’ out, like, mortgages and loans 
and contracts and shit. Normal bank stuff. That’s how they got me 
written down on their little records.” Schlatt leans forward. “Except | 


turn ‘em into magically binding contracts. That's what they don’t put 
down.” 


Wilbur frowns from his laid out perch on the couch. “That sounds a 
little fucked up. That’s- that’s gotta be some kind of illegal!” 


“So fucking illegal!” Schlatt takes another swig of bread cider. “But 
what the hell can | do about it? I’m unhirable as all fuck!” 


“Why?” 


“Well, there’s the demon bullshit,” Schlatt starts. “And even if | can 
keep a lid on that, I’m this scrawny-ass little baa baa who crunches 
meds for breakfast and faints like a threatre princess when a church 
exists near me.” He rolls his eyes. “I’m not reliable. If | lose this job, 
I’m kinda fucked.” 


Wilbur awkwardly crunches on his own phantom chip. “Shit, man. 
That’s fucked up.” 


“| mean, it’s pretty par for the course.” Schlatt runs a hooved hand 
over the back of his head. “I can’t imagine how people ride your ass 
with what you’ve got goin’. You’d make one hell of a sales pitch with 
whatever people would point you at.” 


Wilbur makes an uncertain noise. “Can’t say I’ve got much 
experience in that department.” 


Schlatt frowns. “What? No way.” He scoffs. “They'd suss you out 
pretty quick in any job, right?” 


“| kind of... don’t have much experience in the job department?” 
Wilbur’s mouth flattens. “Il can make good busking money when | feel 
like it, and there was the one time | was a court typist? But that was 
just so | could get a typewriter.” 


Schliatt puts his hands to his mouth. 


Takes a breath. 


“I’m gonna have to ask.” Schlatt points his hands at Wilbur. “Are you, 
like, rich or something? Because I’ve been tryin’ not to judge, but you 
really sound like a rich person right now.” 


Wilbur points back. “No, I-” He stops. “Wait, fuck, am / rich?” 


“BOY!” Schlatt squints at him. “How do you not know that you're 
rich? Don't most rich fucks flaunt that shit?” 


“We don’t even know if I’m rich yet!” Wilbur sputters. 


“Dude.” Schlatt leans in wisely. “If you have to think about if you’re 
rich or not, you’re rich.” He taps his hooves on the ground with a 
roguish smile. “Okay, we gotta settle this. What’s your day like, what 
are you eating for breakfast?” 


Wilbur snickers. “What, is there some kind of secret rich person 
breakfast?” 


“You tell me, Shrinesday boy. You tell me.” 


Wilbur tents his hands to his mouth as he thinks. “Me and Dad are 
elytron, so we eat a lot of meat and fruit? There’s golden apples, but 
that’s just a god thing-” 


“You’re eating golden apples?” 


“It's a standard staple food for gods!” Wilbur defends. “It’s not ‘cause 
we're rich or anything!” 


“Or anything!” Schlatt just looks a little horrified at this point. “What is 
that even supposed to mean?” 


“My dad’s friend can just make them! Out of thin air!” 


“Okay.” Schlatt blinks. “That’s, like, horrifying, but okay. We don’t 
count the golden apples on technicality. What else do you got on 
your rich boy plate?” 


“Well, when Techno comes home from his guild hunts, we end up 
eating a lot of dragon bacon-” 


“You’re eating DRAGON BACON?” Schlatt shouts. 


“| mean, yeah?” Wilbur tilts his head. “What about it?” 


“What does that even taste like?” 


“Dragon bacon tastes like... dragon,” Wilbur helpfully describes. “We 
keep some dragon jerky in the house, you could try it sometime.” 


Schlatt snickers, adopting some mockery of a posh Talon accent. 
“Oh yea mate, | have some dragon bits right here mate, you wanna 
have a go mate-” 


Wilbur pushes the other teen down onto the couch with an 
embarrassed grin. “I do not say mate that much, fuck off! You sound 
like my fucking dad.” 


Schlatt cackles. “Does your god dad wrestle dragons in his free time 
or some shit? Is that what you're telling me?” 


“I’m not saying my dad wrestles dragons,” Wilbur says as he rolls his 
eyes, ‘I’m telling you that Technoblade’s good at dragon hunting.” 


“B-blade???” Schlatt jumps in his seat. “LIKE? THE BLADE?” 


“You know Techno?” Wilbur nods with new consideration. “Nice, | 
can respect that.” 


“Wilbur.” Schlatt takes Wilbur by the shoulders. “Wilbur, is your dad 
the Blade of Hypixel? |s this how | find out that The Blade is actually 
a god? I’m not mad, | just wanna know.” 


“| mean, Techno /s a god-” 


“Holy fuck-” 


“-but he’s not my dad. He’s just my dad’s friend. That we live with.” 
Wilbur squints. “| don’t actually know what their deal is with each 
other. They’re just... some kind of super-mega-best-friends thing.” 


“Broooo.” Schlatt’s voice shakes with a bleating tone. “Bro, what is 
your life?” 


“A completely average one, | swear.” A pause. “For my demographic. 
Factoring in my tragic divine backstory.” 


“Uh-huh. Sure.” 


“Keep that up, wool boy, and | will never bring bread cider again.” 


“Pfft, okay, okay-” 


-<>Y<>- 


There’s a fucking crow tapping on the window glass. 


Wilbur groans, an exasperated look falling over his face. 
“Seriously?” 


He leans over to open the window. When the little bird moves to fly 
in, Wilbur stops it with a taloned hand. 


“What do you want, Dad?” he asks the crow. 


Dad? 


The crow turns its beady eyes towards Schlatt. A pressure builds in 
his head- sort of like a sneeze that never quite flies. 


Wilbur sighs. “Did you seriously tail me all the way here just to sus 
out my friends? It’s fine. We’re just hanging out. Don’t pop a vessel.” 


The crow softly nips at Wilbur’s hand, and he softly scratches its face 
in turn. 


“Yeah, yeah. | love you, too.” He shoos the bird away, closing the 
window. “Now fuck off. You’re being creepy.” 


As the bird flies off, the pressure drops. Schlatt lets out a violent 
sneeze. 


“Brrrrrr.” Schlatt shakes his head. “Fuck, hate when that happens.’ 


Wilbur watches the crow fly off. “Dads, am | right?” 


Schlatt follows his gaze, and looks back to the elytron demigod. 


“Wilbur,” Schlatt slowly says. “And | ask this with- with the utmost 
disrespect possible.” Schlatt gently lays a hand on Wilbur's shoulder 
and stares him dead in the eyes, “Did your mom get down and dirty 
with a literal crow?” 


Wilbur sputters, “Gods! No! Fuck, no! No!” Wilbur smacks Schlatt's 
hand off his shoulder. “Gods, why- why would you even think that!” 


“You just called a crow your dad,” Schlatt flatly points out. “I don’t 
know how else I’m supposed to read this.” 


“Listen- listen, my dad isn’t a literal crow,” Wilbur reassures. “He’s 
more like- more like a fuckmillion crows in an elytron-passing 
trenchcoat.” 


“| don’t know how to tell you that- that’s actually a worse answer.” 


“They didn't, like, actually fuck,” Wilbur insists, “I just like... vored his 
blood one day or something as an egg-” 


“That’s not better- ” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


schlatt: (staring at wilbur) 
wilbur: (sighing) i am not a fuckmillion crows in a trenchcoat 


anyways have y'all ever had kvass it's basically a bread cider. 
pretty pog 


4. Silver Coin Sal 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur shops and sings! 


<WilburSoot> 


-Schlatt, | have clothes. Why would | need to go clothes shopping? 


<Jschlatt> 


-Because | want to take you to my club and I’m not letting you be 
seen Like That 


<WilburSoot> 


-What’s wrong with the way | dress??? 


<Jschlatt> 
-| mean this in the 
-in the kindest way possible 


-but you dress like a cottagecore lesbian grandma 


<WilburSoot> 


-WHAT’S A COTTAGECORE??? 


<Jschlatt> 
-YOU. 


-please i have seen you in a skirt like 5 times, people are gonna call 
you a girl 


<WIlburSoot> 
-IS THAT WHY PEOPLE CALL ME A GIRL SOMETIMES??? 
-IT’S THE FUCKING SKIRT??? 


<Jschlatt> 


-Do you NOT know what gendered clothes are??? 


<WilburSoot> 


-Since when did CLOTH get GENDERS 


<Jschlatt> 
-oh my god 


-ooooooh my gods 


-please bring like. Some money next time we meet up. I’m taking you 
to the mall trust me i am Saving You, From The Prison Of Cloth 
Genders 


-well i can’t SAVE you from gender jail but i can put you in the right 
cell block 


<WilburSoot> 


-lmao ok 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur looks up from his comm. “Phil, I’m gonna go buy genders 
from the store!” 


Philza, who understood some of those words individually, just stirs 
his hot chocolate and smiles. “Haha, okay. Have fun, mate. Do you 
need any extra money for that?” 


"| think I'm good!" 


-<>Y<>- 


Schlatt stuffs his hands in his pockets. “What kind of budget are we 
lookin’ at here?” 


“Uuuuh...” Wilbur squints into his coin purse. “I got 46 gold stacks? If 
that’s enough. | got more at home-” 


Schlatt wheezes. “IS THAT ENOUGH, HE SAYS.” 


“Well, i-is it?” 


Schlatt slaps his knee. “No fucking shit! Jesus, what kind of pocket 
money are you running on?” 


Wilbur’s down puffs on his face. “Well, excuse me, sir! It’s not like 
I’ve ever really done this kind of stuff before.” 


Schlatt looks up and down the elytron’s tall frame. “What, are you 
workin’ off hand me downs?” 


“We just make all our own clothes.” Wilbur shrugs. “I don’t know. 
We've always just made a lot of stuff ourselves.” 


Schlatt lets out a considering hum. “Well, if you’re willing to spend 
that budget of yours, we could go to one of the nicer shops.” He 
slaps the chest of Wilbur’s worn cardigan. “Let’s get you bespoke, 
string bean.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wilbur walks into a tailor shop wearing a cardigan over a sweater 
and an overall skirt. He’s still wearing the sweater when he walks 
out, but now he’s got a crisp jacket and slim pants, a grey checkered 
wing shawl slung over his back. 


He’s still wearing that weird red gold threaded bandana... thingy on 
his head, but now it’s more of an exotic eyecatcher than something 
getting swallowed up by wool and grandma clothes. 


“| think | might look worse now, actually,” Wilbur concludes. “I didn’t 
think it was possible, but it may have just happened.” 


“You look fine.” 


Wilbur nervously looks around in his cafe seat. “We're getting ogled, 
Schlatt. This is worse than when | still went to school.” 


Schlatt bites into a croissant. “You look hot now. You’re gonna get 
stared at.” 


Wilbur laughs nervously, taloned foot kicking at his shopping bag. “It 
just feels a /ittle gratuitous. We did not have to buy me a whole 
fucking suit.” 


“We totally did,” Schlatt sagely insists. 


“| feel like that was more of an excuse to punch my budget.” 


Schlatt stuffs the rest of his food into his mouth. “You can't prove | 
think rich people losing money is funny. You have no evidence.” 


“You fucking conman,” Wilbur snickers. “I’m gonna blink one day and 
you'll have scammed me out of house and home-” 


He stops. 


“What?” Schlatt’s ear flicks. “Do | got something on my face?” 


“Who is that?” Wilbur asks, looking somewhere past the ramlin. 


-<>9Y<>- 


There's a girl in a pale pink dress with bouncy ginger hair. Her fox- 
like face is human, almost, but the tone of her creamrose skin is not. 
If Wilbur had to wager a guess from the buzz of magic around her, 
she might be a kitsune, or something like it. Dark pointed ears perk 
with interest as her purplish paws curl gracefully, three bushy tails 
wagging delightedly behind her. 


Her feet are soaked. 


Her hair is pushed back by a green ribbon in the most unflattering 
way possible, bunching her face up like a smug cat. 


She is standing inside a public fountain, fishing for coins. She is 
stuffing gold, silver, and copper into her cheeks. Onlookers are 
disgusted and just a touch horrified. 


She turns toward Wilbur, face all fuzzy and puffed with coins. Her slit 
green eyes, pushed up into a squint, create the image of a 
possessed, possibly rabid squirrel. 


In one fell swoop, he suddenly understands what the fuck is going on 
between Trixtin and his dad. He understands and he deeply, utterly 
despises that he does. 


Because Wilbur decides, in that moment, that this is the most 
beautiful woman in the world. 


Schlatt turns around in his seat to follow Wilbur’s gaze. “I think I’ve 
heard about this chick on the radio, actually. The cops keep dragging 
her out of parks for eating fountain coins!” 


“I want to marry her,” Wilbur quietly declares. 


“Oh my god,” Schlatt wheezes under his breath. “Wilbur. Wilbur, 
please. She looks like she could tear your fucking throat out.” 


“Yeah,” Wilbur fondly agrees. 


“Well, fuck.” Schlatt slaps the table. “If you’re into that shit, | guess. 
Go nuts.” 


Wilbur shrinks back in his chair. “I- | wouldn’t. People kind of think 
I’m... creepy, when | talk to them for too long.” 


Schlatt looks back flatly at him. “Your crush is eating pennies in 
public. | don’t think you can win the weirdo contest here.” 


“| can’t talk to girls, Schlatt. What the fuck am | supposed to do?” 


“You think | know how to talk to girls?” Schlatt snickers. “I mean, girls 


are hot, but I’m more of a guy kind of guy. She’s your crush, not 
mine.” 


“That doesn’t help at a//,” Wilbur whines. 


“| don’t know, be cool! Do something you’re good at.” Schlatt shrugs. 
“What do elytron do when they get crushes?” 


-<>Y<>- 


A girl’s ears perk at the sound of guitar strings. 


A reedy elytron looks away, tuning their instrument. 


Taloned fingers strike at the strings with a low, mellow tune. Her tail 
swishes. She knows this song! 


“If | turn my eyes to these cold blue skies,” she hums, “won’t stay my 
worry, wont calm or quell.” 


The music pauses. Wide eyes look at her behind round glasses. 


She stops, a redness on her cheeks. 


“| can say my piece,” an earnest voice whispers, “/ can barter my 
tale. Won’t ease my worry, but | might as well.” 


She smiles. 


“There’s a heavy hand laid across this land, and it steers my journey 
and it guides my pen.” Two voices dance in the park. “Press on, 
head high, ‘til the ink has run dry, ‘cause my story ain't like’ to come 
home again.” 


The musician's voice rolls with a crooning note in a lost interim, and 
she twirls her delightfully soaked skirt with the rhythm. 


“Well, I'll beat my drum, ‘til my last day come, or the mountain meets 
the sea.” She leans back, scuffing her dirty paws into the clean 
cobblestones as she dances, and the singer rises with her. “Yeah, 
the earth will shake! But the boughs she break won't put no fear in 
me!” 


Their songs pitch with a rising note. 


“ ‘Cause I-I-| see a land on high! So | pen my final line.” The music 
slows as they circle each other. “Sky will shimmer and sun will 
Shine...” 


The singer’s eyes are red. Rich wine red. 


(It’s beautiful, almost.) 


“...where the water tastes like wine.” 


Her ears turn to a sudden approaching noise. 


Fuck. 


She was so caught up in the euphoria of good music that for a 
moment she lived in a world where cops didn’t exist. 


Her words bubble out like a rapid stream. “That-was-really-cool-l- 
have-to-go-BYEEEE!” 


She scrambles away on all fours, never quite catching the open 
heartbreak of the singer’s face that followed after her. 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur is a broken man. 


Morose. 


Shattered, even. 


Schlatt pokes his shoulder. “Get off the grass, bucko. The cops 
showed up and they've got an itchy trigger finger today. We don’t 
wanna stick around for that.” 


“My beloved,” Wilbur despairs. “My ruby star, gone forever.” 


“Dude, seriously, | don’t want the cops to ask me why I’ve got demon 
magic on me when their cats pick it up. Jail sucks, man.” 


“She hates me,” Wilbur keens into the tall grass. 


“She doesn’t hate you, she was running from the cops.” Schlatt 
roughly pulls Wilbur’s ugly heartbroken soul from the ground with all 
the undue patience of a saint. “Let’s get out of here. The cops never 
go to the ice cream shop.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wilbur is walking out of a train station when he hears the lightning 
approach of rapid footsteps. 


He turns around. “Hello-” 


A familiar bundle of ginger hair, green eyes, and bushy fox tails 
crashes into him with a kiss. He thinks he might have forgotten what 
breathing is like by the time she pulls away. 


“I got done losing the cops!” she brightly smiles. 


“What just happened to me...” 


“| wanted to steal your cute voice,” she teases with a pout. “Too bad 
it didn’t work. What's your name?” 


Cute? 


“Uh-” Wilbur’s voice trails with a chirping squeak. “-Wi/bur?” 


The kitsune grins and jams her hand into her mouth, fishing 
something out of her cheeks. A shiny, suspiciously dry coin gets 
placed into Wilbur’s hands. It smells like berries and soil. 


“Make a wish sometime,” she says. “I like places with water.” 


“O-okay?” 


She sticks a coy tongue out at him- are those inventory slots pricked 
on there- and turns away with a hopping skip in her step. 


“H-hey, wait!” 


She turns around. 


“| don’t... even know your name?” Wilbur trails off uncertainly. 


“Sally Soot!” she answers. “And if you make that wish, do it on a 
Moonsday! That’s my day off!” 


She crosses her legs, claws trailing a sharp, sparking scrape on the 
ground. 


And she’s gone. 


Wilbur is left with nothing but a kiss and silver coin. 


“Did | just get a date?” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Sky will shimmer, and sun will shine. Where the water tastes like 
wine... 


5. Looking For Your Next Fight, 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Are you? (Are you?) 


Philza knocks into Techno’s broad back with a loud, discontent 
noise. 


“Let me guess,” Techno flatly offers. “Wilbur again?” 


Philza hisses in response. 


“Yeah, that’s what | thought.” 


Now that Wilbur’s a little older, Philza’s taken over Wilbur’s sparring. 
It went well... at first. 


The kid was a crack shot- bow, crossbow, gun. Give him a few more 
decades, he'll have the pure instinct to take on his own dad in a 
sniper duel. 


He’s a good marksman. A good hunter. 


And he’s a terrible fighter. 


“He hesitates too much!” Philza despairs. “He keeps softening his 
blows at the last tick! He’d get beaten up in a real fight!” 


“It could be because he’s fighting you,” Techno points out. “] mean, 
not many people want to beat up their dads.” 


Philza scoffs. “The reedy little cunt knows | can take it! He’s seen us 
spar before.” He groans. “It’s like he suddenly doesn't want to learn!” 


-<>Y<>- 


“| don’t like training with Dad,” Wilbur says. 


“Are you about to tell me Phil’s a bad teacher?” Techno asks. “I'll be 
surprised, but I'll believe it.” 


“It's just-” Wilbur hesitates. “It's weird, alright? He gets all weird 
about me not hurting him! Even Beni gets weird about it when it hops 
in!” 


“You won't learn how to hit properly unless you actually hit.” 


“| don't want to hit people,” Wilbur mutters. 


And therein lies the problem, doesn’t it? 


-<>Y<>- 


“Well, you know how he is,” Techno says. “If it doesn’t catch his eye, 
he can’t retain things for the life of him. He’s always been like that.” 


“| know,” Philza wearily concedes, “I know. He’s never had the 
stomach for it.” He chuckles. “He actually cried the one time he 
landed a proper hit on me. He was devastated.” 


“Honestly, at this point we probably shouldn’t push it. If he doesn’t 
want to fight, he’s not gonna be throwing himself into fights.” Techno 
shrugs. “It’s not idea/, but you’re all just gonna get frustrated if this 
keeps up.” 


“It's alright that he doesn’t want to fight.” Philza’s talons curl lightly 
into Techno’s clothes. “But what the hell is he going to do when the 
fight finds him anyway?” 


-<>Y<>- 


“I can still shoot,” Wilbur mumbles. “I can just shoot things before 
they even get to me at all.” 


“And when you run out of arrows?” Techno asks. 


“L run.” Wilbur rests his head on his knees. “And I'll live. | just- | can't 
fight people, Techno. | don’t Know why, I- | just can’t.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“One day, that boy’s gonna jump into something he can’t run away 
from. | just- | want him to make it out alive. But he just won't listen.” 


A laugh. 


“At least you listen.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Red eyes look to gold eyes. 


“At least you listen.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Techno sighs. “Yes. | do tend to do that.” He stands and presses a 
gentle hand down on an elytron’s head. “I’m gonna go out. | think I'll 
sign on for one of the longer tourneys this time.” 


6. Flowers From Frey 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur has a small question. 


“Y’know, | never really thought about it as a kid,” Wilbur says one 
day, “but now | kind of wonder.” 


Philza looks away from a distant Techno’s bartering with a piglin 
merchant, pipe sparking with lazy pink. “Hmm?” 


“You go fuck off ballistic around zombies,” Wilbur points out, “but I’ve 
never seen you kill Zombie piglins.” 


“That’s ‘cause | don't.” 


Wilbur frowns. “You hate undead stuff.” 


“Nah.” Pink sparks around Philza’s veil like dragon's breath. “Did | 
ever tell you why | kill undead shit?” 


“Because they’re trapped,” Wilbur slowly says. “Their souls are 
trapped in their bodies.” 


“Mmhm.” 


Wilbur tilts his head. “So why don’t you peg zombie piglins as 
trapped?” 


Philza looks out at the Nether valley and points to a passel of 
zombies. “Y’see the green on ‘em? Eatin’ at the meat.” 


“That’s the Rot, innit?” 


“It's moss,” Philza corrects. “Moss and flowers. It eats at the rot, 
breaks down their bodies. One day they'll lay down to rest, and 
they'll be nothing but bone and flowers. Frey’s penance, it’s called.” 


“So, they’ll be free by themselves one day.” 


Philza nods peacefully. “They’re just waiting to rest. They don’t hurt 
anyone. So, | leave ‘em be.” He shakes his pipe a bit. “Same reason 
| leave the revenants alone. They’re not trapped, they’re just people 
livin’ different.” 


“Huh.” Wilbur blinks. “I kind of just thought it was ‘cause of Techno.” 


Philza scoffs a slight laugh. “You really think I’d go and fight my own 
god brain for him?” 


“Well.” Wilbur looks down. “You’d do anything for him, wouldn't you?” 


“Maybe | would.” 


“Do you love him?” Wilbur asks. 


Philza inclines his head. “Something like that. Why do you ask?” 


“| dunno. Guess I’ve just been thinkin’ about that kind of stuff lately.” 


An Angel's face softens. “You too, you know. Not just him.” 


Wilbur might have smiled then. “I know.” 


7. Hush, Puppies 
Summary for the Chapter: 


One hell of a date destination, Wilbur. 


Halfmoon is the part of Idalia Island that the high-risers don’t tell their 
kids about. The poorhouse, the skid row, the unfitting shadow in the 
spires of Sky. 


The mutt district. 


Half-breed kids, generational hybrids, mixed families booted out of 
their neighborhoods. They can’t afford to live anywhere else, 
whether by money or safety. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Idalia?” Philza parrots when Wilbur asks about it one day. “Can’t say 
I’m too caught up on the maps at the moment.” 


Techno snorts disdainfully. “Snob district. Chock full of stuck up 
riches in the city board while everyone else straddles the poverty 
line. They’ve been riddled with race and class problems for decades. 


” He loudly adjusts the radio. “That place is gonna implode by the 
end of this decade, I'll bet.” 


Philza tilts his head at Wilbur. “Why do you ask? Did something 
happen?” 


Wilbur shrugs vaguely. “Heard it on the station speakers.” 


-<>Y<>- 


As far as Idalia would like to believe, Halfmoon doesn't exist. It 
doesn't even show up properly on the train and sky car maps- barely 
factors into the city planning except as an annoyance that drives 
down prices in richer nearby properties. The name Halfmoon isn't 
going to be showing up in the papers any time soon. 


It does, however, show up as the literal half moon street sign lighting 
up the dark alley outside Schlatt’s favorite night club. 


“This feels a little bit adu/t, don’t you think?” Wilbur asks. 


Sally wags her tails. “I think it’s cute!” 


“Its fine,” Schlatt insists. “They only do the freaky shit on 
Shrinesdays. I’ve been goin’ here since | was 10! Just don’t tell 
anyone your age and don’t let a rando buy you a drink, ” he quickly 
adds. 


The small man marches up to the door and loudly rams into it with 
his curling red horns. A slot on the door slams open. 


“Come back with a warrant!” A thick dwarven accent shouts. 


“Do | look like a day hooker to you?” Schlatt fires right back. “Party of 
three, two puppies in the back!” 


“Your friend kinda looks like one.” the dwarven accent grumbles. 
“Come on in, Schlatty.” 


Wilbur snickers. “Schlatty?” 


“Stick around long enough and she'll give you a shitty nickname, 
too,” Schlatt deadpans. “We kinda don’t do names around here, it’s a 
whole thing.” 


“Might just stick to day hooker for your tall friend.” The dwarf looks to 
Wilbur with an appraising sort of respect. “You look like a whore 


type.” 


“| don’t know how to tell you I’m not a whore type, whatever that is.” 


“Yet,” the dwarven bouncer snarks. “Anyways, get on in.” 


Sally consolingly pats Wilburs arm with a teasing smirk. “Don't worry, 
Wilbur,” she assures with a wink. “I think you’d make a great hooker.” 


"Sally!" 


“So, uh, ground rules, | guess,” Schlatt mutters as they sidle into the 
entrance hallway. “Don’t ask what somebody’s mix is. We're all mutts 
down here, but people have, like, seen some shit, so you never 
know who's gonna have baggage about that kinda talk.” 


“Fair enough, | guess,” Wilbur concedes. 


“Again, no drinks from randos.” Schlatt squints. “That's not even 
Halfmoon rules, that’s just common sense. I’ve seen what your 
common sense looks like, | don’t trust like that.” 


“One of these days you’re gonna run out of ways to call me a dumb 
rich boy,” Wilbur insists. 


“No, | won't.” Schlatt claps his hooves together with a vaguely 
wooden clack. “Ooh! They’ve got these bracelet things you can wear 
with uuuuh , pronouns and shit if you want, or if you’re lookin’ to get 
down with somebody.” He snaps his fingers. “No flyin’ in the bar-” 


Wilbur snorts. “Oh, that won’t be a problem.” 


“Don’t eat change off the floor-” 


Sally snickers. 


“Do not order the blazeborn special if you ate before you got here.” A 
haunted look crosses Schlatt’s sheep eyes. “You always think you 
can handle it but you can't.” 


“| hear drinking games are a thing people do,” Wilbur brings up. 
“Should | worry about that?” 


Schlatt hesitates. “Make sure you know al/ the game rules,” he 
decides. “If you’re down, go ham.” He hums. “Uh, tell the bartender- 
that’s the bony lookin’ blaze guy with the blue glasses- you tell ‘em if 
you think a drink’s been fucked with. And last rule.” 


The ramlin lays his hands on the proper entrance door. 


“Never answer the door. Never let anyone in.” His gaze is 
uncomfortably sharp past the hair falling over his eyes. “Always take 
the back door out. We got it?” 


Wilbur and Sally nod. 


Schlatt shoves open the door with a smile, and the hall floods with 
radio static and jazz music. “Welcome to Halfmoon, puppies. We'll 
make wolves out of you yet.” 


8. Halfmoonshine 
Summary for the Chapter: 
There's no day or night in Sky. 


Wilbur's starting to develop a bit of a night life, regardless. 


Wilbur snickers. “Sally, what are you doing?” 


Sally takes a pronoun bracelet from every single tray, slapping an 
array of patterns on her arms. “I’m gonna steal a// the colors!” 


“Of course you are.” Wilbur looks down at the options, trying and 
failing to pretend he isn’t a little paralyzed by the staggering amount 
of choices. “What... what do | chose?” 


Schlatt looks over. “Just pick whatever you vibe with. Probably go 
with the he/him and they/them ones to start with? And then you can 
fuck around from there however you want.” 


Wilbur looks at Schlatt’s own glaring lack of bracelet. “You’re not 
getting one?” 


Schlatt waves off the question. “Il opt out. Makes for a funny 
conversation starter.” 


“Wilbur!” Sally brightly bounds back over. “People keep giving me 
funky pronouns!” 


Wilbur sighs. “That’s ‘cause you took all the pronoun bracelets.” 


Sally waggles her rainbow-laden arms. “I don’t see what that has to 
do with anything.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza doesn’t quite look up from tinkering with what Wilbur now 
recognizes as a toll crow. 


“You're late,” tired Talon echoes across the room. 


“Sorry,” Wilbur lies. “Sky car delay.” 


“Hmm. Try not to make a habit of it, eyas. It's a new moon out if you 
want to talk to Sam-seong.” 


"Later. I'm gonna take a nap." 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur squints at the menu. “What the fuck is a MOAT?” 


“Ah, yeah!” Schlatt snaps his fingers. “Milk Of All Time! It’s like... this 
weird milkshake thing that’s just a fuckton of different dairy products 
blended together.” 


“Is it any good?” 


“Fuck around and find out, day hooker.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“What did you get up to today?” Philza asks. 


“Saw a cool ice cream shop,” Wilbur says. “Not really my type of ice 
cream, though. You wouldn't like it. Did you know there’s cigar 
flavored ice cream-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Hey, Salmon!” A seal moblin (Seadog, if Wilbur remembers the 
nicknames right) leans across the table at Sally. “Why your Day 
Hooker got those shades on?” 


Wilbur stutters past his tinted glasses, face blushing just a touch 
blue. “Well, I- | just look a little funny-” 


The seal moblin wags a curly dog tail. “We're all fucked up, pup. 
Come on, wear it proud.” 


Wilbur’s hands fumble over his reading glasses, and he nervously 
blinks his dark red eyes. 


Seadog takes in the sight with stock still silence, then happily slaps 
the table. 


“That’s so cool! You look right deadly, mate!” 


Wilbur laughs nervously. “Yes, that’s why | tend to cover it up.” 


“Deadly is good!” Seadog rocks their head. “Deadly means you are 
strong. You live.” 


Wilbur scooches closer. “We don’t see a lot of seafolk outside the 
coast. What's got you this far inland?” 


“Seal mother dead, | am pup. Dog father soon after,” they matter-of- 
factly state. “Halfmoon is my home since very young.” 


“Isn’t-” Wilbur hesitates. “Isn’t it bad for you to be away from the 
water for so long?” 


“| get job!” they answer. “Rich man have big garden with big water, | 
cut their lilies and feed their fish. Dog blood, | can live with rest.” 
Seadog downs their pufferfish shot. “Bad to live, but what we can 
do? Idalia not built for seawalkers. People with the money, they don't 
love Seadog here.” 


Wilbur leans his head into his knuckles. “If you could do something, 
what would you do?” 


Seadog taps their flat hand to their chin. “Never | have seen ocean. 
Real ocean of where | come from, not Sky ocean. | find seawalkers 
in Overworld and | learn speaking Seascript again.” 


“| hope you get to see the ocean,” Wilbur honestly says. 


“| hope, too!” Seadog slaps a copper coin on the table. “I buy you 
drink?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Benihime knocks the training sword out of Wilbur’s hand with a light 
rap from his cane. “You’re slow today.” 


“?’m fine,” Wilbur says. “I think | just got a bit sick, that’s all. There’s 
been a bit of a bug goin’ around, | think.” 


Benihime's face colors with pity. “Oh, eyas. Are you alright? We can 
stop if you want.” 


“lm fine,” Wilbur half-hisses past his hangover. He clenches his 
sword again. “Let’s get these drills over with.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Uhh...” Wilbur puts the menu over his head. “What's the copper 
special?” 


Schlatt snorts. “It tastes like donuts. The bartender jokes that the 
proceeds go to a fund for bribing the police.” 


Sally cackles. 


“What's a donut?” Wilbur asks. 


A silence. 


“Oh my GODS!” Sally shouts into Wilbur’s ear. “You’ve never had a 
donut?” 


“Are donuts a wheat thing? We don’t really eat much of that stuff at 
home-” 


“Noooooo!” Sally stands up, dragging Wilbur to his unsteady feet. 
“No, we're fixing this right now, you will discover donuts-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“| saved you some dinner in the food chest,” Philza says when he 
comes home. “It was getting cold.” 


“Griffins clogged up the station,” Wilbur decides to say. “Took clicks 
to get ‘em chased off. | grabbed some snacks.” He holds up a bag of 
donuts. “You want any?” 


Philza yawns, star marred fingers kneading tiredly at his eyes. 
“You're late again.” He bites into the pastry with a weary chirp. 
“Techno came home from his last tourney. You just missed him, he 
already hopped into bed.” 


Wilbur pauses in front of the stairs. 


“Have you and Beni just been by yourself this whole time?” he softly 
asks. 


et 


Philza waves a flippant hand as he rocks his head.“ ‘s fine. We’ve 
run around with nothin’ but me and Chatters for decades on end, this 
is scrap all compared to that. Trixtin's been around, too.” 


Wilbur frowns. “I don’t like the sound of you being holed up in the 
house.” 


“This place isn’t a birdcage.” Philza’s lip quirks slightly. “Just try to 
stay home a bit more while Techno’s here. What are you even going 
out so much for, anyway?” 


And Wilbur could almost say it. Philza might even be happy for him 
making friends. 


Or he could realize Wilbur’s been lying to him this whole time and 
pull the rug out from under it all. 


He didn’t mean too. Really, he didn't. 


He just- he never got around to telling the truth. 


Halfmoon- this place, these people, his friends- this is Wilbur’s. His. 


Maybe it’s selfish, but he doesn’t want to find out if it can be taken 
away. 


(Not yet. Not yet.) 


Just this once. Please don't catch me. 


I'm not ready. 


“Nothing much,” Wilbur lies for what could have been the hundredth 
time in a row. “Just found a crowd that really likes my songs, is all.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


(only the discord veterans know about Milk Of All Time) 


9. Day Hooker By Day, Son By Night 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Wilbur is not leading a double life- not as much as he thinks. 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: Passages of 
accented phonetic writing. It should still be largely audibly 


coherent to screen readers. Please tell us if there are any 
excessive coherency difficulties. 


“Aye there, Day Hooker.” 


Wilbur chokes on a churro, turning to Honey with a scandalized 
expression. The hardcore elytron snickers, wide wings. fluffing 
amusedly around her small frame. 


“Don’t look so shocked, eyas,” Honey’s Talon accent drawls. “You 
ain't subtle.” 


Wilbur's eyes dart back to Techno and Philza. They’re still 
preoccupied with Honey’s moobloom moblin wife, Lemon, at her 
stand, deliberating some kind of bee flour pasta. 


Wilbur leans over Honey’s stand. “Where the fuck did you hear that 
name?” 


“We're from ldalia, y'know,” Honey flatly reveals. “Lemon’s bakery is 
based o'er there. And the Halfmoon club is one of my strongest bulk 
customers.” 


“You’re from Halfmoon?” Wilbur disbelievingly asks. “But... you’re-” 


“Not one o’ the poors?” Honey snarks. “We live a’right, sure, but we 
ain't livin’ easy. Not with them new taxes the city boards been puttin’ 
on us- that’s why we gotta double up at the bazaar where they don't 
charge up the ass with them sales tax.” She puts the last flourish on 
a sticker label. “We used to live up in them high-rises proper a while 
back, but after we took in Ghost?” She shrugs, a grim smile on her 
face. “Halfmoon’s ‘e safest place ‘n Idalia for mixed families \ike 
ourselves. Specially with the both o’ us bein’ hardcore. We can't 
‘xactly afford th’ risk.” 


Wilbur tilts his head. “You’re both hardcore? You and Lemon?” 


“Ayup.” She snickers. “That’s how | met your rat bastard. Every once 
in a while, somebody tries t’ get all progressive and gather a bunch 
o’ hardcores t’gether. Normally only 'em fighters go first to make sure 
it ain't no trap to rid of us.” 


“A... trap,” Wilbur slowly says. 


Honey fixes Wilbur with a sharp look. “We're a rare breed, son. We 
gettin’ rarer by the clock. Them third lifers, they get it in their heads 
sometimes they wanna pick us apart. See how we tick. ‘Lotta 
cowards out there that'd pay good money t’ live forever. It done 
‘appened b'fore 'nd it'll 'appen again.” 


Her eyes flick towards his wrists. 


“Maybe yer built different now,” she concedes, “but them hearts’ o’ 
yours still hard as the day you were born. You make sure y’ keep that 
on a need t’ know basis.” 


“R-right.” 


“Speakin’ of need to know.” Honey raises an eyebrow under the rim 
of her hat. “Yer daddy know about your little moonlight gig?” 


“Don’t tell Dad,” Wilbur quickly says, his fingers already twitching 
with the buzz of a magic he uses far too often. 


Honey’s mouth flattens. “Il already know yer trick mouth, hun. You 
ain't got nobody t’ convince.” 


“You gotta understand,” Wilbur says anyway, “it’s not like he’s gonna 
start crafting a belt or anything! He’s just rather... clingy sometimes? 
You- you know how tt is.” 


Honey hums flatly. “I ain’t tellin’ ‘im jack shit anyways.” Her smirk has 
an edge to it. “I ain’t your mama. When you done get caught, that’s 
gon’ be your own damn fault.” 


“Thanks... | think.” 


Honey taps her talons on the wood of her booth. “If y’ catch yourself 
too bent to get home, our place is right across th’ Halfmoon 
apothecary. We got a whole linen closet, the couch is good t’ crash. 
Just don’ get rowdy- our downstairs is a roost and the mama’s 
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nestin’. 


Wilbur blinks. “Why... why are you doing this?” He squirms under 
her questioning stare. “Like you said, you’re not my mum. Why are 
you telling me where to crash?” 


"Disregardin’ that me and your ol' crow go way back." Honey pushes 
down her hat. “You’re Halfmoon now, eyas. We look out for each 
other whether you like it or not.” Amber eyes gleam with a hawkish 
sort of appraisal. “That goes both ways, now, y’hear?” 


“Right.” Such a little word, weighed down with things he doesn't quite 
understand. (What he wants to understand.) “Of course.” 


10. Black And Blue 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Stress can make you remember things. 


Techno feels... something. 


He’s feeling a something, he sure is feeling a lot of it, and he doesn’t 
like it. He’s just tired, and everything’s so loud. 


Philza and Wilbur are so loud. Loud in a different way, loud in a way 
that cannot be fixed no matter how high they shout or how low they 
whisper. Loud with stiff, rough touches, loud with irritated affections, 
loud with some odd undercurrent of tense impatience when they 
speak to each other, /oud, loud, LOUD. 


He just got home five clicks ago. He got to sleep for maybe three of 
those. 


And everything is so loud. 


“-but / don’t see what the problem is!” Wilbur insists. “Ghost and 
Sage have been together for what, a year now? Why not let them tie 
off?” 


“Ghost is ten,” Philza wearily points out. “They're not even an adult 
yet.” 


“Yes? And?” Wilbur raises confused brows. “They've already said 
they can’t imagine being with anyone else. | don’t get what Ghost’s 
moms want them to wait around for.” 


“Just this once, | actually agree with Honey. They’re too young. Both 
of them, honestly!” Philza clucks to himself. “It could get a little 
unhealthy.” 


Wilbur groans. “What the hell would you even know? A whole 
fuckmillion years, and you’ve dated maybe like twice in that time-” 


“That's a fuckmillion years to watch plenty of people get fucked up 
because they didn’t stop and think about these things!” 


“Phil, you thought romantic attraction was fake until you were 90,” 
Wilbur deadpans. “I don’t think you can weigh in on marriage.” 


“Lam married, you know-” 


“| don’t even know what’s up with you and Her,” Wilbur squints 
skeptically, “but I’m pretty sure that’s not a valid comparison-” 


“Oi, ol, ol, you leave my wife out of this-” 


Techno sighs. 


They go and get a late lunch. Techno lets the continued debate 
between the two elytron go in one ear and out the other as he eats a 
chicken tamal on autopilot. 


HEHEHE 
hheheheHEHE 
HAHAHAHAHAHA 
technoBLAAAADE, poppin’ off at the tourney 
TOURNAMENT ARC LET’S GOOOOOOOQOOOO000 


And the chorus is being loud after the tourney, too. Adrenaline 
addicts, the lot of them. 


He hasn't even gotten to change out of his team clothes. A grey and 
black cloak drapes over his broad frame like a ghost, the blue 
sounder shawl going across his back being the only hint of color at 


all. By the time he tunes past the childishly gleeful racket in his skull, 
it's just in time to hear the tail end of another damn racket as they 
head home. 


“It's not like they’re gonna change their minds!” Wilbur insists. 
“They're in love, anyone with eyes can see that!” 


“It's more complicated than just love, Wil.” Philza frowns. “Why are 
you even so keyed up about this, anyway? | didn’t think you and 
Ghost were ever that close.” 


“Why won’t you just let us-” Wilbur slaps his hands over his mouth, 
and the fight dies in his eyes. “Ugh. Nevermind. It doesn’t even 
matter anyway.” 


“Wil-” 


“?’m late for my thing with Sam-seong,” Wilbur mutters as he sulks up 
the stairs. “I’m gonna set up the seance. Don’t wait up.” 


Philza watches the boy disappear and lets out a long, warbling 
sound. He turns around and his expression shifts- he must have 
seen something in Techno’s worn posture, even past the gilded 
netherite mask he still hasn’t taken off. 


“Sorry about that, mate,” the Angel softly says. “Things have been 
getting a little tense while you've been out.” A sigh. “Wilbur's still 
stuck on that roadblock with his sparring, and, well- teenagers. He’s 
been getting downright incorrigible lately.” 


“He’d probably be /ess incorrigible if you weren't riling him up right 
back,” Techno irritatedly growls. “What the hell was that at lunch?” 


“He keeps starting these spats over the most minor things!” Philza 
complains. “He never gets to the actual point, he just keeps putting 
out these- these verbal bear traps!” 


“Like you’re completely honest with him,” Techno mutters under his 
breath. 


Philza stiffens, the rattle of his wings stilled under his shell. “What 
the fuck does that mean?” 


“You don't tell that kid half the things you tell me,” Techno wearily 
points out. 


“| can’t just tear into him, make him feel like some kind of burden!” 
Philza defends. “I had t’ deal with enough of that as a kid, I’m not 
doing that to my son!” 


“It's just kind of funny,” Techno harshly smiles. “We all Know Wilbur's 
gearing for godhood. | was waiting for when the kid would start 
looking into manual ascension- at least ask about it. But he never 
did.” He hums in an exaggerated manner. “It’s almost like you never 
told him about it.” 


“What does that have to do with anything? He’s a child!” Philza 
stresses. “We can’t ask him to decide if he wants to fucking shatter 
his own soul!” 


“And what about when he’s not a child?” Techno presses. “When 
does he stop being too young to know about these things, Philza? 
When he’s a grown man? When he starts having his own family? 
When he starts aging?” Golden blank eyes bore into the man across 
from him. “When he doesn’t start aging?” 


“Don’t say that.” Philza’s eyes shift with a familiar, predictable 
sadness. “Don’t say that, you know | can't-” 


“I can and | will!” Gods, he fell asleep in his equipment, too. Techno 
huffs as he unbuckles his pack. “We can’t just wait until the next time 
he nearly gets himself killed because he didn’t know what risks he 
was taking! You need to actually think about this -” 


“How am | supposed to think about this? He’s my son!” 


“HE IS MY SOUNDER?" Techno shouts right back. 


Philza flinches, wings snapping out of his shell as the piglin drops his 
pack on the low tea table, the muffled crash of metal in fabric 
echoing dully into the wood. 


“You- you keep doing this!” Techno despairs. “You try, so hard, to 
pretend you don't get attached, and then you do, and it paralyzes 
you!” 


The elytron lets out an odd noise. “Mate-” 


“You can’t keep doing this,” Techno says again as he strides closer. 
“| can't keep watching you do this, Phil. Not again.” 


Philza’s laugh has an uneven note in it. “You've barely been around 
to watch at all! You’re here just as much as you aren't, these days-” 


“Maybe | don’t want to be there when you decide to dust off your old 
habits and run away from us-” 


“l- | didn’t- | wouldn’t do that- | promised-” Philza’s breath hitches 
when his back hits the wall. “7ec-” 


“Maybe | don’t want to be there when you find out if you can break 
your promises again,” Techno rumbles. “How long is never again, 
Phil? How long?” 


The Angel shudders, rattling wings suddenly stilled. Wide, wide eyes 
look through Techno. 


“‘m sorry, Your Majesty,” Benihime dazedly pleads, “it won't happen 
again.” 


Techno freezes. He sees his own, white-gloved fist, pushed into the 
wall over his friend’s head, and the grey draping cloak around his 
own shoulders, threatening to swallow them both. 


Between that and the jewels in your braids, you look rather like a 
King, don’t you? something cruelly whispers. 


Techno steps back. Benihime’s hand curls around his grey cloak and 
follows after him. 


“Hey, hey-” Techno raises his hands. “It’s okay, I’m sorry, I-” 


Benihime gently shushes at him, wings spread out low against the 
ground behind it. “It’s alright. It’s alright.” 


No, it’s not. Something’s wrong- wrong in the submissive stance of 
its wings, in its sing-song words, the sudden desperate fondness in 
its gaze as it softly pushes its face into his hand. 


“It’s alright,” Benihime sweetly trills, wings held out softly around it 
with wide-eyed, perfectly trained trust on its face. “You love me. You 
love me.” 


Techno pulls his hand back, trying not to think about the way the 
Angel tries to follow after his touch. “You don’t have to do that. 
Please, | wasn’t gonna hurt you, you don't have to do that-” 


“You don’t have to be mad,” Benihime softly croons at him as it walks 
into his arms. “/’m here. | can be good for you. I'll be good.” It tilts its 
head, antlers swiveled back and creeping red down to its roots even 
as it smiles. “Whatever you want.” 


Techno softly closes Benihime’s hands together before they can 
reach for his face. “Don’t. Please don't. Please.” 


“What do you want?” 


“| want you to come back to me,” Techno quietly pleads. He lets his 
grey cloak fall to the floor. He takes his gilded mask away from his 
aged face, and the Blood of the Covenant kneels. “He’s not here,” 


Techno says as he holds Benihime’s hands together. “You know me, 
he’s not here. He was never here.” 


He lets his laurels shift behind him, his perfect tournament braids 
spilling chaotically as they come undone. He gently tugs on the 
Angel's arms until it kneels down with him. 


“You don't have to be good,” Techno presses. “I’m sorry | scared you, 
| was- | was never going to hurt you- please, you don't have to be 
good, just- / can’t lose you like this.” 


Benihime’s hands start to shake. 


It slowly, slowly lets itself crash into Techno’s wide chest. 


“?’m sorry,” it whispers into a friend’s wide chest. “I’m sorry. You’re my 
friend,” it unsteadily trills. “You're my friend.” 


“I’m your friend,” Techno repeats, knocking his snout into the Angel’s 
head. “You don't have to be good for me. | would never hurt you.” 


“You would never,” Benihime mutters into him. “You would never- 
you would never, I’m sorry, I’m sorry...” 


“It's okay,” Techno says. “I’m sorry | scared you. | was- | was just 
stressed, / wasn't going to hurt you.” His hands hover over its back. 
“Can | get near your wings? We gotta get off the floor, my old man 
knees hurt.” 


It shakily nods, letting Techno lift them both back up to somewhere 
more comfortable. “What were you fighting about?” it innocently 
asks. “You were fighting. It was scaring him. You never fight like 
that.” 


“Something stupid,” Techno sadly answers. “We shouldn't have 
fought at all.” 


““m sorry.” 


“We can be sorry when Phil wakes up,” Techno promises. “We-” He 
laughs, almost. “We are not done with this conversation, just... we're 
not gonna fight anymore, okay?” 


“Mm.” 


“You're worn out already, aren't you?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Benihime’s wings shift. “Too many memories...” 


“Yeah, | bet,” it hears Techno sadly surmise. “Today was a mess, 
wasn't it?” 


“’m sorry,” it hears itself say. “I’m sorry I’m like this.” 


“lll live. Go to sleep.” It feels coarse hands running over the feathers 
between its shoulders. “I can talk to Phil later, alright?” 


“How ‘re you real?” it murmurs as it closes its eyes. “How do | ever 
d’serve...” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Techno snorts as his friend’s weary head knocks into his chest, fast 
asleep. 


“You sap,” he whispers. “Stop quoting my own lines back at me. | 
can’t believe you still remember that.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years funny 


11. Howl 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur thinks he's a seasoned drinker. 


“| want to try the blazeborn special,” Wilbur says. 


The blazeborn special is an invention of Halfmoon’s own bartender, 
catered to races with high alcohol and drug tolerance. For them, it’s 
a nice, light kick. 


And it knocks the fuck out of anyone else. 


“Don’t do it,” Schlatt begs. “You have so much to live for!” 


“And I’m gonna live for the blazeborn special,” Wilbur whispers. He 
sidles up to the bar table and waves over the bartender. “What's the 
point of having three lives if we don't live a little, right?” 


Someone laughs in the background. “Yea, man! Don't let no cowards 
stop you!” 


The bartender gives him a smirk, even as he already starts getting 
ready. “You sure, Day Hooker? There’s no going back if you do." 


Wilbur slaps his coins on the counter. “HIT ME UP, BLUE!” 


The bartender grins. “Alright. One blazeborn special, comin’ right 
up.” 


It goes a little something like this. 


A pot of strong, bitter chocolate starts boiling. Blue peels an orange, 
pith and all, and stabs a row of blaze rod picks into it. He grabs a 
cherry brandy and two wines- one of which looks like it’s got spider 
eyes in it- and when he takes out a copper bowl and plate, the rest of 
the bar stills, leaning in with interest. 


The suspicious brew of alcohols gets meticulously ladled in the bowl, 
and a generous line of blaze powder gets scratched onto the plate 
around the rim of the bowl. 


The blazeborn bartender snaps his fingers, and Wilbur raises his 
hand a bit. “You gonna set that on fire?” 


“Blazeborn special, Day Hooker. You're gettin’ a blaze.” 


“I’m not saying no,” Wilbur refutes, a new gleam in his red eyes. “I’m 
wondering if you'll let me do the honors.” 


Blue’s smile widens as he pushes the thing a little closer to Wilbur. 
“Well now you've got me interested. Let’s see where you're goin’ with 
this.” 


It’s easier than breathing at this point- the way Wilbur can just take 
his talon to his thumb and flick it like a match, drawing blood from 
fragile flesh, watching a scant drop spark a ring of blue fire. There’s 
a few cheery wolf whistles (some more literal than others) as he 
patches up his thumb. Blue claps and cackles. 


“You've got some party tricks, puppy! Alright.” Blue cracks his 
knuckles. “Let’s get this show on the road.” 


He takes out a perilous ladle of the brew and dunks it into the ring of 
fire until it starts burning itself, washing the new flames over the long 
orange peel before tossing it in. Right on time, the chocolate finishes 
boiling and gets added in as well- but not before Blue sparks up a 
teabag of prismarine shards to soak in there. 


“One collaborative blazeborn special, as per order.” Blue snickers. “If 
you can’t stay sober past the twenty tock mark after downing this, it’s 
gonna be your last drink of the night.” 


“Don't die, Day Hooker!” someone snarks. “We ain’t footin’ your bill!” 


Wilbur scoffs. “Death didn’t catch me the first three times. She’s not 
gonna catch me now.” 


From what he’s seen before, there’s a sort of theatre to the 
blazeborn special in Halfmoon, and Wilbur is no exception now. 
There’s a bit of a crowd forming now, the excitement kicking to wild 
heights from the moment he drew that first blood, and they stand 
around him like sharks in the water. 


The crowd starts to cheer. “Chug, chug, chug, chug, CHUG-” 


(Wilbur Knows, stupidly, se/fishly, that it isn’t just the drink they're 
shouting for.) 


Schlatt cackles at his side. “You won’t be a puppy after this, Day 
Hooker. We'll make a Halfmoon wolf out of you yet.” 


This crowd is shouting for him. What a terrifying thought. 


And dear fucking gods, it makes him feel alive. 


Wilbur grabs the drink right by the bowl and chugs it. An empty 
copper bowl slams down onto the counter as the fire slides down his 
throat. 


“FUCK, YEAH!” he shouts into the happily rioting crowd. “BUILT 
FUCKING DIFFERENT!” 


“BUILT FUCKING DIFFERENT!” Halfmoon shouts back. 


“LET'S GOOO!” 


-<>Y<>- 


It goes- it goes- it goes a /ittle something like this. 


Halfmoon eats Wilbur alive. 


It’s a raving rioting pack of mutts. Mutts in gardener’s clothes, in 
drag, in fisherman’s jackets, in suits and ties. Feathered cats and 
dwarves with beaks and seals with dog tails. Walking visions of 
exquisite corpses, unsightly births thrown in the trash. 


And Wilbur- Wilbur the son of a witch and an Angel, Wilbur hardcore 
three times over, dead and alive, mortal and divine- he’s as mutt as 
all the rest of them, and they eat that truth alive. Eat it in shouts and 
jostles and twirling table dances and drinking songs. 


Halfmoon eats him alive. It tosses him into its underbelly like a 
morbid court of faeries, it steals his heart, and when he’s spit back 
out he is ruined of everything that ever came before it. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wilbur sips on a glass of orange juice. “I thought it'd be stronger, 
what with all the warnings.” He frowns. “I’m starting to think you guys 
were just fucking with me eeeeeee, oh gods, what the fuck, what the 
FUCK-” 


“Aaand the mining fatigue’s kicked in,” Schlatt deadpans. “Magic 
charged prismarine really hits different, huh?” 


“My ears have gone blind,” Wilbur wheezes. “I’m hearin’ colors, what 
th’ fuck is this-” 


“That'd be the spider wine.” Schlatt slams down the last of his cherry 
brandy shot. “Okay, does anybody know where Day Hooker lives? | 
don't trust this guy to get home.” 


Rosy, fox-furred arms hook around a staggering Wilbur. “I got him.” 


Schlatt squints at Sally. “Don’t do anything weird.” 


Sally scoffs lightly. “It’s fine.” 


“Ooooh hey, Sa-y- /eeeee.” Wilbur disjointedly burrows his face into 


Sally giggles. 


“| mean it,” Schlatt stresses, “the guy is gone right now.” 


“Yeah, yeah, grandpa.” Sally sticks her inventory tattooed tongue out 
at him. “I'll take him home.” 


Schlatt frowns. “Fuck it. Fuck this. I’m following you. I’m a stalker 
now. | don’t trust this.” 


As they head out the back entrance, an utterly plastered elytron 
demigod in tow, Sally turns to Schlatt. 


“| don't actually know where he lives,” Sally stage whispers. “I’m just 
going to chuck him in my house until he remembers where he lives.” 


“Does your house happen to be inaccessible to non-kitsune eyes?” 
Schlatt flatly asks. 


“Perhaps.” 


Schlatt groans. “Fine. Whatever.” He turns on his heel and starts 
walking away. “I’m gonna know if you do anything weirdchamp!” He 
shouts behind him. “I'll use my shitty demon powers to scream at 
you until you die!” 


“Sounds festive!” 


“It'll be real festive when your brain bleeds out through your eyeballs, 
bucko!” 


Sally snickers. “It’s a date!” 


“Don’t count on it, Salmon. Get out of here before the cops find you 
again.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Philza yawns as he puts down the book he’s reading. He takes 
a sidelong glance at the timepiece. 11 clicks past midday. 


Techno frowns. “He’s late.” 


Philza hums wearily. “He’s always like this. Go- go to bed. I'll 
wait.” 


12. Don't You Believe It? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Sally likes making sausage. 


The accountant job is... okay. Math is okay. Sally is good at math! 
Accounting is easy. 


Accounting is easy. 


The other stuff isn’t. 


Like keeping up a human face for her human job so she can be 
normal like a player. It's so pretentious, but that’s how it is if she 
wants to keep that job. Not that she’s particularly attached to it. 
She’s just more attached to not starving before she reaches fourth 
tail. But it is fucking tiring having to play along by all those funny 
unspoken rules. 


At least Wil isn’t as judgmental as some of the players at work. 
Telling her she can’t just stuff all the pens in her mouth and cough up 
ink, or that one time they touch her tails and she bit the player, and 
oh, Ms. Soot, won't you just sit still, you’re so distracting sometimes. 


Wil isn't like that. He’s not like the usual players. Sally strongly 
suspects he’s not a player at all- there’s too much divinity lurking in 
his scent to be a standard mortal. It's not something they've really 
talked about, but... they both know. They both know that they’re both 
not normal people. 


Somehow, this is okay. 


It should be more stressful, but it's not. There’s something freeing 
about it all. She doesn’t have to be a player for Wil. She doesn't 
have to be pretty for Wil. 


Wil thinks she’s pretty as is. Or at least she thinks he thinks that. He 
acts like that. 


He does do alot of acting, and he’s gotten rather good at it. He acts 
like he desperately doesn’t want anyone to find out the terrible secret 
that he exists- that under all the eccentricity and the charming words, 
there’s a creeping shyness and sadness. 


(Even his happy songs sound a little sad sometimes.) 


Oh, wait, shit. 


The eggs. 


Oh god, the eggs. 


Sally shakes her head a bit and she’s back in reality again. In front of 
an on fire frying pan. 


(This is fine.) 


She bluntly tips the frying pan over into a plate, letting eggs and 
sausages plop gracelessly onto the wood. 


Despite the fact that the eggs are pretty much char at this point, the 
sausages are perfectly cooked. 


Somehow. 


Listen, she was allowed to pick two (2) talents in life and she chose 
math and sausages. It was a great decision and she regrets nothing 
ever. 


Ever. 


Stunning example of things she does not regret ever- the possibly 
hungover boyfriend she kidnapped who is now crashed on the 
couch. (Temporarily. This is a temporary kidnapping.) 


Sally leans over and spishes quietly into her boyfriend’s face. 
“Pspspsps.” 


He scrunches up his eyes, mouth flattening with a discontent noise. 


She pokes his nose. “Pspspsps.” 


Wil blearily opens his pretty red eyes. “... Sal’? ‘s th’ you?” 


Sally wags her tails, pushing a decidedly very fox-ish face into his 
view. “Full fox is comfier when I’m being lazy. It’s great for cuddles.” 
She chomps (gently, lovingly) on his ear. “Get up, whore. | made 
breakfast.” 


He flops out of bed like a disheveled zombie- it’s great. He shuffles 
towards the table and slowly comes to life as he takes bites of food. 
Including the burnt eggs. What a champ. 


“Where’d you get those sausages?” Wilbur asks, when breakfast is 
long over, when everything is cleaned up, when he finally 
remembers he’s great at words. “They're really good.” 


“Oh, | make them!” Sally runs her paws over her tails. “They’re easy 
to cook and it’s a good way to manage scrap meat, so... it turned 
into a hobby, | guess.” 


“You could probably sell them. Like as hot dogs or something.” 


Sally snickers. “What? You think I'd make it big in the food truck 
industry?” 


“| think you could do it if you wanted,” Wil earnestly says. “I'd even 
help you set it up.” 


They're not players. They both know it. But they are not the same. 
Wil says things, and it gets into people’s heads. It’s funny to watch. 


And then he says things like that to Sally, and it’s different, because 
he says it and he sounds like he believes it. 


Sally- fussy, mauling, coin eating, wanted by the cops Sally. Wilbur 
looks at that, and all her little dreams, and he goes well, why not? 


(It’s getting harder and harder to let him go home.) 


He stretches, the blue shell on his back shifting with the movement. 
“Ugh. My wings feel all gross. Must’ve ruffled weird sleepin’ on my 
back.” 


“You can use my room again,” Sally offers. 


“No, no, it’s... fine.” Wilbur laughs nervously. “I mean, it’s just us, 
right? It’s kinda weird for me to be all cagey about it at this point.” 


Sally has never seen Wilbur’s wings before. She’s heard the hint of 
them, somewhere under that blue shell and its silvery eyespots, but 
she’s never seen them. 


His shell opens and she blinks. 


They're just wings. A bit on the shorter side for his height, but they 
still look pretty normal sized all things considering. 


But they’re grey. Down grey. Down grey and down soft, the tailcoat 
feathers unveiled at his back small and stringy. 


“It’s kind of freakish, huh? Having wings this big with baby feathers.” 
Wil smiles sadly. “My dad’s got a- what, 5, 6 block wingspan? | 


probably would, too.” He cards a preening comb through the crooked 
feathers. “They stopped growing when | was 9. | never got to learn to 
fly with them.” 


A pause. 


“| knew it was coming,” Wilbur says, as if that makes it any better. 
“It's my own fault, really. They’ll- they'll grow again eventually, if | 
play my cards right, it just- it's gonna be a while. I’m pretty much 
grounded in the meantime.” He chuckles. “Now you know why | 
always take the sky cars.” 


Sally reaches with a hesitant hand. “Can |...” 


Wil blinks, pauses for a moment, and opens his wings a little more. 


It hardly feels like feathers at all. It’s like sinking into furs. 


“It's not- ‘s not exactly a pretty sight,” Wilbur stammers out. 


He’s shaking. 


Wil- resident wordsmith, always ready with a song for anyone, who 
can make people live like they’re on their last life and then some- is 
stammering, wordless, shaking. 


-<>Y<>- 


“/ think they’re pretty,” Sally decides. 


Wilbur’s nervous smile dims. “Don’t say that. They make me look like 
a child. Why would they be pretty?” 


“They’re yours,” she says. “Why wouldn’t they be?” 


Oh. 


Oh, Wilbur’s crying now. 


Oh, dear. 


“l- l- 'm sorry,” Wilbur stutters, “I... don’t know why I’m-” 


He feels a hum of magic. Sally’s rosy arms curl around him, a human 
face tucking into his hair. 


“That's okay,” she whispers. “I’m sad, too.” 


| love you, his mind whispers as he wraps his arms around her. | love 
you, | love you, | love you, | love you. 


“Fuck you,’ he shakily murmurs. “You can't just say shit like that. 
You're making me look like a fool.” 


“Now you know how | feel every time you say that stuff to me,” Sally 
snarks. 


Wilbur giggles. “I’m so sorry.” 


“No.” Sally baps him on the head. “You stop that. | like happy crying. 
You should make me cry more often.” 


“Is that a challenge?” Wilbur dares to ask. 


“Make me happy cry for the rest of my life, Wil. | dare you.” 


Wilbur hums with a smile. “That would be nice.” 


“It is nice.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


It’s getting harder and harder to let him go home. 


(Sally does it anyway.) 


13. Whatever You Want 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Mistakes were made. 


“So,” Philza casually says when Wilbur walks through the door, 
“where were you?” 


“Catching one of Techno’s tourneys?” Wilbur tentatively says. 


Philza raises an eyebrow. Wilbur remembers, a half-step too late, 
that Techno just came home from his last tourney the other day. 


“Try again,” Philza patiently offers. 


“Ata friend’s?” Wilbur offers. 


Philza hums, a sleepy smile on his face. “Must have been some 
traffic, Keeping you out. It's good you had a place to crash.” 


“Hah, yeah, sorry about that-” 


“That's why you got prismarine stains on your scarf,” Philza 
interrupts, that smile not even shifting by a scrap pixel. “On account 
of the terrible traffic.” 


Wilbur freezes. 


“And there’s been a lot of new clothes showing up in the laundry,” 
Philza notes. “With alcohol stains.” 


“Well, uh, y know-” 


“| do know,” Philza says. “I knew the whole time.” 


Wilbur sputters. “If you really knew, why didn’t you say anything?” 


“| figured you had a reason, and you would have told me eventually.” 
Philza tilts his head. “But you never did.” 


Wilbur kicks at the floor. “So? It’s none of your fucking business 
anyway.” 


“You were out all day after lunch yesterday, and now you're back just 
in time to nearly be late for today’s lunch.” Philza pinches his brow. 
“That’s a full fucking clock you just ran off, doing gods knows what-” 


Wilbur’s down puffs defensively on his face. “I was fine! You didn't 
give a shit the other hundred times I’ve gone and dipped, what's the 
big deal now?” 


“A whole clock!” Philza reiterates. “Without even telling anyone you 
left! | had no idea where you were-” 


“| Know it’s hard to get through your thick fucking cervine skull-” 


Philza wearily rolls his eyes. “Please, you don’t need to get 
pretentious about it -” 


“-but I’m not a child!” Wilbur widely gestures down at himself. “I walk! 
| go out and do shit by myself! Groundbreaking news, | know!” 


Philza lets out a strained noise. “Wil, please, | don’t want to have a 
bloody row about it, | just worry-” 


“About WHAT?” Wilbur shouts across the room. “WHAT, EXACTLY, 
DO YOU HAVE TO WORRY ABOUT?” 


“YOU!” Philza snaps back. “| WORRY ABOUT YOU, WASTING 
YOUR LIVES ON OVERDOSES OF DRUGS AND ALCOHOL AND 
WHO KNOWS WHAT!” 


Oh, look. His fuck off wings getting all rattly and what the fuck ever. 
Massive Philza’s fucking pissed now, that’s just wonderful. 


“Oh, don’t pop a vessel, old man!” Wilbur roughly tosses his coat on 
the rack. “I’m with my friends, we look out for each other.” 


“Ah, yes, the friends you never want me to find out anything about. 
Those friends?” 


Angry blue colors Wilbur’s face. “Is it so hard to believe | actually 
have friends?” 


A harsh click. “That's not what | said-” 


“Then what are you saying, Phil?” Wilbur kicks his leg into the table. 
“What the fuck am | supposed to glean out of that?” 


Philza drags a hand across his face with a long, warbling noise and 
a shuddering breath. 


“Oh, Philza,” Wilbur smiles sharply, “are we going too fast for you? 
Getting a little keyed up? You gonna have a fucking heart attack?” 


Philza mutely glares back, wings rattling like a walking thunderstorm. 


” 


“| mean, saints’ sakes, Phil. Look at you.” Wilbur despairingly 
gestures at his father. “You keep on hitting me over the head with 
how much | need to defend myself, and you can’t even have a row 
without getting all-” He waves his hands. “-that.” 


“You,” Philza laboriously articulates, “aren't... any... better.” 


“You don’t know that,” Wilbur quickly snaps. “You don’t fucking say 
that, I’ve got two whole lives on you, don’t lump me in with you.” 


A grim laugh. “And those lives are no different than mine.” 


“You wanna fucking test that?” Wilbur challenges. “I’m late for my 
sparring lesson, you wanna test that right fucking now?” 


It’s a stupid thing to say. It's a stupid thing to do. Wilbur can see it 
now, Philza’s probably gonna go and be the bigger man and- 


“Fine.” Philza’s gaze is flat as he stands. “If that’s what you want, 
fine.” 


Oh. 


Hmm. 


Wilbur might have miscalculated on that one right there. (It’s too late 
to change, anyways.) 


Philza doesn’t smile, or speak, or bow, or do much of anything when 
they make their way to the little sparring area. He just tosses his top 
aside, crosses flower etched arms across his halterneck, and waits. 


A sinking feeling rises in Wilbur’s heart when he raises his training 
sword. 


There’s no flourish to Philza’s movement anymore, no comment on 
Wilbur’s technique. He silently brandishes his cane and strikes and 
strikes and strikes. 


Wilbur’s not going to win this. Not fair, anyways. 


So, Wilbur stops fighting. He stops blocking. He sees the next strike 
and he lets it ram him in the shoulder, and he falls limply onto the 
ground. 


He sees his father still out of the corner of his eye. 


“You were supposed to block that,” he hears Philza say. “You were- 
you were going to block that, why did you-” Footsteps draw closer. 
“Wil? Wil, are you-” 


Wilbur’s long leg snaps up, kicking right into Philza’s hip- right where 
he knows a ghast attack left a wreck on Philza’s side. The old god 
stumbles back with a disjointed shout, and that split tick is just 
enough of a window for Wilbur to ram the pommel of his wooden 
sword right into the side of Philza’s head. 


An Angel falls, and Wilbur stomps on a hardened wrist until a cane 
falls out of callused hands. 


“| win.” Wilbur’s other foot thumps into the ground. “Fuck you. | win.” 


Philza just lies there on the ground, chest heaving. 


“| hit you too hard,” Wilbur mutters. “Do you need help getting up?” 


Don’t fucking patronize me, an Angel’s voice rattles in Wilbur’s 
skull. 


Wilbur’s anger flares back to life in full force. “Don’t patronize me, 
you old crow! Why can’t you get off my back for a millitick-” 


Philza’s fist raps sharply into the ground. “Because | don’t to watch 
you walk out that door and come back to me on the fucking soul 
stations!” 


Wilbur rolls his eyes. “Yeah, yeah, everybody dies, | get it-” 


“And who’s the old crow who has to punch your ticket when you 
die?” Philza rhetorically hisses as he stands back up, wild eyes wide 
with desperation. “WHO IS IT, WILBUR?” 


“Well, what do you even care about that?” Wilbur snaps. “What 
makes me different than all the other souls you have to cart every 
fucking day?” 


“You're my son-" 


“YOU’RE NOT MY DAD!” Wilbur screeches. “I’m just a random 
fucking dead kid that you made hardcore for no reason because you 
tricked yourself into giving a flying fuck about me!” 


And Philza just... stares at him for a moment. 


And he laughs. 


He leans against one of the garden rocks, face held in his hands, 
and he laughs again. 


“Alright, mate.” There’s this fragile, high chirp in the Angel’s voice. “If- 
if that’s how it is now. If you’re not my son, then it’s my fault for 
keeping you. I’m sorry.” He unsteadily grins with wide, teary eyes. 
“What do | Know, anyway? I’m just a stupid old crow waiting to pop a 
vessel. | bet I'll go senile any day now.” 


(With his head ducked in his hands like that, his laughter sounds 
more like sobbing.) 


Wilbur stumbles over his words. “Phil, |-” 


Philza, once again, just laughs, a little quieter this time, “No, no, it's 
fine. Do what you want, eyas.” Philza’s eyes squint harshly at 


unshed tears as he looks up to the sky. “Don’t stick around for my 
bloody hysterics.” 


“Phil, 'm sorry, | just-” 


It’s fine. Philza stands, and when his head turns back to Wilbur, his 
eyes are as red as his antlers. | need to go to work. Leave me 
alone. It'll be easy for you. 


(And he does.) 


14. Patch Up 
Summary for the Chapter: 
You're gonna be alright. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains passages of incoherent text. These are deliberate 
stylistic choices and are not intended to be visually/verbally 
coherent. 


Wilbur fucked up. 


He fucked up. 


Good fucking gods, he fucked up. 


He didn't actually mean it! Why did he say that, he didn’t mean it, he 
was just angry, he was just- 


-just... 


...trying to make Philza feel as bad as he did. 


Fuck. 


And now Philza hasn't left his room all day. Not even a little bit. 


“Phil?” Wilbur knocks on his father’s door. “Phil, are you alright in 
there?” 


Philza opens the door, leaning unsteadily on the doorframe. “Do you 
need something?” he flatly asks. 


Wilbur tries not to flinch at the unfriendly tone. “You’ve been in there 
all day. You gotta eat something.” 


“Okay.” 


Wilbur looks at the growing haze in Philza’s eyes. “Phil, when was 
the last time you slept?” 


“It’s fine.” Philza leans away from the door, just the slightest sway in 
his step. “It’s nothing, | just- | was just pulling a few all-nighters 
waiting for you to come home sometimes.” He giggles. “Big dumb 
Phil, right? | just can’t keep track of the time.” 


“Every time?” Wilbur watches Philza’s heavy lean on his cane with a 
new kind of nervousness. “Phil, that was at least three times a 
week!” His hands hover nervously. “Fuck, | didn’t realize | was- gods, 
I’m so sorry-” 


19 


‘Ss Okay.” There’s a shake in Philza’s shoulders, wings dragging 
behind him. “ ‘s my faul’, makin’ a big d-d-deal out of nothin’, this ‘s 
nothin’...” He smiles wearily. “There wa’ th’s one time ‘was ‘wake f'r 
sssseveeeeenty...” 


He pitches sideways, slumping into the doorframe, the crash eliciting 
a sharp cough from him. 


Wilbur swears under his breath. “Phil?” He puts a bracing hand on 
his father’s chest. “Fuck, are you okay?” 


19 


‘s alr’ght,” Philza hazily insists, weakly patting Wilbur's shoulder. 
“My faul’, ‘s my ‘wn fault-t-t, ‘s all myyyy faaaault-t-t-t-” 


No, no, no- “No, it’s not.” Wilbur puts his hands around Philza’s 
shoulders. “Come on, you’re working yourself sick, let me get you 
something-” 


“I’m fine,” Philza wheezes out. “I'll sort myself out, you don’t have to-” 


“You can’t tell me what to do.” Wilbur roughly loops one of Philza’s 
arms across his shoulders. “We're dealing with this.” 


“I-I-I just got a lil’ low, is all,” Philza deflects as Wilbur drags him 
around. “Just let me-” 


“Fuck you, Phil,” Wilbur worriedly hisses. “It’s my fault, I’m dealing 
with it.” Wilbur frantically roots through the kitchen cabinets. “Come 
on, it’s supposed to be here!” 


“Wren, stop, I'll be fine.” 


“lll believe it when | get the fucking patches on you,” Wilbur 
deflects. 


He looks through the potion chests and there it is- a box of neatly 
stacked saturation patches. Which he promptly shoves into Philza’s 
hands. 


“Patch up,” Wilbur orders. “You can fuck off when you realize you 
aren't thinking straight.” 


Philza grumbles some incoherent, ancient stretch of discontent 
Talon, but he complies, dragging down the neck of his clothes 
enough to slap a patch on his neck. He looks so smal/, hunched over 
like that. 


(When did Philza get smaller than him? When did that happen?) 


Wilbur waits. 


He waits for it to be over. 


He waits for Philza to breathe quiet again. 


(He waits for things to be okay again.) 


Philza looks up at him. “Wil, I-” 


Wilbur quietly shushes his father. “It’s okay. You’re fine. You’re fine.” 


“Don’t fuckin’ patronize me.” Philza wearily scrunches his eyes. 
“Fuck, my head. We were... Wil, were we fighting?” 


Wilbur freezes. Philza’s hazy expression swims with panic. 


“Wil- Wil, what was | saying?” Long talons curl into Wilbur’s clothes. 
“Eyas, please, whatever | said, | wasn’t thinking straight, | didn't 
mean it-” 


Gods, Wilbur realizes with an uncomfortable horror. The man was 
already riding low before they even made it to the sparring grounds. 
And Wilbur still only barely won. 


(Philza is a terrifying man sometimes.) 


“Dad, it’s okay, you didn’t hurt me, you-” 


Wilbur hesitates. It would be so easy, wouldn't it? Nothing happened, 
we didn't do anything, we’re alright, go to sleep. And Philza would 
believe it, wouldn’t he? He’d want to believe it, and that would make 
it SO, SO easy. 


“... you didn’t hurt me,” Wilbur slowly starts. “] was- | just-” A hitching 
breath. “Gods, | was being awful to you. | was being awful to you for 
weeks and weeks while you went and worried yourself sick and...” 


“What? What were we-” Philza’s confusion shifts to a dim sadness. 
“Oh. That.” He draws his hands closer to himself. “l- I'll leave you 


alone now. Sorry you had to sort me out.” 


“No, Phil, I-” Wilbur takes a shaking breath. “Dad. C’mon, we gotta 
talk about this.” 


Philza’s face flickers through a gallery of sad expressions, but he 
leans back in his seat. 


“You were working yourself sick about me and | didn’t fucking see it,” 
Wilbur stresses. “Dad, you didn’t say anything, why didn't you just 
tell me?” 


“What do you care?” Philza’s voice breaks. “I’m not your dad.” 


“| shouldn’t have said that,” Wilbur admits. “I didn’t mean it. I’m not 
gonna say that again. Please, just- just talk to me.” 


Philza’s hands shake, just a bit. “You were so happy. These past few 
months, you've been so happy, even if | didn’t know why, and I- | 
know how hard it can be for you sometimes. | didn’t want to take that 
from you.” 


“But you were still worried,” Wilbur quietly says. 


“You kept sneaking out, always lying about what you were doing. Me 
and Techno, we both knew there was alcohol and strangers on your 
clothes.” Philza chuckles briefly. “I’d check the house and you'd just 
be gone. You’d always come back, but I- | started wondering if one 
day you... wouldn’t. And | wouldn't even know.” 


Wilbur fidgets his hands. “I- | kind of thought that you’d find out what 
| was doing, anyway. | don’t know, that you’d have Chatters spy up 
on me.” 


Philza lets out a despairing noise. “Gods, Wil, I’m not a surveillance 
state. | took the hint the first time you started waving Chatters off.” 


A silence. 


“| really was hanging out with my friends,” Wilbur insists. “Il know- | 
know | lied about alot of shit, but | never lied about that.” 


“Tell me about them?” Philza hesitantly dares to ask. 


“They like me,” Wilbur sadly says. “They actually like me. Not just my 
friends, that whole place, they like me. They don't care that people 
think I’m weird. They’re all weird! They make me feel like...” Wilbur 
trails off. “...like | don’t have to hate myself for not being other 
people.” 


“..And you didn’t want to lose that,” Philza sorrowfully surmises. 
“Because you didn’t want to find out if | could take that away.” 


Wilbur shamefully nods. 


“Okay.” A sigh. “Okay.” 


“There's, uh-” Wilbur hesitates. “There’s other reasons | never let you 
guys meet. My- well, basically he’s my best friend right now, he’s, uh. 
He’s sick. Born sick, y’know? Like us.” He looks to the side. “Demon 
blood. Holy stuff makes him wig out, he can’t go near churches 
without his body pitchin’ a fit. He’s fine around me, but- | didn’t want 
to push it.” 


Philza’s face clears with understanding. “Techno was tellin’ me there 
was a lot of obscure hybrids in Idalia.” His mouth quirks a bit. “Be 
careful.” 


“lm being safe, | promise.” Wilbur snickers. “Honestly, I’m more of a 
hazard to him than he is to me. We- we make it work. He’s a good 
guy, he’s just built different.” 


“Alright.” Philza rests his head on Wilbur’s shoulder. “I’m not- I’m not 
groundin' you, or sayin’ don’t ever go out there again. Just- just fel/ 
me when you leave. Talk t' me. Don’t leave me waiting for when 
you're gonna come back.” He pats Wilbur’s wrist, right on his life 


marks. “And ease up on the bars, eyas. I’m glad you’re having fun, 
but that’s not healthy for you. Wait until you’re a little older.” 


“Yeah.” Wilbur nods. “Alright, I’ll- | can do that.” 


“And- and if- if you don’t want to be my son, that’s... that’s alright.” 
Philza lets out a ragged breath. “I know you didn’t choose the life | 
gave you- | Know you didn’t want the life | gave you-” 


“Stop that,” Wilbur tearily demands. “You fucking stop that right now. 
| was being a prat, okay? You're my dad, you were a/ways my dad.” 


“Then can you live with bein’ my son for just a little while longer?” 
Philza sadly smiles. 


“I'll live it ‘til the day | die.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno comes back home, sees the two of them flopped out on the 
couch (with Philza looking just a bit banged up) and immediately 
looks to Wilbur. “Wil, did you beat your dad up?” 


Wilbur sputters. “What? No!” A pause. “/t was an accident,” he 
quickly adds. 


“You gonna be at each other’s throats again?” Techno asks. 


“No.” Wilbur’s cringes a bit. “No, we’re not. Sorry you’ve had to sit 
through that bullshit. I’m- we’re not gonna do that anymore.” 


“Good,” Techno affirms. “Because | have to go out again.” 


“Again?” Philza wearily cries out. “You just got back.” 


“| went out to get a station ticket,” Techno explains. “I need to meet 
with the games master.” 


“Don't tell me you're joining another tourney,” Wilbur despairs. 


“’m meeting up to get me off the tourneys,” Techno clarifies. “I’m- I’m 
taking a break from all that. The money’s good, just-” A brief smile. *- 
maybe | miss home a bit, y'know?” 


“Yeah.” Wilbur’s face softens. “I know.” 


15. Ey, I'm Skepping Here! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Techno sorts out his vacation time. 


Skeppy, a game master of Hypixel. Underneath the friendly faceless 
voice that would float through the speakers, he was a swarthy 
human man with thick brows and a stony stare. 


His skin crawls with diamonds. The man covers up pretty well, and 
he takes his lot in life like a champ, but Techno has noticed, over the 
years. With every minor scrape, bruise, even just the slightest wear 
of time, a little more of his body disappears under hardened stone. 


(A curse is a terrible thing to bear.) 


“Hey there, Technoblade.” Skeppy looks up from the drafts of some 
new mechanical contraption for the arenas, spinning around in his 
chair. “What brings you around?” 


“Sorry about the short notice-” 


“It's fine,” Skeppy insists. “You’re one of our OGs! Besides, we’re 
friends, right? You can pop in any time.” 


Techno smiles, almost. “Yeah, | know.” He claps his hands. 
“Anyways, | Know this is probably bad timing, but | need you to pull 
me out of the tourney brackets. All of ‘em.” 


Skeppy raises an eyebrow. “Like, temporarily, or-” 


“Indefinitely.” Techno raises his hands at the other man’s suddenly 
flattened shock. “Lemme backtrack, uh- | don’t mean I’m not coming 
back, just... taking a break. Getting back to the farm. Focusing on 
home and all.” 


Skeppy puts a hand to his chest. “Oh, thank fuck. | was not looking 
forward to dealing with your retirement announcement. |’ll tell the 
other game masters, though. Thanks for the heads up.” He pauses. 
“Just- quick question before you go?” 


Techno blinks. “Alright.” 


“You doin’ alright at home?” 


A silence. 


“Heh?” 


Skeppy putters out a laugh. “Sorry, sorry. I’m not saying anything. It’s 
just, you know how the rumor mill gets. There’s been less public 
sightings of you and your, uh, bird roommates lately? The old guy 
and the kid. The industry loves you, man, but there’s always the 
antis looking for shit to spout.” He drums on his table. “You're my 
friend, | trust you not to secretly sacrifice puppies in your basement, | 
just need something | can give to PR.” 


Techno chuckles. “Phil’s just a hermit and Wilbur’s a teen.” 


“And that’s it?” Skeppy presses. 


Techno smiles. “And that’s it.” 


Skeppy snickers. “I'll take it.” A diamond hard hand pats at Techno’s 
shoulder. “Retirement arc aside, don't be a stranger! You can drop 
by my place anytime, work or not. Bring your fam- Bad found a new 
lasagna recipe and he’s been dying for an excuse to use it.” 


Techno snorts. “What? You don’t have your own kid to test food on?” 


Skeppy howls with laughter. “A demon and a diamond curse? Yeah, 
sure, the adoption agencies are just /ining up to toss a kid at us!” His 
laughter trails off. “Nah. I’ve told Bad a hundred times, the only way 
we'll end up with a kid is if one just grew out of the fucking ground.” 


“| wish you luck with your potato baby sidequest,” Techno soberly 
intones. 


“Fuck you too, Techno. We're gonna miss you.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


(skeppy and bad aren't married, just homies like techno and 
phil) 


16. Spilled Tea 
Summary for the Chapter: 
You're my friend! 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accesibility warning for screen readers or the reading/vision 
impaired: texan author 
(aka we have phonetic accented text. it should still be screen 
reader friendly, though!) 


“I've noticed that you've been comin’ in less ‘nd less these last few 
weeks,” Honey twitters from behind the counter. “Is everything doin’ 
alright at home?” 


The tock Philza walks into Honey's shop, Honey already knows 
something’s off- from the muted vibe to the sleepier edge to his 
smile. He looks like he’s too tired to think- on a man as sharp and 
thorny as him, it’s a worrying sight. 


A laugh. “Oh, you know.” Philza looks away to consider an eighty 
proof bottle of vodka on the shelves. “The same as usual. Wilbur's 
been out and about lately, and I've been- I’ve just been doin’ my 
usual work from home. Takin’ care of the house in the meantime.” 


(That dreadful extra spice to his limp he walked in with last week 
should've passed by now, knowing him. His heavy steps as he 
traverses around the shop says otherwise.) 


“Anyways, Philza manages, gripping his cane a little tighter. “How's 
th’ market treating you?” 


And now he’s being all polite and shit! It's downright uncanny is what 
it is. 


Honey takes off her cowboy hat and fiddles with it. She’s almost 
tempted to go and call him a greasy bastard right out of the gate- 
that always riles him up, what with how well put together he always 
is. But looking at the state of him, coming out swinging with insults 
would probably just be kicking a man while he’s down. No fun in that. 
She sighs and puts her hat back down low over her face, trying to 
school her expression into something a little less out-of-character. 


“The lIdalia city board’s been givin’ Lemon’s bakery a hard time,” 
Honey starts instead. “Tryin’ to buy her out. Been real generous with 
th’ price, too.” Honey scoffs sharply. “I ‘on’t Know what the devils 
they’d be wantin’ with that scrap o’ cobble, but | don’ like it.” 


“Mm.” Philza seems to suddenly make up his mind, grabbing the 
vodka bottle, and careens back over to the counter briefly to leave it 
by her rickety register. “What do y’ reckon they’re pullin’ with that?” 


“The way | see it?” Honey surmises. “Gearin’ t’ tear th’ place down. 
There’s been all sorts o’ fun talk fer tryin’ to clean out Halfmoon.” A 
bitter hissing click. “Entitled gentrifyin’ cunts.” 


“They wouldn't tear it down,” Philza refutes. “They ain’t dumb enough 
t’ do that. Where do they think all their workers come from?” 


He returns to the other side of the shop, his back to her. 


(His shell is shaking, just slightly, and what she can see past his 
shawl is duller than it should be. Honey grabs aloe gel out from 
under the counter and puts it next to the vodka. ) 


Philza meanders over to her teas, cane rapping against the floor. 
That, at least, hasn’t gone away, even under all his vaguely 
depressed friendliness. He pulls down different tins, ghosting over 
assorted lavender, chamomile and mint blends. 


“Speaking of Wilbur,” he starts, veering back to some earlier piece of 
their conversation, “how's your kid? Wil was tellin’ me they got some 
kind ‘f sweetheart.” 


“My kid?” Honey scoffs, setting a pitcher from her icebox on the 
counter. “Sweet darling Ghost, -bless their heart, we love ‘em to bits- 
they found themselves a little raven to love.” 


“Oh?” 


“Hardcore,” she goes on. “Says they found ‘em on the streets and 
they keep ‘em company at that bar by our house.” 


Philza hums thoughtfully as he drops an armful of various stress- 
relieving tea blends onto the counter. “I guess that’s nice. You don’t 
see too many of us around, these days.” 


Who are you, kind sir, and what have you done with Mr. Craft? 
Honey would like her regularly scheduled bastard back, please. 


“Well,” Honey neutrally says, “Y’know how teens get. Runnin’ around 
like rabbits, gettin’ int’ all sorts of whackjob hobbies. Ghost, them’s 
been gettin’ into this thing called fantasy sports- | don’ keep up with 
that kinda math, but it means they’re downright obsessed with them 
tourney numbers.” 


She looks aside. 


“They've been sayin’. They've been goin’ and telling me that your big 
guy, that he's been fightin’ at them tourneys real aggressive like.” 


Philza blinks. “Techno?” 


“That's the bitch. Word goes ‘round that he’s been goin’ wild. Well, 
more so then he was before.” 


Honey pauses as she opens the cabinets in search of suitable cups, 
seeming to think over her words. 


“And | dont wanna assume nothing about your 'ome life 'siderin’ all 
them nasty rumors that swirl ‘round the market, on the regular day- 
to-day basis,” she tentatively goes on. “Just-” 


Honey pours out the sweetened iced tea into a pair of cups, dropping 
two slices of lemon and some honey in right after. She stares 
consideringly at the vodka on the counter. 
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“I’m not sayin’ anythin’,” Honey settles with, “specially since | done 
known Techno better than that awful competitor down the road, they 
‘on got 'e most shittiest 'erbs ‘n’ ‘e most ‘orrend' s soil with real 
‘errible mixens ‘n’-” She shakes her head, waving off her own 


incoming rant. “‘n ‘m ‘erribly off-track but Philza, dear, /'m worried.” 


An antler flicks. “I’m sorry?” 


“| know we bitch at eachother ‘til the cows come home,” Honey 
concedes, “and | do stand that yer a right bastard, but | don’ actually 
wanna tear your feathers outta your shell.” 


Honey leans her elbows onto the counter as she slides the cup 
across to Philza’s elbow. 


(His wrists are bruised.) 


“Honest t’ the bitchy gods above, do you need help?” She takes a 
calming breath. “Anything at all? Whatever way possible, meal-prep 
or- or groceries or just, even just sitting here with me talking your ear 
off.” 


Philza’s smile twitches. “All that for a missing week?” 


“Yer my friend!” Honey says. “An' my flock! | would be concerned if y’ 
disappeared!” 


A too long pause. 


“Oh.” 


Honey’s mouth flattens as she looks at the man across her. “Don’t 
cry, old man.” 


“lam not crying,” he (poorly) insists with a sharp smile. 


Honey tenderly (tenderly) pulls out an emerald green handkerchief 
from her shirt pocket- the funny one that’s inside her shirt, right over 
her chest. (It makes humans so scandalized, it’s great.) “I see them 
tears, you old fuck. Wipe them bastards away.” 


“I'm on too many drugs, that’s what this is,” Philza continues to 
maintain. “Everything gets all sleepy and weepy when the sat 
patches kick in.” He finally takes the offered cup. “You can’t prove 
shit and this will never happen again.” He takes a sip of the iced tea. 
“Bitch.” 


“Fucker.” 


17. And The House Always Wins 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Something about theft and freedom. 


“-and now they’re, what, changing up the contracts | type up?” 
Schlatt rhetorically complains. “The bank’s been getting weird, man!” 


“All banks are weird,” Sally says. 


“Yeah, but my bank’s been getting weirder,” Schlatt insists. “Heard 
some of the fat cats talking about reclaiming properties in \|dalia, 
whatever the fuck that means.” His tail thumps on his seat. 
“ANYWAYS!” He turns to Wilbur. “What the fuck is up with you?” 


“Nothing.” Wilbur downs his third glass of whiskey. “Why?” 


“You’re drinking like a depressed widow,” Schlatt bluntly observes. 
“Are the harsh realities of Sky economics driving you to despair, rich 
boy?” He leans forward. “Feeling like a helpless cog in the machine, 
aware of the inner workings of your society, powerless to do nothing 
but be complicit in the system that removes your personal agency in 
the first place?” 


Wilbur looks back at Schlatt with a concerned, vaguely horrified 
expression. “That was oddly specific. Are you okay?” 


“Eh, I've had it worse.” Schlatt lightly claps his own cup onto the 
table. “Stop deflecting your depression with my ongoing nihilism, Day 
Hooker. Your dog die or some shit?” 


“Nah, nah. Just, uh-” Wilbur pauses. “My... dad got sick?” 


Schlatt raises his eyebrows. Wilbur realizes, belatedly, that it’s 
probably alarming for a mortal adjacent person to hear about gods 
getting ill. Whoops. 


“It’s fine now,” Wilbur quickly adds, “it was just kind of a shitty time all 
around.” He finishes his glass and whirls around with an accusing 
finger. “Now you don't reflect your ongoing nihilism with my 
depression shit, what the fuck are you saying about the bank? We 
aren't just walking away from that shit.” 


Schlatt lets out a long, warbling noise of complaint. “Fine. Don’t yell 
at me when your bird eyes glaze over from all the politics.” 


(Somewhere beyond Schlatt’s vision, Wilbur nictitates. ) 


Schlatt swings a leg back and forth. “Really, nobody tells me shit to 
my face, but I’ve been hearing from some of the older guys that the 
bank’s been getting catching flack lately. On account of the shady 
business shit they pull.” The ramlin grins caustically. “Not that I'd 
know anything about that.” 


Wilbur clicks his talons against the table. “You gonna be alright? | 
know you're kind of caught in that shit.” 


Schlatt laughs harshly. “They didn’t get rid of me the last 3 times this 
happened! I’m too fucking valuable to replace. They're stuck with me 
and I’m stuck with them.” 


A pause. 


“Horrifying!” Wilbur brightly concludes. “Want to be drunk about it?” 


“Don't we all?” 


-<>Y<>- 


Despereaux sees a familiar spindly body sidle up towards the bar. 


“Hey there, Charlotte’s Web,” his voice crackles. “You want some 
drinks for upstairs?” 


“Sorry, Blue.” The spider moblin cringes slightly. “The queens are 
gonna have to cancel today. Paya had to quit on being MC.” Web 
leans in scandalously. “They threw a live salmon at the chief of 
police.” 


Despereaux snickers, the blue flame in his hair flickering with 
amusement. “I believe it. Paya’s a crazy son of a bitch.” He leans on 
the bar counter. “Too bad he got caught, though. You couldn't find a 
good stand-in?” 


Web sighs. “Not on this kind o’ short notice. We can't just pull a 
rando off the street!” 


Despereaux looks out to the rest of the building. A familiar elytron in 
tinted glasses gesticulates wildly, a blue blush tinted on his face. 


“Try that one.” 


Web squishes his face in four spidery hands. “Ooh, our favorite 
whore!” He waves. “AYE, DAY HOOKER! YOU UP TO JOIN A 
DRAG SHOW?” 


The elytron turns, obviously already buzzed for the night, eyes 
nictitating out of sync. “Wha’s a drag show?” 


“Wanna find out?” 


A pause. 


“Hell yeah! 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur looks at the ostentatious assault of fabrics and textures with 
something vaguely approaching awe. “Where do you get these 
outfits?” 


Web pats down a feather boa. “Oh, we made all these ourselves!” he 
recalls with pride. 


“Yeah, | figured,” Wilbur concedes, “but where are you getting all 


these fabrics from? This is...”. He pauses, eyes raking over 
someone's dragon skin stilettos. “... a /ot.” 


Web waves a flippant hand, rolling four of his eyes. “Oh, we all work 
at this big textiles shop. If anything gets too small to re-use or fucked 
up, we just steal the rejects.” 


Wilbur’s mouth flattens as he takes in the practical mountains of 
mismatched premium fabrics. “Isn’t- isn’t that illegal?” 


A dark elytron loudly clicks his mirror as he reapplies his white 
winged eye-liner. “If cops can get my aunt chained in a roost house 
for too many counts of public intoxication, | can steal from the 
fucking trash.” 


“Chained?” 


“Bad birdies don’t get to fly, honey,” the man smiles all sickeningly 
sweet. “It'd be a public disturbance.” 


And no one disagrees or adds to it. None of these rainbow decked 
dancers even blink at the comment. (Like this is just fucking normal 
for them.) 


“Anyways, the elytron continues like nothing happened, “can you 
pass me the color dusts? | wanna color up my wing tips.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Hey, Phil?” 


Philza looks up from his fishing rod. “Hm?” 


“What are roost houses, exactly?” Wilbur dares to ask. 


Philza blinks. “Group houses, basically. Buncha little flocks too small 
to make it on their own doubling up t’ keep the costs down.” 


“And that’s it.” 


“Depends on the group, eyas,” Philza easily says. 


“Do people... are people trapped in them?” 


“Ah.” Starry wings still. “They still do that, then?” 


“Still?” 


“It's not like every roost house is a prison waiting to happen,” Philza 
quickly clarifies. “A lot of them are just families trying to get by.” 


“And the others?” Wilbur presses. 


“Sometimes sick people can’t stay with their flocks,” Philza slowly 
starts. “And they can’t live by themselves. So they get put together in 
groups with people who try to take care of them.” 


“Like actually sick people,” Wilbur flatly asks, “or ‘sick’ people?” 


“Honestly?” A sigh. “Probably a bit of both. And the caretakers, well- 
I’m sure they try their best.” Philza’s smile quirks. “But birds don’t sit 
well with cages, Wil. No matter how kind they are. And not every 
house is kind.” 


“And you're just okay with that?” Wilbur incredulously asks. 


“No!” Philza sharply refutes. “Gods, no! It’s fuckin’ sick, is what it is!” 


“But you could help them! With all your fancy death magic! Just go in 


and...” Wilbur trails off. “I don’t know, reap those ‘caretakers’. 


“And then the ones that survive just build another roost house,” 
Philza tiredly says. “And the people that lived in those houses still 
have nowhere to go.” 


“THEN HELP THEM!” Wilbur shouts. “It’s not like we actually use 
half the money we have!” 


“Slapping money, and swords, and magic, and divine right doesn't 
actually fix why those houses happen in the first place!” Philza 
shouts. “It’s not the houses, Wil, it’s the people! It’s how they think! 
We can't make them think unless they do it themselves!” 


You can’t, Wilbur darkly thinks. / could. 


“What do you do about it, then?” Wilbur says instead. 


“We think. We speak. We write. We find people who think like we do. 
We be better than the people who make these awful things, and we 
make sure we never make more people /ike them.” Philza looks to 
the side. “And we make sure we never turn into them.” 


“But that’s not helping the people now!” 


“It will” Philza points out. “It does. And it already has. There’s a 
reason you don’t hear too much about this kind of shit anymore. 


People are changing. It’s becoming less and less common. A lot of 
those places actually help people now.” 


A slight laugh. 


“You’d think living this long would make a man lose faith in people,” 
Philza muses, “but... | got to live long enough to see things change. | 
can appreciate that.” 


“But not all of them are getting with the fucking program,” Wilbur 
mutters. 


“...Yeah,” Philza concedes. “They’re not.” 


Wilbur stares down into the water. 


“If those mad roost houses barely exist anymore,” Wilbur wonders, 
“how come you know so much about them?” 


“Oh.” Philza giggles a bit. “It’s nothing, really. My flock almost put me 
in one when | was young.” 


Wilbur’s breath stops in his throat. “What?” 


“Oh yeah, it was a whole thing. Roost houses used to be used for 
locking hardcore people up. Something about making sure they don’t 
hurt themselves.” Philza tilts his head at the memory. “I never did get 
put in one in the end- my...” 


Philza frowns, a hazy distance crawling over his gaze like a mist. 


“..my brother,” Philza finishes, his eyes clearing. “He stood up for 
me, | think.” His mouth quirks. “Well. ‘Stood up.’ He mostly just gave 
me a head start before they started trying to catch me.” 


Wilbur doesn’t say anything to that. (What is there to say?) 


“And | have,” Philza reveals. “Reaped those houses, | mean. | don’t 
know how many times people in those places have prayed for 
Death’s mercy while they still had the mind to. | answered them 
every time.” He smiles sadly. “For some people, death is the only 
freedom they have left. It’s the least | can do to give it to them.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wilbur sits at the bar. 


He sighs. 


He gets a drink. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


"blue's" real name is despereaux. all the halfmoon club patrons 
use pseudonyms 


18. Your House A Temple 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Meeting the parent(s). 


Wilbur looks at Sally and almost laughs. (Almost.) “Come on, you 
don't need to overdress.” 


Sally’s slightly too human face scrunches with embarrassment, 
quickly shaking away to far more familiar slit eyes and long fox’s 
ears. “Sorry! | panicked.” Her paws slap at her cheeks. “Bleh.” 


“It's just my dad and his old man roommate!” Wilbur reassures. “It’s 
not like Prime itself fell out of the sky or anything.” 


He sidles through the door and holds out his hand to her. The 
kitsune takes the silent invitation and steps past the threshold into 
the house of gods. 


The winding halls, the wide rooms, the tall ceilings- they are 
spacious, but they are not the marks of rich men. Furs on the 
wooden ground, lying by the cushions of the hearth. A wide tea table 
is surrounded by floor chairs. Countless little things tied on string- 
drying herbs, rattling skulls, wooden chimes. 


Crows crawl through the rafters. There are dogs playing outside. On 
a perch, Sally sees the ephemeral mirage of a phoenix. 


There is an aged, softened quality to the magic of the air, to the dust 
caught in the light. It's beautiful in a way she never considered for 
gods to be beautiful. 


Gods were distant palaces, temples of marble, of gold and stone, the 
chaos of living flowers rendered tame by unnatural wills. 


This? This is no distant palace or holy temple, this is a home. 


There is a towering red cloak hung against the coat rack. The Blood 
of the Covenant is just as towering, but only mortally so- unearthly, 
true, but no more unearthly than the piglin he could almost be 
mistaken for. 


His body sings with gold. Clear golden eyes, gold caught in a 
snowstruck mane, in the tufts of a long lion-ish tail. Gold scattered 
like freckles on his hands, on his face- an aged face, worn and 
scarred. He looks down at her past round glasses. 


The glasses make him seem player, almost- the fact that even an 
old, bloodshed god would have mortal problems such as poor 


eyesight. Wire frames and thin lenses, he could pass for a librarian if 
it weren't for his bulk. 


“Oh,” a low, almost nasal voice flatly intones. “| forgot we were 
having a guest.” 


“Did you remember to make sure we have ingredients that she can 
eat safely?” Wilbur asks bluntly with a raised brow. 


The Covenant hums, ears tuned to an undetectable sound. “So we 
did. You said she ate coins from a fountain, she'll be fine with 
whatever your father manages to burn.” A pause. “This is a joke. 
Philza does not actually burn food. Most of the time.” 


Sally actually snickers at that despite herself. 


“Ah, yes. Comedy. I’m so good at conversation.” He might have 
smiled, past his perpetually blood-tinged tusks. “People have given 
me a lot of names, but I’ve found Technoblade to be my favorite 
butchered attempt.” 


“Good evening then, Technoblade.” 


“You don’t have to impress me,” Technoblade offers. “/’m not Wilbur’s 
chaotic dad.” 


“Darn,” Sally dares to say. “There goes my plan to farm 
embarrassing baby stories from you.” 


Techno laughs just a touch menacingly. 


“Oh no,” Wilbur whispers. 


“| know so many stories,” Techno threatens. “/ know so many 
stories.” 


“And we never need to find out about them ever,” Wilbur insists. “Do 
you know where Phil is-” 


“Hey, Sally,” Techno happily squints, “did Wilbur ever tell you about 
how | became his /ittle twin brother?” 


Wilbur’s expression becomes increasingly trapped. “No one needs to 
find out about this, Techno-” 


“It all started when Wilbur was 4 years old and found out | didn't 
have a birthday-” 


“STOP-” 


Wilbur steps forward and does a little hop to slap his hands over 
Techno's mouth. This does not deter him. 


“So, we were trying to teach this kid how time works- you know, 
despite the fact that we all know time is a mass hallucination only 
useful for baking, potions, and farming-” 


“Technoblade, | am going to boil your knuckles in your sleep and 
scoop out your cartilage with a wooden spoon, so help me gods-” 


-<>Y<>- 


It could be worse, Wilbur thinks. It could be so much worse than 
some dumb baby stories. 


Things could have gone horribly! So very horribly! 


Chatters could have pecked at Sally! The local old men could have 
just totally forgotten there was a visit, or things could have gotten 
cancelled, or somebody could have spontaneously choked on a 
random piece of nothing- 


-but no one ever did. 


The only thing that came close to going wrong was Techno stumbling 
through something vaguely resembling a conversation, and Philza 
being holed up in his study a bit late, ‘fixing the trains in the 
basement’. 


But everything’s fine. Nobody hates each other. They actually like 
Sally. 


THANK GODS. 


Thank gods. 


... Thank gods. 


-<>Y<>- 


Sally knows his name is Philza, but it’s hard to call the being sitting 
beside her anything more or less than the Angel of Death. 


The Covenant had been gold, but in a distinctly unpolished, flecks- 
caught-in-terracotta sort of fashion. Grounded like he’d been dug out 


of the earth. The Angel barely even seems to be real. 


The palm of his handshake had felt and looked like ivory, and his 
fingers looked like they'd been drowned in stardust. His silverstruck 
hair is an unsettlingly vibrant sungold. 


(Sally had not seen his wings, not in their entirety, but she had seen 
long, long shadows strike against the wall, and it looks like it could 
have swallowed the house. ) 


He wore a veiled emerald green hat that he never once took off- at 
least not properly, at least not around her. And then he did. 


An imperfect hooked nose, a mole hiding against a silvery, scruffy 
beard and choppy haircut that looks like it had never been trimmed 
in front of a mirror. (Maybe it never was.) 


His face is not the image of gods. He looks like he could have been 
someone’s grandfather. (He even has the cane to complete it.) 


“So,” he casually says, “any future plans, mate?” 


“| like being with Wil,” Sally honestly says. “I think I'd like to keep 
him.” 


She waits for the objection- she waits for the words of a spirit to be 
read in a literal, possessive, mortal way, and it never is. The man just 
tilts his head curiously. 


"Does he make you happy?" the Angel asks. 


Sally blinks, wondering if this is a sort of trick question. "Shouldn't 
you be asking the other way around?" 


The Angel smiles, and the action pulls worn, friendly lines on his 
face. "| don't need to ask you what | already know." 


"It's just a bit of an odd question to ask," Sally points out. 


"| think it's an important thing to ask," the Angel insists. "Especially to 
you." 


Sally pauses. "How's that?" 


"| Know the face of someone who's tried to ask for my mercy before, 
Sally." 


Sally looks away. 


“You're a spirit,” Philza notes. “Unlike the players that pass through 
my Lady’s hands, you only have one life to lose.” 


The Angel's eyes are kind. (Sad. So very, very sad.) 


"So I'll ask again,” he repeats. “Does he make you happy?" 


His voice does not strike fear. It does not command respect. Its 
dated, accented cadence is soothing, almost. (Why would the voice 
that guides people to Death be anything else?) 


“Yeah. He does.” Sally concedes. 


“Good!” A cane raps against the ground. “I don’t expect to see you at 
work anytime soon, then?” 


An open question with no particular judgement one way or another. 
Sally suspects she could give even the worst possible answer, and 
he'd still smile regardless. 


“I'd like to make it to seventh tail before then, at least,” Sally decides. 


Philza’s eyes soften. “I’m glad.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


sally: (goes to visit her bf's weird ass dads) 
sally: iam making a good grade at socializing! this is something 
totally normal to want and easy to achieve 


19. The Fourth Time. 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Schlatt's party trick. 


Things are always changing at the bank. 


Repair a wall pillar here. Add another office there. Redecorate the 
lobby for the new season , redecorate the fountain for the new yea. 


Always stay contemporary. Always stay fashionable. Always stay 
new. 


Even the people have to be new. 


Every time something fucks up in the system, it’s not the bank’s fault, 
surely not. The system works exactly as intended. Everything’s just 
player error. And if it’s player error, those players can be replaced. 


Not Schlatt, though. Not him, because Schlatt’s little party trick of 
being able to write magical contracts could not simply be replaced. 


Unless the bank was undergoing investigation. 


Unless the bank didn’t want people to find out about their illegal 
contracts. 


Unless the bank was trying to tie up loose ends. 


(Unless they didn’t want Schlatt’s little tricks anymore.) 


Notice of termination, an elegantly embossed paper reads in coldly 
typed Script. 


Notice of termination for one Jebidiah Schlatt, effective 16 Eximon 
2004 UR, in compliance with pre-established changes to operation 
policy and ethics by the board directors. The terminated in question 
is allowed one (1) workday to clear out any remaining personal 
effects. 


We thank you in advance for your cooperation and discretion. 


A worker from one of the other cubicles looks over to him. “You 
alright, mate?” 


“Yeah,” Schlatt hears himself saying. “Yeah, | just- | need to head out 
early.” 


He closes up his typewriter, opens up his endercase, and decides 
not to look when his hand starts to shake. 


-<>Y<>- 


Schlatt goes home. 


His hands are shaking too much to even put together a sandwich, 
much less open his medicine. 


He falls asleep in his work suit. 


-<>9Y<>- 


He wakes up. 


He opens his cabinet. 


He looks at his medicine. 


He doesn’t take it. 


He can’t take it. He can’t take it, because what if he runs out? 
Because if he runs out, what if he can’t buy any more, and he needs 
it, and if he needs it and he doesn’t have it what the fuck is he going 
to do, what the fuck can he do, 


WHAT DO ! DO, WHAT DO! DO, WHAT DO ! DO- 


Schlatt closes the cabinet. 


-<>9Y<>- 


He goes shopping. 


He buys noodles. 


He looks at the aisle. 


He buys more noodles. 


He looks at his wallet. 


He buys more noodles. 


Noodles are good! Noodles are practical! He could pretty much live 
off of noodles, really! Just stacks and stacks of noodles, and when 
he has enough money to buy anything else, he can just toss that in 
the noodles! 


It's genius. He’s a genius. 


He buys more noodles. 


-<>9Y<>- 


He buys another suit. He’s still growing, after all. 


(When will he have another chance to get new clothes?) 


-<>Y<>- 


Rent’s coming up. 


Schlatt doesn’t know if he has enough money. 


(He hasn’t been to a bank in weeks.) 


-<>9Y<>- 


There's a flyer for a homeless shelter and a soup kitchen on his 
door. 


Someone found out you were fired. 


It's open from 9:00 to 21:00. 


Same hours as your old job. 


Maybe there would be some non-perishables handed out. 


They think you can't handle it yourself. 


Maybe he'll visit sometime. 


Someone else has it worse than you. 


It could be worse. 


You still HAVE food, after all. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Gods help you.” 


“Maybe one of the local churches could help?” 


“Heard about what happened, man. That’s rough. I'll pray for you, 
alright?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Someone stuck a fucking totem in his pocket. 


It took him half a click to try and take it out of his jacket past how bad 
his hands were shaking. 


He can’t manage it. He tosses the jacket in the street before he 
starts bleeding. 


(Water coughs out of his lungs for days.) 


-<>Y<>- 


He needs to go look for a job. 


(Trains cost money.) 


He needs to buy more food. 


(Food costs money.) 


He needs to restock his first aid kit. 


(He'll be fine.) 


He needs to go to a job interview. 


(They won't hire him anyway.) 


He needs to get up off the floor. 


(He’s too tired.) 


He needs to fix the table. 


(But he needs money now.) 


He needs to get a new plate. 


(But he needs money now.) 


He needs to patch the spot in the wallpaper that’s cracking. 


(But he needs money now.) 


He needs- 


(He needs-) 


He needs- 


(He needs-) 


He needs to breathe, breathe, breathe, | can’t breathe, | CAN’T 
BREATHE- 


20. And We'll Figure It Out 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Give the man some breathing room. He'll be fine. 


Schlatt blearily opens his eyes. 


“Why the fuck does my neck feel fucked up?” He hisses. 


“Sat patch on your neck,” a familiar voice says next to him. “And a 
regen patch. And a purple dyuers patch.” 


The ramlin pats at his neck. Instead of finding his fur, he finds a... 
purple scarf thing. It feels wooly and catches with golden colors 
against the light. 


“Don’t take that off,” another voice rumbles. “Not unless you want to 
find out if your allergy works on more than churches.” 


The man at the brewing stand is a piglin- almost. 


Schlatt Knows a god when he sees one. 


“Sorry,” Wilbur bashfully says. “Techno was the best option when | 
found you like that.” 


Schlatt’s breath quickens. “We’re- we’re not inside the server 
godhome, are we?” 


“No.” Wilbur chuckles. “Just a house that happens to have gods in it. 
We live pretty off the grid as far as gods go.” 


“We live off the grid as far as anyone goes, eyas.” The Blade- 
Techno- chuffs loudly, pinching at his brows. (Schlatt takes a 
moment to absorb that he is now one of the few people that knows 
what this man’s face looks like under that netherite mask.) “You’re 
lucky | happened to be in the area when you started screaming in my 
brain about dead guys.” 


“H- How was he screaming in your brain?” 


“Don’t worry about it. You should be more worried about yourself 
right now. | don’t really know what your deal is, but you seem to be in 
a pretty tight spot. So!” Techno claps his hands, blank golden eyes 
gazing down at Schlatt. (Good gods, the man doesn’t even have 
pupils.) “Getting to the point. Do you need a place to stay?” 


Schlatt’s mouth flattens. “With all due respect, getting helped out by 
rich people’s idea of being courteous is how | got stuck in this bullshit 
in the first place.” 


Wilbur laughs nervously. “We're not making you crash here. I’ve got 
a free couch to crash at back at Halfmoon, we can probably get 
something set up. Just, uh-” He sucks in a breath. “-stay here for a 
bit? Get some room to breathe, make sure you're not dying.” 


Schlatt looks back to Techno. “Is- is that okay?” 


“Hospitality is sacred,” Techno intones. “And you're a friend of 
Wilbur’s. That’s enough for me.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Schlatt is sitting in the house of a god and he isn’t dying. He’s feeling 
divine magic swim through this place in waves, and he’s not dying. 
All thanks to a whacky purple scarf. It’s... well, it's certainly one of 
the emotions of all time, that’s for sure. 


“Where do you guys even get the money to have all this stuff when 
you live like hermits in the middle of fuck off nowhere?” Schlatt finally 
dares to wonder when the non-reality of his impending demise finally 
sinks in. “Are you guys straight up alchemizing gold with your spooky 
god magic?” 


“We don’t really buy a lot of stuff?” Wilbur points out. He gestures to 
the interior of the house. “Techno and Phil make most of this by 
themselves. Hunt and gather everything. We only buy stuff we can't 
or don’t want to make.” 


“’ve seen how much coin you’ve got on you, Wilbur,” Schlatt presses 
anyway. “That’s gotta come from somewhere.” 


“Techno’s got his guild stuff. Phil, | think he gets a toll from the 
trains? Or wherever Chatters gets all those coins they give him.” 
Wilbur shrugs. “They’re fuck off old and barely ever buy anything. It 
adds up after a while.” He looks back at Schlatt’s dumbfounded 
expression and laughs. “What, did you think we were like storybook 
vampires living in castles for no reason?” 


“| don’t know,” Schlatt defensively mutters into the scarf. “Maybe.” 


Dinner is pumpkin stew and honey roasted bees with nuts. 


The ramilin laughs nervously. “I don’t think I’m carnivorous enough 
for this kind of stuff,” Schlatt gently points out. 


The Angel of Death (who answers to Phil of all things) just blinks at 
the information. “You had bone and muscle problems, right?” 


“You were clocked out,” Wilbur whispers from the side. “I kind of had 
to spill everything.” 


“| mean, yeah.” An ear flicks as Schlatt tilts his head. “What’s that got 
to do with the creepy crawlies on my plate?” 


“Insects are pretty mineral dense.” The old elytron god crunches at a 
nut. “Good bone supplement.” 


“| could have been getting on bug protein this whole time?” Schlatt 
incredulously asks. “Damn, okay. I'm learnin’ today.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Your folks are weirdly chill with the fact that I’m incurably fucked up 
in the bones.” 


“They kind of have to be,” Wilbur simply says. “Phil’s hardcore. If he 
threw a hissy fit over being built different, he wouldn't have lasted as 
long as he did.” 


“Your dad," Schlatt clarifies. "The god one. He’s hardcore.” 


“Yeah? What about it?” 


“..Nothin’, man. It’s- it’s just kind of weird to think that gods would-” 


“What?” Wilbur caustically smiles. “Be people?” 


Schlatt’s mouth flattens. “You know what? Fair.” 


-<>Y<>- 


A door opens. 


“Hey, Lemon,” Wilbur awkwardly chirps. “Honey said | had a place to 
crash here?” 


“Oh, yes,” the large moobloom moblin sleepily recalls. “She did do 
that. Did something happen?” 


“ Eeeeeeh, nothing much.” He ungracefully pushes a short ruffled 
ramlin boy in front of himself. “But can my friend borrow your 
couch?” 


She blinks. “Schlatty?” 


“Ayup,” Schlatt confirms. “It’s- it’s Schlatt, outside the club. I, uh, lost 
my job and I’m pretty sure the bank ate all my savings,” Schlatt 
embarrassedly says. “So, if it’s not too much trouble?” 


Lemon’s dark eyes droop with sadness. “Oh, sweetheart. I’m so 
sorry.” She opens the door a little wider. “Honey’s about to come 
home in a bit. Do you want something to eat while we figure it out?” 


Schlatt chuckles grimly. “As long as it’s not noodles.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


minecraft bees are fucking huge and real bees are edible 
therefore some orp lads out there be eating bees 


21. Barred From Entry 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Things are okay, but the world continues to spin. 


And Schliatt learns to be okay. 


He- he moves out his stuff from his old apartment. (It wasn’t much 
anyway, and it’s the least he could do.) 


He scraps together his money all in one place. (It’s not much, but it’s 
more than he thought. He’s not dead yet.) 


He’s taking his medication and properly eating again. (He gets bug 
flour recipes from an Angel and he swears that Honey is stuffing 
slow cooker recipes in his pockets when he’s not looking.) 


Honey and Lemon don’t give him time to feel bad about the whole 
thing. Honey takes his meager offering of rent with a harsh grin and 
Lemon runs him ragged with shop work alongside their kid. 


The kid’s name is Ghost. A goatlin- maybe, what, a year younger 
than Schlatt, maybe two? They’re- they’re certainly a character. 


-<>9Y<>- 


A ramlin and a goatlin stare across at each other. 


“What is this?” Honey whispers to her wife. “Is some kinda moblin 
thing happenin’? Some whacky herbivorous fuckery | don’ 
understand?” 


“Give it a minute,” Lemon sagely whispers back. 


The two boys stand up, grab each other by the shoulders, and ram 
each other in the heads with a resounding, skull cracking echo. 


They pull away, nod sternly, shake hands, and go on like nothing 
happened. 


“Was that a fight?” Honey asks. 


Lemon coos softly. “They’re making friends. How cute.” 


-<>Y<>- 


There’s a raven on Schlatt’s shoulder. 


He’d thought it might be one of the Angel’s crows at first, but no. The 
Angel’s crows were small, sleek, shadowy things, peering with 
slightly too aware eyes. This raven is large and broad beaked and 
ruffled. 


“What’s up,” Schlatt casually says. 


The raven blinks. “What’s up,” it parrots back. 


Alright. This is happening, probably. 


Ghost walks by and the raven rudely flaps off Schlatt’s shoulder. And 
then there’s not a raven anymore- there’s a grey skinned elfin in a 
skirt, a tucked sweater, and waving black hair, brazenly leaning down 
to kiss Ghost on the cheek as wedged heels loudly land on the 
ground. 


As one does. 


A pointed face, pointed ears, unreadable blue glasses. “ls this your 
depressed roommate?” The elfin asks, resting their chin on Ghost’s 


head. 


“Sage, you can’t just call people depressed to their faces,” Ghost 
deadpans. “That just makes them more pathetic and depressed.” 


“Wow, thanks,” Schlatt sarcastically says in turn. “Yes, | am the 
roommate. Fuck off.” 


Sage tenderly flips the ramlin off as they walk away with their 
partner. 


“Another hardcore,” Honey starts, some time after the pair has long 
vanished to gods knows where. “We end up clusterin’ in th’ same 
areas whether we mean it or not. Favorin’ the same kinda livin’ 
conditions, as it were.” 


Schlatt’s mouth flattens with thought. “Ghost’s... not hardcore.” 


“Yeah.” Honey’s amber eyes lose just a bit of their usual fire. 
“They're not.” 


“Wilbur was telling me that you guys didn’t want them together?” 
Schlatt tentatively recalls. “What’s up with that? If it’s like, not some 
secret family thing.” 


“Well, yer a touch older than the kids, so | guess you can 
understand.” Honey sighs. “It's not the healthiest at that age, tryin’ to 
tie t'gether so tight. It's a big gamble whether they'd still fit right after 
they grew up proper.” She crosses a leg. “And supposin’ they did 
stay together, it wouldn't be for long. They coul’ love each oth’r as 
much as they'd like, but one of them’s gonna see the other die.” 


Schlatt frowns. “What do you mean?” 


“Hardcores are immortal, kid. Either somethin’ takes Sage out too 
soon, or they live long enough to bury Ghost. And they won't be livin’ 
much longer after that.” 


Honey clicks sharply. 


“We're a brittle breed. Any o’ the hardcores that ain't killed off by 
dumb accidents or greedy third lifers... they tend to end up dyin’ of 
plain ol’ broken hearts. It’s- it’s safer to make family outta folks closer 
t’ our life range.” Her face grows tired. “Speakin’ from experience.” 


Schlatt sucks in a breath. “Shit, man.” 


“| can’t stop ‘em in the end,” Honey ultimately concedes. “All | can do 
is be there when it all ends in tears.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


The extra noodle packets in the cupboard are starting to go away. 


Schlatt’s okay with this. 


-<>Y<>- 


One month later, he goes outside to somewhere that isn’t Lemon’s 
shop. 


-<>Y<>- 


Two months later, he starts taking the train again. 


-<>Y<>- 


Three months. He got a job. 


(It was only temporary- it lasted a week. He brings a nice dinner 
home when he gets his money.) 


-<>Y<>- 


He was fired in Eximon. It's Dekamon now. 


Four months. 


Schlatt is working at an apothecary for medicine discounts and he’s 
Still alive. 


“We should head out!” Wilbur insists. “Really go and celebrate it!” 


“| miss the club,” Schlatt admits. “Il missed hanging out with you 
there.” 


“We'll probably have to wait a little bit, though,” Wilbur points out. 
“They're doing inventory today, so they’re opening up a little later 
than normal.” 


“Damn it! Today?” 


“Aw, don’t be sore about it. Pretty much no one here’s even off work 
yet for a few more clicks anyway.” The taller teen puts a little hop in 
his step as he whirls around. “They're doing another drag night, 
though! That'll be fun!” 


Schlatt snickers. “Are you gonna drunk MC again?” 


“lll actually be prepared this time, thank you very much-” Wilbur 
nearly kicks into a passing bee moblin, just barely staggering back in 
time. “What the fuck? There aren’t any beelins living around here.” 


And then another beelin, and another. A literal swarm of block tall, 
six limbed players in hardhats, all converging towards some 
unknown point of Halfmoon. Some of them are leading draft horses. 
Some of them are driving those- those fucking automatic carriages, 
laden with strange equipment. 


...9ome of them have sledgehammers. 


“Something’s up,” Schlatt quickly whispers. 


Wilbur frowns. “What’s up? That’s just a union hive, right? I’ve seen 
these guys before, they’re probably just doing construction work 
somewhere-” 


“Nobody gives enough of a shit about Halfmoon to hire construction 
workers, dumbass!” Schlatt roughly grabs Wilbur’s hand and trots off 
in the direction of the beelin mob. “This is sus as all hell, we gotta 
see what's going on!” 


It’s weird. If Schlatt didn’t know better, they'd be heading towards the 
club. But that wouldn’t make sense- what the fuck would a bunch of 
randos be building right in the middle of the district? 


Wilbur stops just short of where the worker’s crowd does, looking up 
at one of the builder’s machines. 


“That’s an excavator,” Wilbur relays, an indignant look on his face. 
“That’s a fucking excavator.” 


Schlatt makes a confused noise. “I don’t know mechanical crap, 
man, what the fuck would they be building with an excavator?” 


“They don’t,” Wilbur grimly says. “They break shit- Schlatt, they're 
gonna tear the whole place down!” His sharp eyes flit over the 
gathered equipment. “Fuck, they’re probably gonna tear down the 
whole street!” 


“Shit- shit, shit, fuck-” Schlatt whips his head around, looking at the 
street. "Fuck, nobody’s here. Everyone’s still at work in the main 


district! Everyone that /s here is trudging down the road, too dead to 
think because they just got off of work!” 


“Hey!” Wilbur snaps at a nearby beelin. “Hey, what’s going on-” 


The worker keeps walking, utterly deaf to the world. 


Wilbur growls under his breath. “Gods damn it, they’ve got the 
fucking ear cuffs, too. Can’t hear a thing I’m saying.” 


“They’re gonna tear it down.” Schlatt’s heart skips, and a bleating 
note cracks through the waver of his voice. “They’re gonna tear it all 
down.” 


And if they tear it down, they’re probably gonna tear down the whole 
street, and if they tear town the whole street, what’s gonna stop them 
from tearing down the whole ticket block, the whole district- 


“What are they doing?” 


Wilbur and Schlatt turn their heads. 


They see, under a scarf and ratty coat, a familiar blue blazeborn in 
glasses. 


“What are they doing, they-” Despereaux’s hands start to shake. “- 
they can't do that, they’re not- they’re not-” 


“Take it easy, Blue,” Schlatt gently warns, looking at the older man’s 
shaking wrist braces. “You’re gonna run too hot.” 


“That's mine,” Despereaux weakly points out. “Why are they tearing 
it all down? That’s mine.” 


“I’ve been trying to get someone to stop and tell us what’s going on, 
but they’re all flying around with their ear protectors,” Wilbur 
explains. 


“| own that place,” Despereaux says. “I built that place. Why didn't 
anyone tell me they were-” 


“| know,” Wilbur gently offers, “| know. But we don't really have any 
way to get their attention other than shouting at them, and, well- 
that’s not gonna work.” 


The blazeborn’s hands shake harder. 


“| mean, maybe we could grab somebody? Throw a rock at them?” 
Wilbur frowns. “But | think beelin are some kind of poisonous, so 
that’s probably not gonna end well.” 


“Get their attention.” Puffing frost pools in Despereaux’s panicked 
breaths. “Get their attention, I'll get their bloody attention.” 


Wilbur steps back nervously. “Blue. Blue, | think you’re planning to 
do something drastic, can | gently advise you to not-” 


Despereaux roughly shakes Wilbur’s hand off his shoulder with a 
whistling hiss as he walks into the street. 


“Fuck,” Schlatt mutters under his breath. “Wil, get down.” 


“What's going on-” 


“GET DOWN!” 


Schlatt shoves them both away, pushing their heads down just in 
time for a blinding, percussive clap of sound to detonate behind 
them. 


They look back to see Halfmoon’s bartender, shoulders shaking 
under a singed coat, ice and fire sparking off his hair, standing in the 
perfect ring of a small smoking crater. 


The workers are looking now. 


“WHAT THE BLOODY HELL,” a foreign sound screeches into the 
ashen air, “ARE YOU DOING TO MY BAR?” 


And Halfmoon’s dead-eyed denizens come back to life. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


ghost and sage were designed by Sage and Aether, members of 
a server that concoctions and i are in. 


22. His Kiss, The Riot 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And the wolves start howling. 


“Come on, guys,” a tinny voice whines, “really? You’re in the way!” 
The beelin gestures about. “We can’t work with everyone standing 
around!” 


“THAT’S THE POINT, JACKOFF!” Honey yells from her perch on 
Lemon’s shoulder, a bracing hand on her wife’s horns. “WE DON’T 
WANT YOU HERE!” 


The beelin foreman makes a nervous noise. “We’re supposed to be 
here. The board contracted us to tear down this area-” 


“And what about me?” Despereaux shouts. “I’m the owner of the 
damn place! When was anyone gonna tell me they were planning on 
tearing my own building down?” 


The foreman sighs. “I don’t know what to tell you, mate. The new city 
plan has been open for the public's consideration for months, you 
had your chance to argue." 


"In the fucking city hall basement, maybe!” Someone in the crowd 
shouts. 


“We don't get invited to city meetings down here, asshole!" Another 
voice sounds out. 


"Yeah, well- that's not my problem, is it?" The foreman irritably 
snaps, antenna twitching. “We're just trying to do our job, don’t get 
mad at us about it!” 


“Your job is to tear our fucking houses down!” Web shrilly screeches. 
“And you want us to just sit there and take it?” 


“| am literally just some guy, stop shoutin’ at me!” 


Heedless of the ongoing argument, a beelin turns on a machine and 
begins to rumble its way towards the bar. It can't do much besides 
kick up dust and cause small amounts of rubble, not with all the foot 
traffic around it. 


“Fuck off!” Ghost shouts, standing in front of the excavator as they 
throw rocks at the cockpit. “To hell with your job, you shitty little 
bugs!” 


The excavator machine readjusts itself. It tries to, at least. 
Everywhere it turns, there is someone to meet it, stubbornly blocking 
every possible path- whether by coincidentally walking in front of it, 
hopping on, or just lying on the ground. 


This isn’t a coordinated mob. With most of Halfmoon still barely 
coming home from work, it’s mostly tired parents, disgruntled old 
people, and gangs of kids. There’s not much they can do but be an 
annoyance. 


But what an annoyance they’re proving to be. 


The kids have started jostling the excavator. They’re not strong 
enough to tip it over, but they’re enough to make it shake, and 
they’re too big to get pushed away by the small, flighty beelins. 


The excavator stubbornly moves forward, and people start climbing 
onto the thing, forcibly halting its progress. The frustrated driver 
finally snaps, ramming the machine forward, and when it knocks into 
the walls, the climbing protesters fall off. 


Just in time to get caught under the rubble. 


The mob stills. There is dust and silence hanging in the air. 


Resident and worker alike, they stare, frozen, at the scene. 


Someone coughs, and the broken silence finally sparks a chain 
reaction. 


“Get off your asses!” Wilbur shouts at the crowd, dashing forward 
towards the epicenter. “People got caught in there, do something!” 


His words are a whip at their backs, and the sturdier members of the 
Halfmoon crowd pour in after him. Rough hands claw at broken 
bricks, unveiling the battered, but mercifully alive bodies below. 


A blue sweater is uncovered from the dust. 


“GHOST!” Honey dives off of Lemon’s shoulders, stumbling the 
landing and roughly shoving aside anyone in her path. “MOVE, 
MOVE, MOVE! GET AWAY!” 


The two sturdy women haul the young goatlin out of the wreckage. 


“Ghost.” Honey lightly slaps at the kid’s face. “Ghost, you dumbass, 
c'mon get up! We're in public!” 


No response. 


No noise. 


No movement. 


No anything. 


Honey roughly pulls up Ghost’s sleeve and looks down. 


She doesn’t say anything. 


Not at first. 


Not until her feathers start to shake. 


Not until the rattle of her wings rising under her shell slowly bleeds 
into an anguished, animal scream. 


The driver shivers from their seat. “Miss- miss, I’m so sorry, | didn’t 
mean to-” 


“FUCK YOU!” she screeches, clawing into her child’s clothes. 
Someone moves to pull her away, and she punches into them with 
her rough wooden cane. “FUCK OFF! DON’ TOUCH ME” 


There are no more words after that. She just- she just wails, eyes full 
of angry tears, cane fruitlessly knocking into the ground. Like if she 
finally pissed off the ground off enough, maybe it could swallow her 
whole. 


Lemon doesn't cry. Her large dark eyes are dry. No tears spill down 
her spotted golden fur, they don’t even dare. 


Crying is for home. 


She is not home. 


She does not cry. 


Hooved hands clench. Wide shoulders shake. Perhaps it occurs to 
everyone, only right then, that she is the tallest, largest, strongest 
player Halfmoon has. 


And her child is dead on the ground in front of her. 


The loose bangs of her flowery braid fall over her face as her head 
bows grimly to the beelin side of the crowd. “You’ve done enough,” 
she softly says. “I think you should go.” 


“We can’t leave,” the foreman says. “We're on the clock.” 


And Lemon- old Lemon, soft Lemon, sweet, kind, gentle Lemon- 
breaks the cockpit of the excavator, tosses the driver out by the 
scruff of their collar, and rams her shoulder into the side of the 
machine until it falls like the building it just tried to topple. 


“| wasn't givin’ you a choice,” she quietly clarifies. “Get out.” 


“We’re just doing our jobs, you crazy fucks!” The foreman sweeps 
their arms. “You get out before we call the fucking cops and they 
shoot you all up for distrupting city services!” 


“You better call, then,” Lemon calmly says. “You shoot me dead right 
now. Better make it quick.” She loudly cracks her knuckles. “Better 
do it in one shot.” 


The foreman leans into their radio. “Demo team to Idalia police,” they 
hiss. “We have protesters.” 


The foreman puts their ear protectors back on like all the other 
workers, and they move back towards their equipment. 


A new wave of hesitance trickles through the mob. 


“l- Lain’t signed ont’ this-” 
“We can’t have the cops here, not again-” 
“Come on, we can just take the L and go, we'll fight it tomorrow-” 


“Can't we at least try to talk to the city hall?” 


“What good will it do, anyway?” Schlatt dejectedly whispers. “It may 
as well already be gone.” 


-<>Y<>- 


And Wilbur feels... 


...he feels. 


He feels upset! He feels confused, he feels sad, he feels horrified, he 
feels disbelief, he feels- 


He feels- 


He feels- 


He feels angry. 


He’s standing on an old wooden storage crate, watching the place 
he loves fall apart, and he feels red. His angry stomp into the hollow 
surface echoes through Halfmoon. 


“HEY! 


The crowd looks to him, ears perked. 


Yeah, Wilbur grimly thinks, you better fucking listen now. 


“That was ours!” Wilbur shouts. His taloned hands gesture around 
the street. “This whole place is ours! This is your home! Your life!” 
His mouth curls, beak unveiled in a disdainful snarl. “And you’re just 
gonna let them take it?” 


His rattling wings snap open behind him, flaring like a silver sunrise. 


“We're more than this!” He points to Idalia’s crawling, climbing spires. 
“We're more than them! You call yourselves wolves!" He _ spits 
accusingly. "ARE YOU GOING TO DIE LIKE DOGS?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


The devil take this Orpheus and his belladonna kiss, 


beautiful and poisonous. 


Lovely, deadly- 

now it thickens on my tongue! 
Now it quickens in my lung! 
Now I'm stricken, now I’m stung! 


It's done already! 


Dangerous this jack of hearts. 


With his kiss, 


the riot starts. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Now what to they clambor for? Freedom. Freedom... 


23. The Fire Sermon 


Summary for the Chapter: 


| believe that we are many! 
| believe that they are few! 
And it isn't for the few to tell the many what is true! 


HELLO HELLO HELLO, THIS IS HELLO HYPIXEL WITH YOUR 
HOST BILL SLICK- YOUR GO-TO STATION FOR LIVE 
BROADCASTS, WEATHER, AND DAILY UPDATES! 


WE ARE RECEIVING BREAKING NEWS REGARDING THE 
ONGOING SITUATION IN IDALIA ISLAND. AN UNEXPECTED 
RIOT IS OCCURING IN A WORKERS’ RESIDENTIAL DISTRICT, 
CENTERED AROUND A PLANNED CONSTRUCTION SITE. THE 
UNREST UNFOLDED SOME TIME AFTER 14:45 WHEN A GROUP 
OF UNEMPLOYED RESIDENTS BEGAN DISRUPTING A HIRED 
CONSTRUCTION CREW. 


FOR UNKNOWN REASONS, THE INCIDENT HAS SINCE 
ESCALATED TO VIOLENCE. THERE IS PROPERTY DAMAGE, AN 
UNCONFIRMED AMOUNT OF CASUALTIES, AND AT LEAST ONE 
KNOWN COUNT OF CANON DEATH. 


IDALIA POLICE ARE HEADING TOWARD THE AREA AS WE 
SPEAK. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Schlatt’s voice warps and crackles with magic as he shouts over the 
crowd. “WE GOT COPPERS INCOMING!” his demonic voice 
echoes across the street. HJNKER DOWN!” 


Halfmoon mobilizes- as best as it can, at least. Windows boarding 
up, meager masks of cloth being tied over mouths and faces to try 
and mitigate the smoke. Weapons are improvised from carpenter’s 
tools, tailor’s kits, gardening equipment. 


It’s been a while since Wilbur’s had to rile up a crowd this big before. 
Scratch that- he’s never riled up a crowd this big before. 


(They’re using abandoned construction carriages as barricades. ) 


It’s- 


It's a tad nerve-wracking, if he’s being honest. 


The ramlin looks down at him. “You good, bitch?” Schlatt lightly asks, 
voice still distorted with the aftershocks of demonic noise. 


“|-” Wilbur’s breath stutters. “/-” 


He pulls his sounder shawl over his head, over his eyes. 


The world quiets. His breathing steadies. 


“I’m fine,” he finally says. “Let’s get this over with.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


THE IDALIA CHIEF OF POLICE REPORTS THAT SOME 
WORKERS FROM THE ORIGINAL CONSTRUCTION SITE ARE 
STILL CAUGHT IN THE EPICENTER OF THE RIOT. THE POLICE 
PRIORITY AS OF THIS TIME IS TO RECOVER THESE INNOCENT 
CIVILIANS AND SECURE ANY STOLEN PROPERTY THAT HAS 
BEEN SEIZED BY THE MOB. 


AS WE WAIT FOR MORE NEWS, WE TURN TO MARK VIERRE 
OF THE IDALIA CITY COUNCIL. 


The city council receives this shocking development with only 
the utmost sadness and disappointment. We mourn the loss of 
the unknown child who lost a life due to the reckless anger of 
the mob, and we pray for the workers still subject to their rage 
as we speak. 


Rest assured- everything is under control. Order and safety 
Shall be returned to you soon. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Despereaux sighs sadly. “I’m not cut out for this.” He looks morosely 
around his wrecked bar as tables get dragged off to add to the 
barricades. “I’m a piss poor fighter, to be honest. That's why I’ve 
always stayed beside this counter.” 


“Well,” Wilbur says, “You’re a mixer. Why don’t you mix something 
up?” 


Despereaux snickers. “What, you want me to toss cocktails at the 
cops?” 


“Something like that.” Wilbur looks at the tablecloth, and back to the 
long, long closet of bottles and alcohol in the back. “You got any 
baking soda?” 


“| don’t, but Lemon’s got all sorts of baking stuff back at her shop.” 


“Good, good.” Wilbur leans across the counter and smiles past the 
sounder shawl crawling across his face. “Ever heard of a molotov 
cocktail?” 


-<>Y<>- 


FOR ALL OUR DEAR CITIZENS OUT THERE, THE CHIEF OF 
POLICE HAS PROMISED US ALL THAT THIS SITUATION WILL BE 
OVER SOON. UNTIL THEN, STAY CLEAR OF THE 
CONSTRUCTION SITE WEST OF EVERPARK AND SOUTH OF 
GOLDENGATE. 


TO THOSE OF YOU WHO LIVE IN THE AREA AND WERE 
OUTSIDE AT THE TIME OF THE RIOT’S ONSET, WE ADVISE 
YOU TO NOT RETURN TO YOUR HOMES. 


THE AREA IS NOT SAFE. 


RETURNING THERE WILL NOT BE SAFE FOR YOU, THE OTHER 
RESIDENTS, OR THE POLICE WHO ARE BRAVELY RISKING 
THEIR LIVES TO RESTORE ORDER TO YOUR CITY. 


PLEASE STAY OUTSIDE. THIS WILL BE OVER SOON. 


-<>9Y<>- 


There's a crowd of police waiting across the barricade, armed to the 
teeth. The buildings behind them are filled with morbid onlookers, 
popping wine and champagne to watch the sparks fly. 


The mob is made out of the mutts of Idalia. 


And they aren't going down fighting. 


-<>9Y<>- 


HYPIXEL COMMUTERS, A PUBLIC SERVICE ANNOUNCEMENT. 


IN THE INTEREST OF PUBLIC SAFETY, ALL IDALIA ISLAND 
STATIONS WILL NOT BE ACCEPTING TRAINS, SKY CARS, OR 
AIRSHIPS OF ANY KIND WITH THE EXCEPTION OF 
EMERGENCY SERVICES. 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur looks out at the growing patrol of police. He looks at ldalia 
and the faces of their broken covenants to their people, and he 
laughs. An eternal eyas’ wings flare spitefully behind him like a 
tattered flag. 


“Oh, well.” 


He cuts into his thumb with his talons. Blue sunfire spreads onto a 
soaked rag, setting the bottle in his hands ablaze. 


He wipes his cut across his forehead, three familiar bloody diamonds 
forming a crown across his brow. 


“Blood for the Blood god, I suppose.” 


-<>Y<>- 


THIS JUST IN, IT APPEARS THAT SOME KIND OF SERMON IS 
BEING PERFORMED FOR THE MOB, OUR CORRESPONDENTS 
ARE PICKING UP A VOICE- 


-HEAR ME, HALFMOON! MY NAME DOESNT MATTER, BUT 
WHAT | SAY WILL. 


WE ARE MUTTS! 
LOWBORN! 
CHIMERIC FUCKING FILTH! 


BETTER THAT THAN THEM. THESE COWARDS, 
OATHBREAKERS, MONSTERS IN PLAYERS’ SKIN, THAT 
HAVE COME TO TAKE OUR HOMES, OUR LIVES. 


LOOK TO YOUR BRAVE DEFENDERS, HALFMOON! HAVE 
THEY COME TO PROTECT YOU, OR ARE THEY 
PROTECTING THEIR FAT FUCKING POCKETS? 


THEY ARE HERE TO TAKE OUR LAND, OUR HOMES, OUR 
CULTURE AWAY FROM US. 


AND THOSE UNGRATEFUL FUCKS SIT ON THEIR WALLETS 
THAT WE FILLED, IN THE TOWERS THAT WE BUILT, LIKE 
HALFMOON ISN’T THE ONLY THING KEEPING THIS PLACE 
FROM ROTTING DOWN TO THE EVERMIST! 


IF THEY THINK THEY CAN EAT US ALIVE, WE BURN THEM 
OUT LIKE THE PARASITES THEY ARE! 


24. Red Red Radio 
Summary for the Chapter: 


It doesn't keep up much with the news. It does try, though. 


Benihime was having a great day. (Probably. As far as anything can 
be great by its own nebulous definition. ) 


Sun is in the sky! 


It looks outside. Oh, right. This is Sky. There’s no sun in the sky, in 
Sky . (Heh. Sun in the sky in Sky.) 


It’s bright out, at least, so there’s that. The evermists of the Eternal 
Sea under the islands are... slightly clearer than usual! They’re 
usually a bit more misty than this. 


Benihime remembers that. It’s a nice day because it’s nice out and 
Benihime is remembering things, which is nice. Except Benihime 
doesn't really remember what it’s awake for. A bit strange, because it 
usually remembers what it’s supposed to do, and it’s usually only 
ever awake to do something. 


...Philza might have mentioned letting it out a little more often to 
acclimate to non-danger situations. Benihime lets the thought mull 
over in its head, and it doesn’t feel a sense of being corrected 
otherwise, so the guess is probably right. Right, right. The- the- the- 


He did say that, a crow in the rafters recalls. | don’t think he 
scheduled it one way or another, but he did say he would. 


At least it’s not somewhere in the city. Being around people is weird, 
and it... worries Philza? The idea of it being around people worries 
him, it thinks. 


That makes sense. Benihime is afraid of people, too. 


(It made itself to keep the Angel from harm and death- it was not 
made for the much more confusing trap of dealing with the living, 
and all the pretty, pretty lies they spin for each other.) 


Chatters is alot, but they aren’t like being around people. Chatters is 
nice and has soft feathers and gentle claws, and doesn’t get upset or 
angry that Benihime doesn't remember things. Chatters remembers 
things for it! Chatters remembers things even when Philza and 
Benihime don't, and they’re very nice. 


“Chatters, Chatters, chatty chattering Chatters,” Benihime hums 
quietly. “Chatters, my beloved.” 


Correct. 
Very beloved! So very beloved 
Benihime MY beloved 
OUR beloved (soviet theme intensifies) 
redza! 
Redza moment 


Redza crumbs 


Benihime looks around. After a moment, it turns the radio on. 
Because it’s a nice day. 


And that’s what people do on nice days. 


And it is so very normal. And very scheduled. And very, very sane. 


Alright, Dadza, let’s not go down that road, a crow says from the 
table as it pecks at a nut. 


| don’t know what you’re talking about, Chatters, another crow 
insists, perched on a rested sword cane. We’re all perfectly sane 


here. Just an old man, sitting in his house, surrounded by infinite 
crows no one else can hear. 


Its head dips, sleepy eyes drifting shut as the steady stream of white 
noise and Chatters’ voices flutters through its head. 


[-HELLO HYPIXEL,] the radio crackles, [BACK AGAIN WITH AN 
UPDATE ON THE ONGOING IDALIA RIOT-] 


“Wha’s a riot?” Benihime tiredly asks. 


Violence 


Amgry 


Spicy anger 


“Oh.” Benihime blinks. “I remember this. People die in those.” 


Sometimes, Chatters says. 


[-UNCONFIRMED REPORTS,] the radio continues, [THAT ONE OF 
THE RIOTERS, AN OWNER OF A LOCAL BUSINESS BY THE 
CONSTRUCTION SITE, SET THEMSELVES ON FIRE AND WAS 
PUT OUT BY IDALIA POLICE-] 


“Do you think I'll have to go to work soon?” Benihime looks up at the 
ceiling. “It doesn’t feel like the station is having problems. If anyone’s 
dying, they're going along smoothly.” 


True, 
True, but this isn’t a very violent server. 
Also true! 
If there’s an influx of unrestful death, 
SUDDEN DEATH 
the station may not be accustomed to it. 


Hehehoho trainblockers go brrrr 


“| hope not,” it admits. “Philza’s the one who actually remembers 
how th’ trains work.” A starry blush colors Benihime’s face. “Wouldn't 
want to go embarrass ourselves in fron’ of Her.” 


HAH! Simp 
Simpza 
Chatters, don’t be mean 


Mumza? Mumza pog? 


[-HOLD ON, AN- UNUSUAL DEVELOPMENT, FOLKS. THERE 
APPEARS- THERE APPEARS TO BE- THERE’S A- I’M GETTING 
WORD FROM OUR CORRESPONDENT NOW.] 


Benihime tilts its head. The high, reedy radio voice pauses. 


[... 7M SORRY, DID YOU SAY A BLOOD OF THE COVENANT 
PROPHET ?] 


“Are they talking about Techno?” 


Technofarm 
Technohoe 


Technopotato 


“Tha’s a no, then.” Benihime nods its head. “You should- you should 
tell me about the riot again later when Philza comes back, alright?” 


Yes! 
Good! 


chatters memory pog 


If Techno’s not home, maybe it should try and find W- 


...Where’s Wilbur? 


Wilbur was- was... 


Don't worry if I’m not home, Wilbur might have said to it once. /’m out 
in Halfmoon a lot these days- it’s this district in Idalia- 


[-OF THE COVENANT PROPHET SIGHTINGS ARE RARE, OF 
COURSE,] the radio grimly relays, [BUT IT’S A SURE SIGN THAT 
THIS ONGOING CRISIS HAS TAKEN A DANGEROUS TURN. THE 
IDENTITY OF THE PROPHET IS NOT KNOWN AS OF THIS TIME, 
BUT THEY APPEAR TO BE INVOLVED IN A STANDOFF WITH 
THE POLICE-] 


Benihime never did hear the rest. 


It had already taken its cane and flown out the door, crows in the 
wake of its starry wings, following train lines to a place it does not yet 
know. 


The radio plays on. 


25. Baby's First Civil Disturbance 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Wilbur's tired. 


Abbott doesn’t particularly like his job. 


It’s a lot of effort to patrol the streets of Idalia and arrest/fine anyone 
that doesn't look ‘clean’ enough. In the end, though, what he /ikes or 
dislikes doesn’t matter much in the face of his grim job prospects as 
a water elemental on this island. The risk of water getting 
everywhere- whether on their expensive wares or their precious 
paperwork- was enough for most businesses to politely turn him 
away. 


At least the police didn’t mind as long as he never touched 
paperwork and did what he was told. They didn’t see him as an 
obstruction, only... someone to be properly utilized. 


Water cannons made for such effective crowd control, after all. 


And the rioters were rather dirty, a quick clean would do them some 
good. All that fire they're hauling everywhere’s a gods damn public 
disturbance. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“They fucking put out Blue!” Schlatt reports. 


Wilbur’s face twists with rage. “Oh, those FUCKHEADS!” 


“We tried to get them to stop, but they just-” Schlatt coughs roughly. 
“FUCK! What did they think was gonna happen, putting out a 
blazeborn?” 


Wilbur clicks disdainfully, leaning against one of the carriages of the 
barricade. “Gods,” he loudly gripes, “They can’t just fuck off! | wish 
these coppers would just shoot themselves and be done with it!” 


A loud, hollow noise cracks from the other side of the barricade. 


The two young men look through the gaps of the makeshift wall. 


There’s a police officer. 


On the ground. 


With a crossbow bolt stuck in her neck. 


Schlatt backs away from the gap. “Did... did you just do that?” 


(The bloody crown drawn on Wilbur’s head burns with something 
approaching grim satisfaction.) 


“| didn’t mean it,” Wilbur desperately says. “I didn’t-” He looks around 
at anything, anyone. “I didn’t think she’d actually...” 


Oh, gods. 


(Don’t think about it.) 


(Don’t think about it.) 


(Don’t think about it-) 


“Wilbur!” Honey bounds over to him. “Get over here, | need your trick 
mouth!” 


Wilbur blanches. “I don’t think that’s a good idea right now.” 


“The coppers are comin’ in from the other side!” she goes on 
anyway. “They’re probably gonna try and arrest everyone that'’re still 
in the buildings!” 


Wilbur sighs sharply. “Of course they are. Have the Halfmoon 
commuters come in yet?” 


“Some of ‘em have,” Honey concedes, “but not all of ‘em. 
Transportation’s been cut off, they gettin’ here on foot. They won't 
make it in time for this wave.” 


“Okay.” Wilbur slaps his own face a bit, like it'll hide his shaking 
hands. (He’s not quite sure it works.) “Where do you want me?” 


“We've got people hunkered down in the bigger buildings or out in 
the streets, just in case the coppers come in swingin’ at the 
structures themselves,” Honey explains, “but some people can't 
leave their spots.” A strained breath. “My downstairs neighbor, Diazi- 
she’s nestin’, Wil. Her egg is pipping.” 


“Oh, fuck.” Wilbur takes the older elytron’s hand and roughly pats 
Schlatt’s shoulder. “Don’t die.” 


“Fuck you, too.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Diazi is a sturdy, black haired elytron and she looks like she hasn't 
slept in a week. She bolts back when Wilbur follows Honey through 
the door, broad duck wings flaring behind her with panicked eyes. 


“Bastard!” she screeches in Talon. “Get that fucking raptoris blood 
out of here!” 


Wilbur stops, taking in the golden down on Diazi’s face where it 
should have been silver. On her soft body and the suddenly glaring 
lack of shell framing her wings, barring the vestigial heart shape 
sitting between her shoulders. 


Dad had explained once, when Wilbur was small, that the two of 
them weren’t the normal kind of elytron. Large and sharp and 
predatory, an old breed. Common when Philza was young- but over 
the Angel’s long lifetime, a newer, numerous, omnivorous variant 
slowly overtook the archaic raptoris elytron. 


Avis. 


Honey sighs. “You trust me, don’t you? | wouldn’t haul no predator 
int’ yer roost.” 


The cracking of eggshell sounds throughout the room. Diazi chirps 
and rushes to hug her egg. 


“Sorry,” she tiredly manages. “I’m just- I’ve been so high strung these 
days.” 


“| can imagine,” Honey patiently concedes, taking in the small space 
of the achingly empty roost house. “You’ve been holed up here for 
quite a long while waitin’ for that thing t’ hatch.” 


“You know how it is. Once an egg starts rocking, it can’t stand to be 
moved. But!” Diazi shakily sighs, a hopeful smile on her face. “Once 
my little duck has hatched, we will be going home. Not- not here.” 


“We ain't makin’ you go anywhere, hun,” Honey reassures. “We jus’ 
wanna make sure ain’t nobody gets to ya before you're ready. Is 
there anything you need?” 


Diazi shakes her head. “I just need my baby.” 


“Alright.” Honey takes Wilbur’s arm. “Let’s wait outside and keep 
watch.” 


The two of them sit by the stairs, looking out at the chaos below. 
Honey leans her body on her walking stick. 


The babble of the radio is still audible from inside the house. 
[MAYOR CARDINAL HAS CALLED ON THE SHERIFF FOR 
STRICTER ENFORCEMENT OF MINOR OFFENSES AS A 
DETERRENT FROM ESCALATING TO MORE SINISTER CRIMES-] 


Wilbur looks down at her past his shawl. “Why didn’t she freak out 
with you? You're a raptoris, too.” 


“Is ‘cause she knows me,” Honey vaguely offers. “And I’ve got some 
avis in me, besides.” 


Wilbur tilts his head, properly looking at Honey for what may be the 
first time, if he really thinks about it. He sees gold flecks in silver 
down. He sees wings that were always too large for a frame just a bit 
too soft, just a bit too small. 


“It's harder t’ tell when I’ve got my wing shawl on,” Honey points out. 
“Can't see if I’ve got a shell on my elytra ‘r not. Besides, raptoris are 
pretty much extinct outside o' hybrid descendants anyways, so most 
elytron don't even know what t' look for.” 


“Huh.” 


There’s fire rising on the street. Honey lets out a worn trill. 


“You know, | think this is the first time I’ve seen the streets here 
actually look dirty,” Wilbur points out. “Halfmoon’s neater than central 
Hypixel, weirdly enough.” 


“Well, you know ‘ow it is,” Honey snarks. “If we don’t clean the /itter 
from the curbs, the street cleaners show up.” She hisses at a 
steadily less distant siren. “And we can't have that, can we?” 


“So do... you just clean it up yourself?” 


“When you can get a free stay in the island jail for a bad shed day? 
Yeah.” 


“Fuckers, the lot of them.” 


Wilbur spits out the insult, but there’s no fire to it, not anymore, just 
bitter exhaustion. He didn’t really get before, why Techno was always 
kind of pissed at government stuff, but he kind of does now. This is- 


-this is just a mess. 


How can people fuck up this badly? How do people fuck up this 
badly, how do they even dare? Literally anyone else could do better 
than this, Wilbur could do better than this- 


A small hand claps him right on his shell. “Look alive, eyas. We got 
work now.” 


Honey nods her head at the approaching officers. Wilbur frowns. 


“You two move aside,” a large horse moblin requests. “We need to 
search the premises.” 


“No, you don't,” Wilbur stubbornly says. “No one needs to go 
anywhere.” 


“Is that so?” A human officer challenges. 


Wilbur is tired. The crown bleeding on his forehead weighs down like 
a migraine, and he’s tired. 


“One of your officers just shot a bolt into her own neck,” the son of 
an Angel calmly intones, red eyes gleaming under his shawl. “Would 
you like to join her? | could help you.” 


The human’s freckled face pales. “N-no, your holiness.” 


Wilbur is tired. Too tired to bother correcting the mistake. He watches 
the disoriented squadron fall back, and he holds his hands together 
until they stop shaking. 


(He wonders if it looks like he’s praying. ) 


Diazi gasps from inside the house, driving Wilbur and Honey to turn 
apprehensive faces towards the door. 


A small golden feathered head peeks out of a broken hole inside a 
speckled egg. The baby elytron chirps shrilly. 


“Hi, duckling,” Diazi softly coos. “Hi.” 


Wilbur laughs dizzily. Good gods, a baby just hatched in the middle 
of a riot. 


...Good gods. 


A baby just hatched in the middle of a riot. 


Honey raises a slightly concerned eyebrow. “You alright, Wil?” 


“| think | need to sit down,” Wilbur shakily chokes out. 


"You and me both, hun." 


26. For You 
Summary for the Chapter: 


That feel when your dad drops out of the sky. 


Forty-five tocks in, the police suddenly disperse. 


“Did...” Schlatt hesitantly looks around. “...did we just win?” 


Wilbur looks around. 


He takes in tipped over barricade tables. 


He takes in stolen carriages parked together like walls. 


..He takes in a starry feathered crow perched on a fallen officer’s 
hand. 


Fuck. 


“Schiatt,” Wilbur slowly says, “you might want to get everyone to take 
cover.” 


“What? You think the cops are coming back?” 


Wilbur laughs unsteadily. “Oh, we’re way past worrying about the 
police. We need to get people under a roof, now. ” 


Wilbur hopes he’s wrong. He really does. But as more and more 
crows slowly trickle in, settling around the wreckage of the riot, he’s 
got the slightest sneaking suspicion that he’s horrifyingly right. 


He looks up into the sky and yep, there it is. A fun, family friendly, 
fucknormous shadow creeping in the fog. 


“Lemon!” Wilbur shouts into the disjointed mob. “I need to borrow 
you real quick.” 


The large moblin frowns lightly. “What for?” 


“Uhhhh...” He walks the woman further out into the center of the 
street. “Just stand here with me a bit and stick out your arm.” 


Lemon raises her fist to the sky. “Like this?” 


“Yeah, yeah. Exactly like that.” Wilbur fixes her with a serious look. 
“Now, whatever you do, don’t flinch.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


And this is what Halfmoon saw. 


A shape in the fog that never quite clears, never quite coalesces, 
circling like a vulture over Halfmoon’s sky. 


The young man in the street cups his hands around his mouth and 
lets out a piercing, shrill call into the air above them. The shadow 
descends, and that shadow is a murmurating mass of crows 
scattering around the two figures on the street, dispersing like water 
as it crashes against the ground. 


When the black storm clears, a massive, starry winged raptoris is 
perched lightly on Lemon’s arm. Empty red eyes impassively scan 
the area, a murder’s eyes following with them, and Halfmoon might 
have flinched then, under a hunter’s gaze. 


The raptoris locks eyes with the elytron on the ground. There’s a 
blink and a worn sigh. 


“Don’t worry about it,” the young man says as he turns to the crowd. 
“It's just my dad!” 


-<>Y<>- 


What follows as the riot dies down is not a celebration of victory- not 
quite, not yet. More of an oh dear gods, we're still alive, let’s eat food 
and vandalize cars about it. 


And Philza is still perched on Lemon’s shoulder. He has not moved 
since he landed, electing instead to scan the crowd with wary 
curiosity past his veil. 


Wilbur looks up at his father. “Get down from there,” he lightly scolds. 
“You can't perch on people just ‘cause they’re tall enough. She’s not 
Techno.” 


“| don’t really mind,” Lemon points out. “He’s not that heavy.” 


“Yeah, | figured,” Wilbur concedes, “but it needs to learn about this 
kind of boundary stuff anyway.” He slaps the box next to him. “Come 
on, Dad. Don't harass strangers.” 


“She’s my friend!” Philza brightly says. "She's not a stranger." 


“She’s Phil’s friend,” Wilbur corrects. “That doesn’t mean you can 
climb her like a tree, come on.” 


Honey sidles over and holds out a sandwich, letting out a few gentle 
clicks. “Get down here and take care of your saturation, old man.” 


And, naturally, because the true constant of one Mr. Craft is bread, 
this actually gets him to touch down on the ground. At least long 
enough to tentatively take the sandwich and perch on the box that 
Wilbur was trying to get him on in the first place. 


Honey leans closer to Wilbur. “Okay, real talk, is your dad high right 
now?” 


Wilbur chokes on a piece of jerky. “Wh- why would it be high?” 


“Don't try t’ tell me there is a single thought behind those eyes,” 
Honey insists. “That man’s got the brain cells of a kite right now.” 


Wilbur punches at his chest. “Gods, | forgot this was like a weirdo 
thing for normal people.” He shakes his head a bit. “Okay, okay, so-” 
He points at his father. “-that’s not Phil.” 


Honey and Lemon blink silently. 


"OH!" Honey loudly says. "That's Beni?" 


Wilbur sputters. "You know Benihime?" 


Honey snorts. "I've Known your dad longer than you've been alive, 
kid, of course | know about the brain roommate yer dad's got kickin’ 
upstairs. Couldn't recognize 'im 'cus of the red eyed crap its got goin’ 
on, but now | see it." She turns to Benihime. “Hey, wingman! You 
remember me, or did your swiss cheese brain yeet me out again?” 


Benihime’s eyes flicker back to its usual blue. “Hi, mate! Who's your 
big friend?” 


“That's my wife, dumbass.” Honey smiles deviously. " Speakin’ of 
wives, did your brain roommate figure out he’s in love with Death 
yet?” 


“That's our wife!” Benihime says. “Took Phil a few decades to get 
with the program, but we got it. Havin’ a canny old time.” 


” 


“Pog. 


-<>Y<>- 


Kids are playing in the street with bats and fallen bricks. 


The stolen construction carriages (the ones that aren’t getting used 
for the whacky tailgate party some of the older guys got going) are 
starting to get picked apart and painted on. Wilbur has a sneaking 
suspicion that they aren’t going to be given back, and he might even 
take one for himself. It’s not every day one gets a free auto-carriage. 


The adrenaline’s worn off now. Expenses and debts are tossed aside 
in favor of patching each other up with cobbled together stews or 
potions, making sure everyone's had something to eat. Wilbur can 
see Honey and Lemon somewhere passing out hot food and drinks 
from their baskets. 


Blue’s awake now- one heart shorter on his wrists, but mercifully 
alive. He takes a wooden mug of cider, and tries not to let his hand 
shake. 


Poor guy. That bar was basically his /ife, and now it’s just... gone. 


(Sage is sitting by Ghost’s body, waiting for them to wake up. It’s 
been a few clicks now. Wilbur doesn’t know how long respawning 
takes. He’s not sure he wants to know.) 


But everyone's alive. Wilbur- Wilbur’s gonna have to take that as the 
win, here. 


Benihime, seemingly a bit tuckered out from the two (2) crumbs of 
social interaction it forced itself to live through, has resorted to 
quietly humming at Chatters. 


Wilbur leans over to it with a more serious look. “What happened to 
you? Is Philza okay?” 


Benihime lets out a thoughtful noise. “We’re fine,” it decides. 
“Philza’s just asleep right now.” 


“Okay, that’s good. Just, can | ask a quick question?” Wilbur takes 
his father by the shoulders. “Beni, what the fuck are you doing 
here?” 


“| wanted to see you,” it simply answers. “I heard you on the radio.” 


Wilbur whistles. “Fuck, we made it onto the radio?” 


“Ye : ” 


That’s gonna be a mess, isn't it? He made it on the radio. 


For being in a riot. 


For leading people into a riot. 


...For killing someone. 


(They'll come back. It's not like they would have let a one-lifer out on 
the field. Wilbur doesn’t know if that makes it better or worse.) 


“Techno was in my head earlier,” Benihime comments. “He said you 
invoked the Blood of the Covenant for protective strength?” 


“Yeah.” Wilbur wipes at the faded bloody crown marks on his head. “I 
did. It was- it was a bit stronger than | expected.” 


An entire crossbow bolt to the neck stronger than expected. 


(Don’t think about it.) 


“Techno has to go and talk to the Hypixel pantheon because people 
called you a prophet on the radio.” Benihime leans forward with a 
whisper. “/ think he’s a little upset about having to talk to people.” 


Of course. Wilbur sighs. “Are you upset with me?” 


Benihime blinks, slowly. 


“Its okay if you are,” Wilbur adds. “I did, uh- | did have a whole 
public incident.” 


Benihime taps a talon to its beard as it thinks. 


“I’m proud of you,” it decides. 


Wilbur stills. 


“You did something you thought was important to you,” Benihime 
surmises. “You protected what you wanted to protect.” 


It gently soothes its hand on Wilbur’s shoulder. 


“You did all that and you didn’t break yourself to do it,” it stresses. 
“I’m very proud of you. That goes for all of me.” 


...Oh. 


“Eyas.” Benihime looks at him with a flat expression. “Eyas, you’re 
crying. Was that weird? Am | weirdchamping over here? Do you 
want Phil-” 


“No! No, | just-” Wilbur wipes at his eyes. “Just... I’m kinda stuck 
down here until this cools down. Could you stay for a bit?” He laughs 
lightly. “If that’s alright.” 


“You're my son. It's always alright.” Benihime’s mouth flattens, 
antlers clicked back. “I’m not gonna be too good on the advice, 
though. Philza’s always been better at that.” 


“| don't need advice,” Wilbur insists. “Il just need you here.” 


Benihime’s eyes soften. “Alright. For you.” 


2/7. The Future 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Young love, that desperate thing. Makes you think, doesn't it? 


“Wilbur!” 


He looks up, a disbelieving relief on his face. “Sally?” 


A wild mess of red hair and bushy tails crashes against Wilbur’s 
lanky frame, twirling him around with its momentum like some kind of 
sickeningly sweet romance in an outdoor theatre. 


Such is life. 


Wilbur pulls away, looking down at his girlfriend with a confused 
expression. “How did you get here? This place has been a dead 
zone ever since the riot kicked off!” 


“| bit a police officer!” Sally brightly reports. “Or five.” She sticks out 
her tongue. “They didn’t even taste good.” 


Sally Soot, everyone. Truly, the woman of all time. 


“| love you so much,” Wilbur makes sure to say. “I’m glad you're 
Okay.” 


Sally’s tails wag behind her. “And /’m glad the cops didn’t give me 
rabies!” 


“Have you been with the riot camp yet?” Wilbur asks, taking her 
hand as he leads her there. “We’ve kind of hunkered down in the 
barricades.” 


“ Ooh, is that where all the auto-carriages are?” Sally puts a little skip 
in her step. “I like how everyone's painting them!” 


“Yeah, uh- | painted one, too,” Wilbur hesitantly says. “You wanna 
see?” 


It's really not much, what Wilbur’s done. Mostly just retouching the 
silver colors that got scuffed in the riot. That- and- well, punching a 
big fat slidable window in the side, painted with a salmon swimming 
through a river of fire. 


“| Know we were really only kind of joking about the hot dog van,” 
Wilbur nervously concedes, “but, free car, right?” He shrugs. “Might 


as well.” 


Sally's smile softens as she pecks a little kiss on Wilbur’s cheek. “1 
love you, too.” 


Her smile quickly gains a somber note, though. 


“Besides, it’s probably a little bit less of a pipe dream than it used to 
be.” 


Wilbur blinks. “What do you mean?” 


“We did all just get in a really bad fight with the cops,” Sally points 
out. “It’s... it’s not like we can really just-” She swoops her arms 
dramatically. “-go back to work tomorrow! We ended up on the 
server-wide news.” She crosses her arms, claws scratching against 
her pink skin. “People aren't exactly going to forget that.” 


And Wilbur wonders. 


He wonders about Techno, facing the Hypixel pantheon for the 
actions of a mistaken prophet. 


He wonders about Lemon’s bakery. 


He wonders about Blue’s torn down bar. 


He wonders about construction equipment still tossed in the middle 
of the street. 


He wonders about kids trapped under rubble. 


He wonders about Ghost, one life shorter. 


He wonders about Halfmoon, driven to riot by his angry words. 


(He wonders what he’s gonna tell Phil.) 


“Hey!” A grey elfin’s voice cries out. “They're waking up!” 


Ghost. 


Wilbur rushes to Sage’s side, Sally following close behind. He sees 
the dusty body of a white, black spotted goatlin twitch and spasm 


until vibrant orange eyes snap wide open with breathless, wheezing 
shock, a hoofed hand flying towards a broken horn. 


(Somewhere, a mechanical toll crow punches a second heart into a 
bamboo ticket.) 


Ghost’s shaking shoulders are quickly swallowed by their mothers’ 
hard frames. They turn their head to Sage, brandishing a bare wrist. 


Two broken life marks. The one on the bottom is darkened by a 
messy slash, and the other is freshly cracked along its face. 


Only the one closest to their hand still beats strong. 


“Look,” Ghost shakily says to their partner. “We match now.” 


The grey elfin might have cried then. Who can say? It’s hard to prove 
anything past those blue glasses of theirs. 


“You bitch,” Sage sobs. “You dumb little bitch. Don’t you ever do that 
again.” 


“Or you'll what?” Ghost wearily smiles. “Kill me?” 


“I'd kill myself just to kick your ass beyond death,” Sage corrects. 


“Is that a threat?” Ghost asks. 


“That’s a promise,” Sage assures. 


“Is it?” Honey tentatively interrupts. 


The two teens look to the old elytron. 


“Yeah,” Sage decides, taking their partner’s hand. “It is.” 


Honey’s amber eyes flick between the two of them. She lets out a 
long, worn sigh. 


“Alrigh’.” She wipes a smudge of dirt off her face. “Alrigh’.” 


Her face sobers as she takes both their hands. 


“What are you doin’?” Sage asks. 


Honey’s eyes shift with something sad. “Jus’ somethin’ | wish | knew 
a long, long time ago.” 


Her grip tightens, just barely skirting above the two pairs of lifemarks 
in her reach. 


“Pray tell, Sage, would you inter’wine your soul with your lov’r? 
Become one ‘n all things, ‘n lifeheart an’ starsoul? Until death do you 
part?” 


“l-” Sage’s unreadable eyes seem to search for something in 
Honey’s face. Their gaze turns resolute. “-Yes. Yes, absolutely.” 


Honey nods and turns to her child. 


“Lover of the harden’d,” she recites. “Of the quest’r, of the seek’r of 
answers. Do you, Eldritch Ghost, inter’;wine your soul with theirs? 
Become one ‘n all things, ‘n lifeheart an’ starsoul? Until death do you 
part?” 


Ghost’s wide fiery eyes swim with tears. “Ma...” 


et 


til death do you part, hun,” Honey gently repeats. 


“Unfortunately,” Ghost admits, “I'd follow their dumbass to the ends 
of the sky. Even if it is shatterin’ myself a million times over, and then 
dyin’ for an eternity ov’r that.” They look to Sage. “I do.” 
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“Gods willin’ and unwillin’,” Honey affirms. “May you be inter’wined 
with your lover. Sage, Ghost, toge’her forever.” Her voice trails down 
to a whisper. “Until your lifemarks fail you and you return to the 
stardust from whence you came, may you never live to wand’r from 
your lover’s gaze.” 


Her hands pass over theirs and slowly, finally, she lets go. 


Mirrored on Ghost and Sage’s pinky fingers is a single red ring. 


“Live forever ‘til the day you die,” Honey sadly smiles. “Live an’ prove 
me wrong.” 


The small crowd that had slowly formed around the two whoops and 
hollers, gathering the- newlyweds? Did Wilbur just witness a 
wedding right there?- into the arms of a joyous mob. 


Honey scoffs at the scene, putting her hat back over her head. 


Wilbur turns to the elytron. “I thought you didn’t approve.” 


“| still don’, mind you.” Honey shrugs. “But | want ‘em to be happy 
more than | want to be right. If this keeps ‘em happy and toge’her for 
just tha’ little bit longer? | can live wit’ that.” 


And Wilbur wonders. 


He wonders about the world those two will have to live in. 


(He wonders about Sally.) 


(He wonders about the future.) 


(He wonders how to make something that lasts.) 


28. Why Do You LeAaAvE mEeEeEeE? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur decides to do something dramatic. 


The police have been driven off, but the ghost of the demolition 
remains. A building still stands ruined in Halfmoon’s streets, and they 
will never have the money to repair it, not by their own hands. 


The riot hangs over them like a guillotine. 


And when it all calms down- as all things do, eventually, there starts 
to be the question. 


What now? 


Only about about a third of Halfmoon’s adult population was really 
involved, but that’s no small number. A third of Halfmoon under 
server-wide scrutiny as people wait for their next move. 


Wilbur can't help but feel that this is his fault. 


They say they’re angry. He sees that they’re angry. He’s angry with 
them. 


But how much of that anger was truly theirs? How much of him 
spilled over into these people, stoking the fires of something that 
may have never ignited on its own? 


And the matter of what comes after. 


Because Wilbur may have been one of them, accepted as a lanky 
scuffy wolf of Halfmoon, but this is not his home. 


He has the luxury of leaving. He can go back to Techno, to Philza, 
and forget about this eventually. 


Halfmoon cannot. 


This is their home, and it is falling apart, and they do not have the 
means to leave it in time for when it all crumbles to dust. 


(Wilbur did that.) 


It’s- it’s his responsibility. It’s got to be. There’s got to be a solution to 
this puzzle, there’s got to be- 


Wilbur remembers, suddenly, something Techno had told him once 
as a child. 


It's a consistent, measurable pattern that the rights of the working 
class tend to, uuuuh- improve a bit after a period of loss. War, 
plague, disaster, that kind of stuff. It creates a scarcity of workers, 
y know? Forces the upper class to value the people that feed them. 
Stupid, | know, but sometimes things only change for the better when 
people have no other choice. 


What a strange, frightening thought. The idea of removing the rioters 
from the equation altogether. 


Especially since the more Wilbur thinks about it, the more it makes a 
stupid amount of sense. 


They’ve got auto-carriages- plenty of them. On top of that, growing 
up listening to Philza’s hyperfocused ramblings about his automated 
underworld means Wilbur knows a thing or two about how to make 
those fuckers run. He bets he’s not the only one, there’s bound to be 
a few mechanics in their group. 


Idalia is going to be angry- they’re going to be angry at the rioters, 
and they already are. A conspicuous migration will make for an easy, 


guilt-free scapegoat to project on, and the people left behind can use 
the increased labor scarcity as a bargaining chip. 


It makes sense. 


But it’s an ambitious plan. Not only that, it's a costly plan, and one 
that Halfmoon can’t afford to do, not under this kind of short notice. 


Unless...? 


...Well. That’s just even more ambitious. But with the right players in 
place, it’s ambitious enough to work. 


But after this, Wilbur can’t go back. Not even if he tried. 


Fuck, how’s he gonna tell Dad? 


-<>Y<>- 


“Pspsps.” Wilbur shakes at his father’s sleeping shoulder. “Wake up, 
Dad. | need to tell you something.” 


Wide eyes squint up at him with a confused chirp. Still Benihime. 
This- this is fine. It’s fine. Benihime’s probably gonna take this better 
than Philza, if anything. 


“| need to tell you something important,” Wilbur clarifies. “Both of 
you. | need you to try and remember this, okay?” 


“What's up, mate?” 


Wilbur takes a deep breath. 


“Im gonna move out.” 


A silence. 


“| know that’s probably a lot to take in,” Wilbur quickly adds, “and 
maybe you think I’m still too young or whatever, but- it’s about time, 
don’t you think? Me getting out of the house.” 


“Okay.” Benihime blinks lethargically. “When are you coming back?” 


“| don't,” Wilbur patiently explains. “That's what moving out is, | don’t- 
| don't live here anymore.” 


Benihime stills. Wilbur watches its chest start to stutter, and 
experiences something a little like the inevitable horror of a man 
realizing he’s about to witness a horrible train accident. 


Oh. 


Oh no. 


“Dad,” Wilbur starts, “Dad, it’s okay, this isn’t a bad-” 


“Why d’you want to leave me?” Benihime heartbrokenly asks. 


“That's not what moving out is- okay, it kind of is, but-” 


Benihime lets out a wide eyed, shattered keen, talons fearfully 
curling on Wllibur’s sleeve. “What happened?” It fearfully wonders. 
“Why do you have to go away? Did we do something wrong?” 


Benihime is not in fact taking this better than Philza would. Wilbur 
may have slightly miscalculated. Just a bit. 


“Hey, hey.” Wilbur consolingly pats Benihime’s hand. “This isn’t bad. 
This is just something that kids do when they grow up. Phil and | 
have talked about this, remember that?” 


“But you- you're still just a little boy,” Benihime tearily chirps. “My 
little boy.” 


This is the part where Wilbur realizes that all the time Philza had to 
be alright with his son leaving the nest one day doesn’t apply to 
Benihime. Because Benihime never really saw Wilbur grow up. It 
saw him in disjointed, disconnected snapshots throughout Philza’s 
life. It's barely had the time to realize Wilbur was growing up at all, 
much less would one day not be in Philza’s life all the time anymore. 


Whoops. 


“Hey, it’s okay.” Wilbur pulls his (very shaky and weepy) father into a 
hug, patting at its hair. “It’s not the end of the world!” 


Benihime lets out a stressed noise. 


“It's not like we're never gonna see each other again!” Wilbur 
clarifies. “You and Philza can still come see me and Sally- you 
remember Sally, right? You both can visit me and Sally when we 
settle down. As much as you like.” Wilbur smiles. “And then you'll 
have two places to visit- me and Techno both. That’s not so bad!” 


Benihime wraps its arms a little tighter around him, but it isn’t exactly 
wailing with abject despair anymore, so Wilbur decides to count this 
as a win. 


“Pm still gonna be your son,” Wilbur affirms, “and you’re still gonna 
be my dad. I’m just not gonna live here anymore. These- these 
things just happen sometimes. 


“| love you forever,” Benihime whispers in stilted Talon. “/ love you 
forever.” 


“| love you forever,” Wilbur whispers back. 


“Ack. Fuck.” Philza’s talons curl weakly into Wilbur’s back. “Why do 
my eyes hurt?” 


“Benihime was crying.” 


Philza squints confusedly at Wilbur, eyes still swimming with unshed 
tears. “What for?” 


“I, uh-” Wilbur’s mouth flattens. “-l’m moving out.” 


A silence. 


“Ah, alright mate. It's about that time anyway. When were you 
thinkin’?” 


Wilbur wheezes with relief. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Hey, Web.” 


The spider moblin turns to Wilbur. “What’s up, sweetie?” 


“You and the queens still got your drag show stuff?” Wilbur asks. 


Web's face turns sad. “Yeah. We were gonna have our show before 
the bar got torn down.” 


“| don’t see why we can't still have our show,” Wilbur insists. “We'll 
just take it, y'know, a little e/sewhere.” 


Web raises a curious eyebrow. “ls it city hall? Because I’m down to 
disrupt city hall.” 


“I’m glad to hear that, but | was thinking of a more ambitious target. 
And maybe a few others.” Wilbur coyly tilts his head. “The bank’s just 
been overflowing with borrowed money lately, hasn't it? They won't 
mind if Halfmoon collects some interest.” 


29. So Here's The Plan 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Or two, or three, or ten. 


“So we go to the bank.” 


“AND WE BUST DOWN THE FUCKING DOOR!” 


“...ochlatt, do you take constructive criticism?” 


“It's a shitty door. | hated looking at it. It deserves to die.” 


“Can we put that as, like, a Plan C?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Three dwarves in a trenchcoat.” 


“When has that ever worked?” 


“It works when we want to go see shows.” 


“lm listening.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Walk in with a clipboard and start acting like we’re supposed to be 
there.” 


“That’s bullshit, but | like the acting like we’re supposed to be there 
part. Let’s build on that.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“A distraction.” 


“What kind of distraction?” 


“| was thinking fireworks.” 


“| will take an alternative distraction, we don’t have fireworks-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Tunnels. Schlatt gave us a rundown of the layout.” 


“Yeah, but we don’t have the equipment for that.” 


“Wilbur. Wilbur, we have an entire thing of stolen construction 
equipment.” 


“FUCK, I’M STUPID-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“What if we used acid to melt the walls?” 


"First off- that’s cartoon logic. Second of all- that would just damage 
all the money.” 


“AW. ” 


“Moss is much more effective as magical stone erosion.” 


“Oh, HELL YEAH-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“What if we had a prison riot?” 


“We're robbing a bank, what does prison have to do with this?” 


“| think it would be really funny if we started a prison riot.” 


“But why? ” 


“Distraction.” 


“Good point! Does anyone have a friend in jail right now-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Wilbur.” 


“Schliatt.” 


“Why do you have a shulker box?” 


“lll give it back before my dad notices it’s gone.” 


“?M SORRY?” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Somebody should be a milkman. Just giving out milk.” 


“What would a milkman be doing at the bank?” 


“What wouldn't a milkman be doing at a bank, is the real question.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Does everyone here know what a pearl stasis chamber is?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“You realize we can’t do all of these, right?” 


“We totally can.” 


“Elaborate.” 


“They can’t stop all of us.” 


“,..Dear gods, you're right.” 


30. They Can't Stop All Of Us 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Robbing the bank in drag, what could go wrong? 


It goes a little something like this. 


There is no Wilbur Sam-seong Craft or Sally Soot. 


No, surely not. Those are wanted criminals who would surely have 
no business being near the lIdalia Island bank. There is only the 
stately young lesbian elytron couple, Ms. and Ms. Fables. The 
Fables are definitely not a magically disguised elytron man and 
kitsune woman, and are simply innocently inquiring over their locked 
box surely left with the bank in one of those items safes. The locked 
box in that definitely was not deposited by one Wilbur Craft under a 
pseudonym a few months back in preparation for some horrible 
prank on the bank that fired his friend. 


Surely not. 


Because that would be a crime. 


And the very patient, polite, well-dressed Fables are definitely not a 
distraction for any other suspicious persons that might be trying to 
get into the bank through backdoor methods. 


Honestly, the bank should be more concerned about the milkman 
outside. 


The milkman- you know, the statistically average and very human 
man in the white outfit, little black bowtie, and puffy hat? The one 
passing out milk to strangers with unnerving sincerity and a smile so 
thoughtlessly unsettling that it’s making people politely walk past the 
bank as opposed to actually stepping inside? 


That one. 


Or maybe they should be worried about the group of people in 
hardhats, clutching clip boards, insisting somebody in this bank take 
them in for a surprise building inspection. 


Or the three dwarves in a trenchcoat who’ve gone to one of the bank 
tellers and started very determinedly trying to order a cheeseburger. 
(By all means, they really should have been tossed out 20 tocks ago, 
but it’s a very nice trench coat, and the tellers are too terrified by the 
possibility of accidentally pissing off some drunk dwarvish trade 
baron to really put their foot down.) 


None of that matters and nothing is wrong. The Fables are waiting 
for their locked box. 


There is nothing to worry about! Least of all the crew of people 
secretly eroding a tunnel under the largest coin safe with several 
stacks of magically treated moss. 


-<>Y<>- 


Web leans over to Lysander. “Did | ever tell you I’m bi?” 


“You're bi?” 


“Yeah, figured it out, like, last month.” 


Lysander snorts with mock irritation, pushing the other spider moblin 
away. “Then why don’t you b/ me some time with a distraction while | 
crack open this safe, ya goon?” 


Web sarcastically pats down his dress. “You got it, boss. Time to 
make out with the bank teller and his wife-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Chief, we got a report for suspicious activity at the bank.” 


“We don’t have time for that, we’ve got a god damn prison riot out of 
nowhere!” 


“MA’AM! BREAKOUT AT ONE OF THE ROOST HOUSES!” 


“Oh, god DAMN IT-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Ah, here we are!” The teller emerges with a small ornate wooden 
contraption. “Your locked box, m'lady.” 


Wilbur tries not to roll his eyes as he takes the object in his hands. 


Sally’s eyes flick towards his pockets as she leans closer. “Are we 
clear?” 


Wilbur sticks his hand in his pocket, thumbing the pebble that’s been 
hidden there. Still intact. “Not yet.” 


“What do we do?” 


Wilbur sighs and steps back, pitching his voice a little louder. “Ms. 
Fable.” 


Sally snickers. “Ms. Fable.” 


“You’re as beautiful as the day | first met you,” Wilbur dramatically 
rhapsodizes, “seeing your enchanting face across the fog on that 
beautiful beach morning-” 


Sally’s nose scrunches with amusement. 


“With your sparkling beauty, and infinite riches,” Wilbur continues, 
waggling his eyebrows. 


It’s almost enough to make the kitsune break character. Almost. She 
settles for an appropriately lovestruck giggle on a subtly glittered 
face. 


“And | will never not be in love with your enchanting voice,” Sally 
responds. 


“And my bloody good humor?” Wilbur dares to ask with a squinting 
smirk. 


“Ah, yes, a real riot,” pitches Sally’s exaggerated Talon accent. 


Don’t laugh, Wilbur reminds himself. 


“And | loved... every moment of it,” Wilbur sincerely says instead. “I 
never want it to end. So...” 


A pebble breaks in his pocket. He smiles and opens the box in his 
hands. 


Two rings of golden wire, spun in the shape of little crowns, laid side 
by side. 


“Ms. Fable,” he solemnly says as he kneels before her, “would you 
do me the honor of being Mrs. Fable for the rest of our lives?” 


The wings of Sally’s elytron form flare with acted joy as she shrieks 
with delight. “YES! Yes, yes, yes!” 


They slip the simple rings on each other with content smiles while 
the other distractors whoop and holler. The tellers spare confused 
but happily polite claps. 


Wilbur and Sally bow to the little crowd. “Thank you. Thank you. Now 
if you'll excuse us,” Wilbur says with the slightest flourish in his 
voice, “we’ve got the rest of our lives to get to!” 


With that, they play the happy couple, practically skipping out the 
doors. Wilbur breaks the other pebble in his hands right as they turn 
the street corner. 


The world blinks, and the two of them are stepping out of an 
enderpearl stasis chamber in front of a crowd of caravans. 
Somewhere nearby, the last stragglers of safe crackers, distractions, 
and rioters are teleported in on other improvised wells of water and 
pearls. 


Wilbur turns to Web and the other safe crackers. “Did it work?” 


The spider moblin grins caustically, kicking open a barrel spilling with 
emeralds and gold. “Like a fucking charm.” 


“And-” Wilbur nervously turns to a dark-skinned, white-haired elytron. 
“Utka, the breakout, you got what you wanted?” 


“Yeah.” Utka bumps his shoulders with a wiry haired elytron woman. 
Her hands shake as she holds the remains of old, broken chains, but 
she’s smiling. “We did.” 


Wilbur’s legs just might be shaking. “Oh, thank gods.” 


Honey whistles sharply from somewhere amidst the caravans, 
sharply slapping a crate of glass jars. “Alright, divvy up! We ‘otta 
head out t’ spawn before the fat cats up topside find out what they’re 
missin’!” 


Wilbur slumps wearily against his and Sally's caravan. He looks 
inside the windows. Their things are inside, exactly as planned. 


They're really doing this. 


This- this actually happened. 


It feels fake. Like some sort of odd cosmic joke, leaving Wilbur 
waiting for the punchline. It doesn't feel real. 


The hand on his, though. That feels real. 


Sally Soot. 


(She’s real, even when nothing else is.) 


Elytron disguise falling away like water, she looks at the ring on her 
finger with appraising, slitted eyes. “Where'd you get this?” 


“| made it,” Wilbur admits. “Dad makes a lot of mechanical stuff, so 
he’s got gold lying around. It’s a good superconductor.” 


“It's nice.” Her fingers clutch around the ring. “The bit’s over, so | 
should really give this back. Don’t want people getting the wrong 
idea.” 


“What if you... kept it?” Wilbur slowly suggests. 


Sally blinks. “Like, as a gift?” 


“Something like that,” Wilbur stammers. 


A silence falls for a short while. 


“| died when | was nine,” Wilbur randomly says when he starts again. 
“Did | ever tell you that?” 


“...No?” 


“| died,” he says again. “It was only for a little bit, but | did.” 


He looks out at the rest of the caravan. He sees Blue loading up 
brewing stands in an auto-carriage, and he waves back at the 
blazeborn hybrid’s silent greeting. 


“When you die,” Wilbur continues, “there’s a train platform. You find a 
train platform, you pay a toll, and they- they give you a ticket. And 
then you board the train, and-” Wilbur’s hand drops. “-that’s it. Back 
to stardust, or reincarnation, or whatever’s up with your soul.” He 
laughs a bit. “Obviously, | didn’t board the train! But | did get to see 
my own ticket. Do you know what was on that ticket?” 


Sally tilts her head. “What?” 


“Wilbur Soot.” 


Sally stills. 


“| thought it was a fluke at first,” Wilbur quickly says. “That they 
mucked it up, since | kind of glitched my way down there in the first 
place. Then | thought maybe it had something to do with the fire in 
my blood? After a while, | kind of just forgot about it. And then | met 
you.” 


Wine red eyes meet forest green. 


“You, Sally Soot.” Wilbur’s ears flick nervously. “I didn’t want to say 
anything, y'know? | barely knew you, it would have been creepy to 
go all-” He waggles his arms. “-hey babe, here’s a fun fact, your 
name’s gonna go on my gravestone.” He scoffs. “What kind of 
weirdo would go and say something like that?” 


“It would have been weird,” Sally concedes. 


“Yeah. And then... and then | did know you. I’ve known you, for 
months and months, and | think- | think Wilbur Soot makes sense, 
because | don't think | ever want to stop.” 


“Is that a cancellation on all our ‘failed proposal’ restaurant scams?” 
Sally shakily jokes. 


“It’s me asking if you want to divorce scam restaurants for the rest of 
our lives,” Wilbur corrects. 


Sally stares at him, wide eyed. 


Wilbur takes her hand. “You don’t have to say yes,” he stresses. 
“You know that, right? | don’t-” his voice trembles. “Don’t say it just 
because | asked.” 


The kitsune’s eyes well with tears as she grabs his hand in turn. 


...And then she bites him. 


“Ow,” Wilbur flatly says. 


“You dickhead!” Sally sobs. “Il wanted to propose first!” 


Wilbur wheezes an unsteady laugh. “Is that a yes?” 


Sally punches a rhythm into his shoulder. “Of course it is! Now start 
the car. People are gonna think we started shagging in the back if we 
stay this far behind.” 


Wilbur sputters loudly, face blue with his blush. “PRIME’S SAKE, 
WOMAW! Did you really have to go and say it like that?” 


“You're stuck with me now!” Sally cackles. “I'll say whatever | want!” 


Wilbur’s eyes soften. “Is that a promise?” 


“Might've been.” She punches the dash of the car. “Now drive, bird 
boy! Drive!” 


When they catch up with the rest of the caravan, people look all too 
knowingly at the burgeoning bite marks on Wilbur’s face. He tries to 
give a reasonable explanation. He fails. 


The sting on his face feels permanent in a way everything else 
around him doesn't. It feels real. 


(It feels like the start of something that lasts. ) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


"bi"ing time 


31. One More Thing! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


| might not follow you, but we might walk briefly down that same 
road, until we meet again. 


And what does the Blood of the Covenant have to say regarding 
his prophet’s actions in the Idalia riot? 


| have no prophets, the Covenant responds to Hypixel’s gathered 
pantheon. 


And yet traces of your aspect were found. 


My followers are few in this dimension, but they are passionate, 
and their prayers are strong. The Covenant stands unmoved as he 
speaks. They called for strength to protect their own against 
what they deemed a broken covenant of social contract. | 
granted it. 


That was no wayward player, Covenant, Hypixel points out. What 
designs do you have with the son of the Angel of Death? 


The Covenant raises an unimpressed brow. His actions are his 
own. | don’t give him orders. 


Another god tilts their head. Is that disapproval | hear in your 
tone, Technoblade? 


The Covenant’s smile pulls the lines of a gold flecked face, carving 
cruelly past his tusks. I never said that. 


-<>Y<>- 


Sally looks up into the sky. “Hey, | see your dad up there!” 


“Huh. He must be heading out to the spawn portal, too.” Wilbur sticks 
his head out of the car. “PHI////L!” 


A distant flying shape descends- not quite landing, but slowing down 
just enough to look down at them. “Hey, mate!” Philza calls down. 
“Where ya headed?” 


“We're going to the Dreamweaver's server!” Wilbur loudly relays. “I'll 
send you the coords when we settle down!” 


“Alright!” 


“Also!” Wilbur and Sally hold up their hands, flashing their rings. 
“We're married now!” 


Philza might have laughed, then. “You really speedran through that!” 
he cackles. “Thought you would have gone a few more months at 
least, gods!” He flies to the side. “Anything else | need to know?” 


“| think that’s it-” 


Sally leans out of her window, paws bracing against the frame. 
“YOU’RE GONNA BE A GRANDPA!” 


It’s too far away to catch the look on Philza’s face, but Wilbur does 
see the way his antlers swivel back with patent shock, and how the 
man starts careening downwards so carelessly he has to swerve to 
keep from knocking his head into a cliff. 


“You-” Philza sputters an unsteady giggle. “-Gods, you /ittle shits! 
Give a man some warning! You’re gonna be the death of me at this 
rate!” 


“Adapt or die, old man!” Wilbur screams into the sky. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza perches on the rocks of a cliffside he nearly crashed into just 
a moment before. Chatters clusters on a nearby tree. 


He sighs. 


“lm a grandad,” he says to an audience of none. He giggles. “I’m a 
grandad! What the FUCK?” 


The Angel of Death laughs. 


He laughs until he can’t even stand. 


He laughs until his eyes feel like they might be full of tears. 


“I’m a grandad,” he shakily warbles into the ground. 


Philza rolls onto his back, his body a steady weight against the shell 
of his wings, and he looks up at the sky. 


...Maybe he could start traveling again. 


That would be nice. Besides, it’s been a while. 


(Bringing back souvenirs sounds like the kind of thing a grandad 
would do, anyways. ) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Thanks for reading season 3! 

We'll be taking a break from chapter updates to upload 
mobestiary content, trivia, and other orp adjacent content, as 
well as updating our other works. 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


the Discord server 

Find Aenor and Falrisesi on Twitter or on Tumblr 

. If you make or find fanart of our series, @ us on those 
platforms or share it on our Discord so we can properly scream 


Our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 
:) 
Works inspired by this one: 


e you were doomed from the start. by soaceMaverick 
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Summary: 


Philza- Angel of Death, expectant grandfather, empty nester- begins 
to travel again. 


He sends his son letters along the way. 


1. On The Art Of Causing Trouble 
Author's Note: 


This is part of a series, you need the context of the previous 
parts, if you start here and act like it's my fault you don't 
understand stuff then canonically die by my blade. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Eyas, 


| hope this letter finds you well- or that it finds you at all! | think 
Chatters will do well enough, but you can never be sure with these 
kinds of things. 


| think you will all settle down in Lagos’ server smoothly. 


He’s an odd god, and you may not remember him well. | know you 
haven't seen him since you were a boy. But he’s never been unkind, 
and he’ll be useful for you to keep in touch with for any divine advice. 
Just try not to cause trouble for him, alright? I'd rather you not get 
into rows with domain gods. 


Of course, even if you do, remember | am but a letter away, but do 
try not to escalate any conflicts. | rather like Lagos. He’s one of the 
more tolerable divinities. It would be a shame to kill him. 


There’s always the fat chance that this letter HAS NOT in fact made 
it to my son and there’s some random stranger looking at this. In 
which case, kindly fuck off! This is not for you! 


If Chatters isn’t an idiot, and I’ve just gone and cursed out one Wilbur 
Soot- sucks to suck, you little shit! 


You lanky fuck! 


| hope my grandkid(s) wake you up at 3 in the morning like you 
always did! 


(No, | don't.) 
Anyways- Take care of yourself and your family, eyas. 


From your beloved father, 


YITYIC FCISOYKY YMT¥ANCTAY 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Your beloved father,” Sally snorts. 


“He always sounds whacky over letters,” Wilbur notes. “It’s what he 
sounds like when he actually thinks about what he’s saying.” 


“He sounds so weird,” Sally giggles. 


“Could you imagine if that’s what he sounded like in real life?” Wilbur 
jokes. He sits back in his car seat with a somber, wide eyed 
expression. “Oh gods. He probably would sound like that if he didn't 
have that raging Talon accent.” 


Sally smiles. “You think he would ever come visit us?” 


“If Philza forgets to visit, Benihime won't,” Wilbur deadpans. “The 
man was in tears when | told it we were moving out. I’m going to 
wake up one morning and Benihime will just be in the rafters, 
watching me sleep.” Wilbur scans the horizon, the smile on his face 
dropping when he sees a rather familiar figure come into view with 
some other figures he doesn't recognize. “Uh-oh.” 


One of the cars behind them pulls closer. “We got problems?” 


“Not yet,” Wilbur deflects. “Let me do the talking first, I'll get it sorted 
out.” 


It's Lagos, at least that’s what it feels like to Wilbur. Lagos the 
Dreamweaver in yet another one of his many disposable human 
dolls, all dressed up in black hunting clothes and a fuck off huge 
green poncho like some kind of shitty tree. 


(The rabbit mask is new, though. Wearing the face of his godly form 
seems a bit redundant.) 


“You have open land settlement laws on this server,” Wilbur loudly 
says as the old god rides closer with his strange entourage. “| 
checked. Don’t go kicking us out now.” 


“| know,” Lagos surprisingly agrees, “isn’t it great? The king had 
some objections, of course, but | insisted.” He tilts his head coyly as 
he brings his white horse closer. “It was the will of God, after all. The 
Prophet’s word must be accounted for.” 


Wilbur raises his eyebrows. The Dreamweaver posing as his own 
prophet, or possessing the man, if they exist. That’s certainly... a 
choice that Lagos is making making. It defeats the purpose of even 
having a prophet at all, in Wilbur’s opinion- what’s the point of 
delegating if you only delegate to yourself? 


Wilbur almost has the urge to point it out to those nobles on their 
horses, those guards in diamond armor, that their own domain god is 
walking in their midst. But gods have their etiquette, and Philza 
raised a demigod of manners, thank you very much. If Lagos wants 
to play prophet, Wilbur won’t out him. (As long as Lagos returns the 
favor, of course.) 


“We just have to do some paperwork and things,” Lagos continues, 
“nothing major. It's just the land you've settled on is owned.” 


One of the entourage coughs. A masked noble man gracefully 
dismounts from his horse and walks over. Lagos nods to a table that 
was set up close to their caravan. “May we sit?” 


“It's your land,” Wilbur lightly says. 


“It's the Dreamweaver’s land,” Lagos corrects, a slight edge to his 
voice. “If you wish to stay, you should remember that.” 


Oh, Lagos' attached to this little game of his. Wilbur will keep that in 
mind for later. 


The masked noble, presumably the leader of Lagos' little mortal 
entourage, sits down. “By all technicality,” the man enunciates, 
“technically this is my land.” The man nods to Lagos. “Politically, of 
course. Not divinely.” 


Technically by technicality. Wilbur bites the urge to scoff. Good gods, 
that’s a tongue twister. Can’t these guys pay for some fucking 
speaking classes? 


“Though this land has not been in use for quite a while,” the lord 
continues, “my family and title is still attached to the land. We'll need 
to come to an arrangement of sorts.” 


“And that family is?” Wilbur politely asks. “I don’t mean to be rude, of 
course. We're simply new to the area.” 


A short masked woman scoffs (again with the masks, always the 
masks), balancing a child (even the child has a mask!) on her hip as 
she saunters closer. “You come to our server and yet don’t know 
anything about it?” 


“Arabelle, please. We are trying to discuss this peacefully.” The man 
sighs and continues. “Il am Lord Malcom Lore. The Lore family is one 
of the noble houses of this land. It would be wise to read up on our 
customs if you wish to stay, Mr Soot.” 


“| knew that this place would be safe for the people | was guiding,” 
Wilbur neutrally says. “That’s all | needed to know. Everything else, | 
could live with.” He looks Lord Lore in the eyes (or tries to- really, 
what is with those masks), flashing a friendly smile. “You understand 
how it is. Looking out for the people that trust you to guide them.” 


Lord Lore tilts his head. “I will state, before we go any further, that | 
have no intention to throw you and your... interesting caravan off the 
land.” 


Lagos nods in agreement. “No need to be defensive, Wilbur, this is 
all just... bureaucracy.” He shifts in his chair, leaning back and 
putting his boots on the table. 


Wow. 


Holy fuck. 


Those sure are some boots. Thigh high boots, to be exact. The kind 
looked like they belonged more in one of Halfmoon’s more adult 
oriented shows than someone acting as a messenger of the gods. 


(And people call Wi/bur the day hooker around here.) 


Sally nudges Wilbur’s shoulder. “Babe. Babe, | think you’ve been 
upwhored.” 


Wilburs breath hitches. The entire entourage goes dead silent and 
turns to Sally. 


“Wow!” Lagos brightly says, not a note of comprehension in his 
cheerful tone. “I don’t know what that means! | assume it's a good 
thing? Is it?” 


Sally gives a very irreverent thumbs up. “The best thing. Keep at it, 
king.” 


(Wilbur wheezes, just a bit.) 


Lord Lore sighs in relief. “Ah yes, it's... very good, Prophet. Shall we 
get back to the discussion at hand?” 


Wilbur laughs nervously. “Right! Yes! Land, lordship, laws. Mm.” 


(Listen, at least no one’s dead. Wilbur chooses to see that as a win.) 


“Yes, yes.” The lord turns his eyes to a map he rolls out onto the 
table. “Now, about the borders of your settlement-” 


“We were thinking about the walls over by the river,” Wilbur 
interrupts. 


Lord Lore turns his gaze over to the tree covered ruins. “That old 
place? It’s been abandoned for decades.” He waves his hand. 
“Come now, I’m a much more reasonable man than that. There’s 
nothing there but an old shrine tree.” 


“It has walls,” Wilbur points out. “Worn walls, but ones we can build 
off of.” He chuckles. “Besides, I’m rather attached to that old shrine 
tree.” 


Lord Lore shrugs. “As long as you lot don’t cause a fuss.” 


“Me? Causing a fuss?” Wilbur tilts his head sweetly, an innocent trill 
in his voice. “I would never.” 


2. The Season Of Change 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Time passes. 


Eyas, 


From now on, use the Chatters | send to write me back- don’t send 
any letters for me to Techno’s house. Because he kicked me out of 
the house. 


(He did not kick me out of the house.) 


Alright, he kind of did(n't). 


It’s fine, we didn’t have a bloody domestic or anything. Techno just 
wants to get more ambitious with his hobbies and it’s about that time 
| go make the rounds to check some of the dicier soul stations. 


It’s just me, and Chatters, and the Charon, and all the domain gods 
we’re going to inevitably terrify by existing on their servers. Fun 
times! 


| don’t know how much you’ve seen when you play for the shades, or 
how much She’s told you, but... time is strange down there. | used to 
not notice it before, but after living in mortal time with you for so long, 
it sticks out now. 


The Hermitcraft server is particularly fucky with distorted time in 
death’s domain. The lands, the people, the gods themselves, they’re 
all latched upon a seasonal wheel of time, the server resetting itself 
in its attempts to maintain its structural integrity. 


The domain god dies and is reborn through every reset- She has 
mentioned talking to Xisuma many times during his deaths. | can’t 
say I’m too fussed about the whole situation, as unnatural as it is. All 
this time, there’s never been a better alternative to what they’re 
already doing now. 


| just feel a little bad for them, to be honest, living in a constant loop 
like that. 


I’m heading there soon to repair its soul station. Something always 
breaks a bit when that server resets itself. The people there are 
friendly, even if they’re all a bit odd (people don't just stay in 
Hermitcraft, not without a reason), and it is home to very skilled 
craftsmen. 


| might bring some gifts for the baby! 
That might be nice. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“You talk about Death like it’s a person,” Xisuma notes. 


The Angel looks unflinchingly back to the Season of Change. “You 
don’t? You’ve seen Death before.” 


“My previous lives have,” Xisuma elaborates. “I guess | will too, by 
year’s end.” 


“What do you remember?” the Angel asks. 


“Animals,” Xisuma says. “I’d see fields of sand and black roses 
under stars, and there would be nothing else but... just some 
random mob, staring back at me.” An armored hand reaches for a 
bee’s unmoving head. “And when | wake up again, I’m wearing its 
face.” 


The Angel hums. “An animal with cold black eyes, surrounded by red 
butterflies. Was it an asphodel field?” 


The divine host always said that the Angel of Death must have been 
a little mad, talking about hearing death like a Lady in his head. He’s 


too old to reason with, they would say. Be respectful and let him 
make sure the trains run on time. 


Xisuma never quite agreed with the sentiment. 


(The Angel always knows what Xisuma saw without ever being told.) 


“It was,” Xisuma lightly confirms. “It was an asphodel field.” 


-<>Y<>- 


And you can stop going off the deep end worrying about Sally. 


She'll be fine! She’s a kitsune, she won't be having HATCHING 
problems! | get that you’re anxious, but you’re stressing out over all 
the wrong things. 


Tell me when the baby comes around. Whatever you need, I'll be 
there. 


All you have to do is ask, son. 


Your father, waiting- 


YITYIC FCISOKY YMT¥ANCTAY 


-<<>Y¥<>- 
“Will! Come see, she’s kicking!” 
Sally’s joyful shouts snap Wilbur out of his focus. “Kicking?” 


“Mhmm!” Sally’s face shifts with a soft but toothy smile, fangs raking 
across her face. “See?” 


No, Wilbur would not like to see a living creature squirming around in 
his wife’s body, thanks! 


He is not panicking. He is reasonably terrified. There’s a difference. 
(Maybe. ) 


Alright, he is panicking. “Wh- Why is she kicking?” 


Sally snickers, red hair falling over her green eyes as she cruelly 
doubles over in the face of his patent distress. “Babies just do that? 
Do your bird babies not squirm around?” 


“The bird babies,” Wilbur disdainfully hisses, “don’t stay inside the 
whole time like infernal bread boxes! They spend their squirmy time 
outside in an egg like polite little children!” 


And now Sally’s just laughing again! 


“You’re laughing,” Wilbur horrifiedly intones. “Your dear husband is 
losing his mind in the face of your madness, and you’re laughing.” 


“Yep!” 


Wilbur groans, lowering his head into Sally’s hair. “You and this child 
will be the death of me.” 


The kitsune sticks out her tongue at him. “No, you.” 


“That's not how that works.” 


“No, you.” 


3. Hey Mate, It's Been A While 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Wondering whether to stay or go. 


Technoblade, my friend, 


| know you’ve been busy learning about farm optimization on 
Hypixel, but you could stand to write the lad once in a while! Wilbur 
was getting a bit concerned when you didn’t write back to his letters. 
| knew better, but Wilbur’s never had to live through one of your 
hyperfocuses before. He was half harassing me to check that you 
hadn't gone and got eaten up by a harvester. 


(Got to admit. Would be funny if true.) 


I’m going to be a grandad, somehow. Gods knows how that 
happened. | really shouldn’t be this surprised, between a demigod 
and a spirit, but here we are. #-serprsed--aHwerrec_abeutthem- 
Vitbarstitfeets-se-_yeoure they beth-de- 


The baby’s going to be a girl, or so I’ve been told. Apparently people 
can just see that shit now. Technology’s weird. | think I’m going to be 
there a bit after the baby’s born, just as a little extra hand. That’s 
what grandparents do, right? 


You don't have to come along if you don’t want. You helped raise 
Wilbur and that’s all I'll ever ask of you. Attaching to mortals is hard, 
and... I'd be a hypocrite, honestly, if | tried to tell you to push it. I’m 
already pushing it myself. 


l’m- I’m trying. I’m trying to be there, even if it doesn't last. (I’m trying 
so hard not to run from this.) 


| miss you, | think. But it’s good to be apart sometimes. Living with 
you was WEIRD. Not in a bad way. | think | forgot how to 


I’m 
| haven't 


fee ayes Seedies 


IT WAS ALL VERY STRANGE. IN A NICE WAY, PROBABLY. | JUST 
WASN’T USED TOIT. 


So it’s good to take a break from all that! 


It was definitely better for Wilbur, staying in one place! But maybe 
not so good for me. | can handle being in one place in- in doses, you 
know? Not forever. 


Maybe one day. 


... she’s been offering to let me live with Her. 


Properly, | mean. 


| wouldn't even need to die to do it. I- to be honest, | don’t know if | 
CAN die anymore. Or at least pass on. We both know She’d never 
allow it. I'll be running those trains forever, whether in this life or the 
next. 


| don’t think | would ever just give up the living world- not Wilbur, not 
you- but | might stay with Her for a while, just to know what it’s like. It 
might be nice. 


I'll see you soon. 


-Phil 


4. An Attempt Was Made 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Benihime is going. We don't know where he's going, but by god 
it's going. 


Eyas 


my morning golden light shining over pale clouds in opal skies my 
sunrise my beautiful sun son boy my wings MY SUN MY SON 


Hello 


benihime ph1lza having days of time is very alone very lonely miss 
you miss you hello wildbor be happy 


be Happy 
happy son wildbor has saylee saylee is his wife happy wife 


Angel also we have wife very happy don’t visit you never come back 
and | will cry 


chatters told that happy saylee has new son 

New sonboy 

THEODOSIA my beloved my beloved my beloved 
THEODOSIA is not here benihime does not know new son 


I lov 


| love her 


| love her 


theodosia my eyas 


Wilbur. Wilbur, if you got that last letter, | am so fucking sorry. We 
were drunk and | couldn't stop Benihime from sending you... that. | 
don't know what the fuck it's trying to say either, and even sober 
Benihime inists that you'll understand perfectly because its too proud 
to admit we turn into a fucking dumbass while drunk. 


| am So sorry. 


Your very confused 2-for-1 father, 


XITYIC 
YOVTITIr 


5. The Elytra ls The Powerhouse Of The Cell 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Shocking new discoveries as mortal technology marches on. 


Wilbur, 


| cant say I’m shocked over Theodosia’s appearance. | know the 
lack of wings is a disappointment, but try to look on the good sides of 
this- you don't have to deal with preening baby bird’s down! Just a 
hairbrush will do! 


(Jury’s out on molting, though. Keep an eye out when she starts 
getting older.) 


In other news- this probably ISN’T news to you, you’ve always been 
better at keeping up with current events than | was- have you heard 
that little bit of research about elytron wings? Apparently our elytra 
are deadass a whole separate animal! Symbiotic shapeshifters! 
What the fuck? 


| know we always said that our wings are the second soul, but | 
wasn't expecting it to be quite so literal. Fucked up if true. It makes 
sense, though. Wing color genetics never matched with stuff like eye 
color? And then look at MY WINGS! Think about it- how do those 


fucks ever fit inside my shell? Turns out, the answer is that they 
dont! Our wings just bloop back to symbiotic goop the moment our 
shells close! 


Well- | will admit, none of this is really news to ME. You've seen all 
that bullshit with Benihime- we always knew something was up with 
elytra. I've even stared at elytron shades passing through the soul 
Station- can confirm that yes, there’s a whole separate soul sitting on 
our backs. It's weird to have actual scientific confirmation, | guess. 


And actually... there's another thing. 


Turns out 


turns out there’s other people like me. And Benihime. There’s other 
elytra out there that are alive like it is. 


Which makes. It. Makes sense. We can’t have just been an accident, 
right? 


We’re not... upset about it. It’s just weird. 


To spend our whole lives being told we don't exist, and suddenly the 
world becomes okay with it. 


It’s just all very strange! Honestly, | wouldn't have even bothered you 
about it, BUT! There’s an off-chance that it might be genetic! So... 
do keep an eye out. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“You aren't joining in the dances, old man?” 


Philza scoffs at the squinting boyish face of a vibrantly downed 
elytron. “You’re not young yourself, Grian.” An antler flicks with not- 
quite amusement. “It’s not like anyone here is in my age bracket, 
anyway. It’s just nice to watch people live, sometimes.” 


An uncanny rainbow of parrot-like feathers fluffs with the 
Dreamslayer’s laughter. A chaos god’s black beady eyes look out at 
the dancers. 


“There’s quite a lot of wing flourishes this year. | suppose that 
revelation about their elytra has put a spiritual revival into them.” 


Philza tilts his head with his smile. “And not for you?” 


“| was never an elytron, god brother.” A parrot faced elytra opens to 
unfurl feathered dragon’s wings, their grasping claws curling over the 
shoulder of a red sweater. “Il was only ever close enough.” 


“| think I’m more close enough than elytron these days, myself.” 
Philza braces on his cane as he stands, and offers his hand. “Come 
on, brother. It’s a wing festival. We might as well dance.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


All that aside, thank you for the pictures! They’re very lovely! You 
didn’t have to go through all that trouble- you know I'll be visiting 
soon- but it’s good to see my granddaughter’s face. 


You're probably going to have to explain to Benihime what a grandad 
is, though. I’m 90% sure it’s still calling Theodosia my son. I’m going 
to say sorry in advance for that. 


That being said, on the matter of elytra- please take care of those 
eyas wings of yours. You’ve got a whole second soul to take care of. 
Even in its frozen state, | do worry. 


Your nonsense father, 


YITVIT FCLIGOY YTVARCTAY 


6. My Wings 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The story began with a man who had nothing but his wings and 
the clothes on his back. 
Let him look back. 


To my wings, 


Theodosia has the brown of her father’s hair and the grey of his 
down in her fur. She has her mother’s green eyes, and she’s a bit 
more kitsune than elytron- she doesn’t look like Wilbur’s child, not 
yet- but she'll grow into it. 


| don’t know if it was you or me that was crying, that first time we 
held her. Maybe it was both. 


We will never teach her to fly. She has no wings and she is not our 
child. 


But she’s Wilbur’s. For that alone, we can love her all the same. 


Benihime. You've known and protected me in the way no one else 
can, for as long as we can remember and far past that. For years, 
decades, centuries, millennia- did | never thank you for that, all this 


time? How would | have been free without you? (Would | have even 
been alive?) 


...Did it hurt, to become? To have been nothing but the wings at my 
back and then suddenly more? To be full of stars and night, your 
feathers made like knives? 


(It hurt me, too. Sometimes it still does.) 


| find myself sleepwalking because of you, keeping watch for 
dangers even when they do not exist. Maybe that’s my fault that 
you've never known better. 


You don't need to fight just to live. You’re allowed to be more than 
what you do for me, you always were. 


You deserve to be something kind, if you want. You deserve to learn 
how. 


Maybe we both do. 


From an Angel to his wings, 


YITYAG 


Notes for the Chapter: 
from a winged sword to its angel, 


for you 
the world 


7. On An Angel's Opinions, 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Don't pay any mind to what he's thinking. It's not important. 


Eyas, 


Don’t worry so much about my opinions. How | feel about her has 
nothing to do with how | feel about you. | don’t really care one way or 
another if you stay in touch with Sam-seong, | just personally don't 
want to see her. We’re both too old to bother being bitter about each 
other. 


In other news, | started seeing my wife again. 


Don't freak out- I’m not dead. Not dying any time soon either, so 
guess that sucks for your inheritance, HAH! 


What would you even inherit, anyway? Money? Titles? Godhood? 
The Charon? 


And for what? 


Imagine the paperwork, eyas. Imagine the trains. You would suffer in 
my line of work, mate. 


I’ve been visiting quite a lot of different servers to fix up the stations, 
make updates. (2b2t, as always, has found 15 new ways to break 
the automatic systems, and I’ve had to find 15 new ways to keep that 
from happening again. My constant nemesis.) And I’ve been staying 
with Her in the meantime. 


It’s nice. 


Your father, lurking in the basement under everything, 


YITVIT FCLIGOY YTVANCTAY 


-<>Y<>- 


“| see strange people in th’ stations sometimes,” Philza says one day 
as he runs a sturdy worn comb through Her hair. 


Oh? Her head tilts back, almost facing him. Like who? 


“People that look like they’re from the past,” Philza answers, working 
his way through imperceptible knots. “Sometimes | see people 


wearing clothes or holdin’ things that don’t exist until decades after 
I've seen ‘em.” 


An Angel’s hands weave through an endless shadow of hair, and the 
strands shine red like rippling tides of blood. Bone and bristle 
brushes down the bloody mirage, moss and mushrooms and 
butterflies falling out of Her hair. 


If She had been poetic, perhaps it would be a metaphor. The grit and 
murmur of unquiet death, tangled and manifested on Her form, 
unseen until an Angel works his scarred hands through Her. 


He tended to do that. Work through things slowly until they were left 
better than he found them. An empty void given forests. Shambling 
shades given trains and rest. A seat for Her at every station. 


(Somewhere in an endless underworld, there are houses for Her, 
and sometimes She even lives in them.) 


“And I'll see paintings ‘f me that are o/der than me,” Philza continues. 
“I'll see references to my trains in books that were written before | 
ever built “em.” 


Death is timeless, Phil. Maybe in some ways you’ve always 
been here. 


His smile might have softened then. “If this is about to lead into some 
bit about how I’m destined t’ be here for eternity, | will never speak to 
you again.” 


She only laughs in return. Philza breathes a sigh, shaking a few 
unruly tangles of moss from Her hair. 


“There’s a bit of a stubborn knot right here,” he mutters under his 
breath. “Hold on, lemme-” 


He pauses. There’s a silence as he stares into the dark strands. 


“Chatters, get out of there,” Philza quietly says. 


Four crows pop their heads out of the freshly combed hair. 


Mumza! 


Hehehoho hair nest 


Forbidden nest 


“You can't just live there!” Philza insists. “That’s impolite.” He bats his 
hand at the offending birds. “Shoo. Fuck off.” 


The gathering of Chatters obediently scurries up the Angel’s 
shoulders. Except for one that flits up to Her shoulders, coyly 
scooting closer to Her face. 


“Don't you fucking dare,” Philza hisses. 


The crow looks between him, and Her, as if contemplating its life 
choices. And then it starts flying right toward Her face. 


a rusty nail. 


Not that Philza lets it. He brandishes his cane and thwacks the 
Chatters right back into the void with all the prejudice of hammering 


As one does. 


BELT 
BELT 
BELT 


BELT 


She loudly snickers at his weary expression and his eagerly chanting 
crows. Sir, that is bits of your immortal soul that you’re throwing 


back into the empty. 


Philza looks flatly back to her. “Yes, and?” 


THE CROWFATHER GIVETH AND THE CROWFATHER TAKETH 
AWAY, Chatters cackles. 


Be nice. 


“lll be nice when the peanut gallery stops being a fucking 
embarrasment!” the man harshly squawks. 


What was that one even trying to do, anyways? She innocently 
asks. 


He just laughs nervously, pulling his cane closer to himself. 


She leans closer. What is it? 


“l- uh-” Philza stutters, a starry blush growing on his face. “Well- it 
might've been- ah-” He tucks his hat down, looking away with a 
strained squint. “- tryin’ t’ fly int’ your mouth.” 


She blinks. 


And then She laughs. 


“Listen,” he futilely attempts to explain, “I’m sure it makes perfect 
sense to them-” 


He looks back at Her, only to see several ofher Chatters trying to 
climb into Her hair. 


“Oi, oi, oi! Philza’s wings puff and rattle as he swings his cane 
around. The carved white raven at its head practically vibrates with 
rage. “Hadaway, y’ cheeky bastards!” 


Scatter! 
Scatter! 


Scatter! 


The crows scatter, leaving nothing but a Lady and one eternally 
mortified Angel. 


“Please forgive my straying mind, m/’Lady,” Philza laboriously 
articulates. “My thoughts are full of impulsive dumb fucks! he 
shouts, turning back to the direction the crows retreated. 


And what thoughts are those, exactly? She dares to tease. 


“Nothing,” he quickly says. 


MUMCZA! 
MUMCZA! 
SHE! 
Mumza my beloved 
Mumza our beloved 
My WIFE 


OUR wife (communist theme intensifies) 


“By Talon, this can’t be happening,” Philza quietly despairs. 


Ah, yes, how horrible, She deadpans. We can’t let your wife, who 
you married, find out you love Her. 


“Absolutely not,” Philza shakily insists with a wry smile. “The Angel of 
Death has never loved anything or anyone on this earth, not since 
the day | was born, and | shall never-” 


She leans down to cup a hand against his face- the way She might 
have done a thousand times before, a thousand years before. 


He falls silent, eyes fixed with awe and quiet devotion- as he might 
have done, a thousand times over a thousand years, and an eternity 
past that. 


Never what? She coyly asks. Love me? 


“No,” Philza breathlessly smiles. “Never. Not on my life.” 


And | said no, a Chatters whispers. Ya know, like a liar. 


Of course, She easily smiles back. And since you don’t love me, 
it won’t mean anything to you if | said... 


She shrinks down, down, down. Down to a shorter height, a mortal 
height, until She is the one that looks up at him, hands daringly 
ghosting over golden eyelashes. 


(She’s rather proud of the shade of eyeshadow She used for him 
today.) 


...You’re so pretty, She lightly trills. 


Oh? Pog? 


Pretty privilege? 


Prettyza canon? 


Canonical pretty privilege. Pog champion. 


“Really?” Her Angel might have laughed, just a bit. “Oh, that makes it 
all worth it, then.” 


Worth enough to stay? She lilts. 


“Don’t get ahead of yourself, m’Lady,” Philza chuckles. “I’m not dead 
yet.” 


8. Minor Spot Check 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur has an uncomfortable realization. 


Wil, before | forget- 


Keep a close eye on Theodosia, would you? | don’t know how 
kitsune magic manifests- that’s for Sally to know- but Theo is a 
demigod. A diluted one, likely, but a demigod nonetheless. 


You started showing divine signs before you even reached school 
age, after all. 


Your regrettably divine father, 


YITYIC FCYSOYKY YMTKANCTAY 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Oh, we don't have instinctive magic!” Sally easily assures with a 
wave of her paws when Wilbur asks after the matter one day. “It’s a 
skill, it has to be taught.” 


“That’s good to know! Suppose that just leaves my side of the family, 
| guess.” Wilbur looks down at the bouncing baby in his arms, 
waggling his hands at her belly in a tickling motion, rewarded with 
chirping giggles. “Don’t you worry, little Theo. I'll teach you how to 
wrangle that silver tongue.” 


“Will she have one, though?” Sally curiously waves her four tails. 
“Your dad’s a death god, and you didn’t get any death powers.” 


“Huh.” Wilbur looks up, frowning. “You do have a point there.” 


Sally tilts her head in thought. “Maybe it skips a generation.” 


Wilbur snickers. “Gods, could you imagine?” 


He looks into Theodosia’s oblivious, innocent green eyes. 


It’s funny. 


She’s got that same wild tilt to her eyes that Philza has, sometimes. 


“Oh, gods,” Wilbur repeats, a little quieter this time. “Could you 
imagine ?” 


A pause. 


“Sally, can you get me my ink? | need to write back-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Phil, 


No pressure but can you visit like Right Now | JUST NEED YOU TO 
CHECK ON SOMETHING REAL QUICK 


Notes for the Chapter: 
That's it! 
This was kind of a short fic. 
But Wilbur's alot more verbose than Phil. 
| wonder what his letters would say? 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


the Discord server 

Find Aenor and Falrisesi on Twitter or on Tumblr 

. If you make or find fanart of our series, @ us on those 
platforms or share it on our Discord so we can properly scream 
our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 


Otakuforlife19, Rocket999 
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Summary: 


Theodosia Soot is lonely, so sometimes she writes letters to her 
grandpa Philza. Which would be fine, except her letters don't quite 
match the things that her father has been saying in his own letters. 


Not that Wilbur would ever lie. Not him of all people. Everything is 
fine. 


(Until it isn't.) 


1. Like Cool Kids Do, Like School Kids Do 


Author's Note: 


Please take care to read archive warnings. 

This work is part of a series and is written with the context of 
having read the previous parts. 

It is not our fault if you fail to read archive warnings or read the 
series in its intended order. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Phil, 


| know it’s a little redundant to write you when you’re already on your 
way to your next visit, but it’s been well over a year now since you’ve 
touched down. | feel like | should fill you in on things. 


You were right about the Dreamlands, and it hasn’t changed much 
since you last gave it a good look. There’s a high spirit population 
beyond the heartlands and the forests are very wild. There’s even a 
massive herd of sacred deer! Makes me look twice when | go 
hunting, that’s for sure. 


As always, we’re doing fine. The houses for the caravan group are 
nearly all complete- same with most of the shops. The church that 
you saw getting built into those old walls the last time you were here 
has also finished, which means the school can start opening 
properly. 


Our little family is pretty much the only one still working out of our 
caravan- the house is nice, of course, but a food shop just doesn’t 
have the same charm as the old hot dog van, you know? Besides, 
with the other cars having been broken apart and recycled for 
building materials, it gives our car a bit of historical value! A good 
reminder of our roots to keep around. 


Theodosia’s two years old now, so she’s started going to school- 
even if she’s a bit younger than the other schoolchildren at the 
moment- and she’s been learning to write. (She hasn't started any 
cults, so she’s already doing better than | did in that regard.) 


Don’t expect her to recognize you right away- she hasn't seen you 
since she was a baby, after all, and you know how hard it is to get 
good pictures of you. But she does know about you, and she likes 
hearing your letters and reading your postcards. | think she’s looking 
forward to being properly introduced to you. 


Who knows? Maybe she'll try writing something to you one day! 
That’d be adorable, wouldn't it? 


P.S.- | don’t want to end on bad news, but just a bit of warning for 
when you visit, Sally’s been a bit under the weather lately. She’s fine, 
we’re fine, she just hasn’t quite shaken off those baby blues yet, you 
know? Having a nice visitor like yourself would be good to cheer her 
up, | think. 


Seeing you soon, 


Wilbur Soot 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years my beloved 


2. Baby You Are My ANGELLLLLLLLLLLL 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Theodosia writes me a letter every day... 


hi papa 

hi grampa 

hi pops popopopopopop 
hi grandfath 

hi fil 


hi grandza 


sorry for crying that you look like a monstre sleeping in the attic. you 
are my grandza you are not a monstre 


if you don’t sleep in attics anymore you will not look like a monstre 
and no one will cry at you 


but dad sayd we don have enough rooms in the house 
you can share with my room 


unless you want to be an attic monstre that is okay beecause i love 
you even if you are attic monstre 


or you Sleep in your purple magic dragon boat. 
but that is bad no sleeping outside there is monstre at night 


outside is nice outside for creechure i am not creechure i am just a 
littol boi i am not for outside 


you are very nice 
you are very big 
prettie hair 


deer face is wrong but that is okay 


sorry mom crying sometimes 
mom likes you 


She looks sad but she likes you she is just sad 


Secret leter for secret chatters 
and then chatters will go away and then chatters will come back 


dad will go to work and mom will go to sleepy but chatters come 
back so okay 


bye bye bye 
pls come back you are my angle 


promis you come bak 


THEODOSIA 


3. On Good Days 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Sally has a good day. 


Phil, 


Theo is doing very well in school! Practically the top of her class! 
Honestly, school might be a little too boring for her. I’ve been trying 
to get her into clubs and camps- give her something to do, you 
know? 


Besides, it’s good to get her out of the house whenever Sally’s under 
the weather. Less stress for the two of them and | can’t just look after 
them both, you know how tt is. 


Factoring the above, we were thinking of doing her slots a little early. 
Kitsune always do early slots, anyway. We might do her lives too 
while we’re at it. We didn’t want to do it while Sally was carrying, we 
weren't sure about the risks. Half spirit, you know? 


Could you come with us for the lives ritual when that comes around? 
| know you’re not fond of churches, but the lives shrine in this area is 
a separate building around the spawnlands. 


I’m sure everything will be fine- she’s got divine blood and all- but | 
just want to make sure. 


-<>9Y<>- 


A downy kitsune child lets out a happy squeal, paws scratching 
loudly on the wooden docks. 


An antlered elytron steps off the deck of an old sky barge, letting out 
a rough laugh as the tiny bundle crashes into it. “Hello, eyas,” 
Benihime lightly chuckles. “How’s my little boy?” 


“She’s my daughter, dumbass,” Wilbur reminds his father for the 
millionth time. 


Benihime hums distractedly as Theodosia climbs up its side, 
unflinchingly bearing the rough claws scrabbling up its form. “Son is 
so much easier to say, though,” it notes. “Why do you need so many 
child words?” 


“Don’t sue me,” Wilbur snarks. “I didn’t invent Script. Just don’t go 
around calling people the wrong stuff, some people take it bad.” 


“| wanna be the sonboy!” Theodosia shouts from her new perch on 
her grandfather’s shoulders. 


Wilbur sighs wearily. “If you still want to be the son boy next week, 
we'll ask your mom, okay?” 


“Ye | ” 


Benihime contentedly leans on its cane, and when its head lifts 
again, Wilbur sees Philza’s old sleepy eyes staring back at him. 


“Hi, mate,” Philza tiredly greets. “Sorry I’m late, Benihime just wanted 
to say hi.” 


Theodosia gently tugs on Philza’s antlers, jostling his head. “Bring it 
back!” 


“Nope!” Philza re-straightens his hat, walking towards Wilbur. “It said 
hi, it's gone forever now.” 


“Noooo!” 


“Yesss.” Philza snickers. 


Theodosia lets out a long tiny scream and tugs on Philza’s ears. 


“Theo,” Wilbur wearily reminds her. “Don’t bully your grandad. He’s 
fragile.” 


“I’m fragile!” Theodosia parrots right back. “The teacher said so.” 


“That’s because all the other kids are over twice your age, Theo. 
They’d turn you into a pancake if they could.” 


Philza snorts, hefting Theodosia off his shoulders. “You don’t get to 
talk either, Wil. You’re just as fragile as | am.” He holds the small 
child in his arms. “You got your slots yet, eyas?” 


Theodosia sticks her tongue out at him, revealing the squared grid 
right on the center of it. 


Philza nods sagely. “Pog champion.” 


“Come on.” Wilbur hefts the strap of Philza’s enderbox onto his own 
shoulders. “Let’s go home. Sally made pasta.” 


Philza’s cane clacks loudly on the docks as they walk, leaning with 
the weight of the child in his other arm. “Has Sally been doing 
alright?” He asks in tentative Talon. “/t feels like every time you talk 
about her, she’s always a little sick.” 


“She caught some kind of postpartum thing,” Wilbur’s Talon easily 
answers back. “/t’ll wear off eventually.” 


“Grandzaaaa!” Theodosia whines. “What are you talking about?” 


“It’s been over two years,” Philza worriedly continues. “That’s a long 
time for something to wear off.” 


“We'll be alright,” Wilbur insists. “She’s not- she’s not that sick. She 
just gets worn out sometimes, that’s all.” 


Philza lets out an uncertain noise. “If you say so.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Theo talks about you and your letters alot! She’s really taken a shine 
to you- I’m almost jealous. 


Your son, 


Wilbur Soot 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wilbur quickly picks up the dishes when Sally moves to stand. “I'll 
take care of it.” 


“Il can handle dishes, you know-” 


“| know.” Wilbur soothes at Sally’s long furred ears as his other hand 
grabs the plates. “I just don’t want you to strain yourself, that’s all.” 


Sally rolls her eyes, but she smiles and lets him go on anyway. 


-<>Y<>- 


P.S.- Can you send me a refresher on the dyuers recipe? | think | 
havent been making mine strong enough. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


public schools in orp are usually run by churches and aren't 
separated by grade. 


4. Dreamy 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Theodosia met a cute boy! 


hi popza i had a dream that i caught a fishy and it made me cry 


I’m hungry but dad is outside and mom is sleepy again so i found 
chatters and chatters gave me kichen snak 


chatters my be loved 


| got my hearts. a pretty green man gave them to me he was nice 
like you 


we will have a summer wedding 


i have lots of bad dreams. dad says i would cry lots when i was a 
babee because | had night tear-ers but then he sayd i stopped 


i don’t think | stopped 


i don’t naptime at scool anymore because i keep having bad dreams 
the cass-mates sayd i screem 


sometimes | wake up and the dream is real 


i don’t wanna be real 


the dreams tell me bad things 


| had dream big majic laydy with the big hat! big majic big hat like 
popza. she says you talk about me and she can make the majic 
dreams stop 

dad says its bad to listen to dream people tho 

but she likes you is she real 


dad sayd you have majic powres do | have majic powres | don want 
the majic powres 


| have braed 

Honeylemon giv braed. Secret. don’t tell dad he wont no 
If you don’t tell dad 

i giv you braed. So many 


if dad sayd no that okay we give to benni my be loved and then you 
dont break the rules 


bye bye 


you are my angle 


THEODOSIA 


5. Helpful Neighbors 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Theo is helpful and Sally has another good day. 


Hey Phil, 


Sorry that | haven’t been writing back as much lately. I’ve been 
taking over more of the family business and trying out new recipes 
for Sally! You know how it is in the food business, you’ve always got 
to be innovative. 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur opens the bedroom door. 


Sally hasn’t moved from her curled up little spot on their bed since 
the last time he checked. Another bad day, then. 


Wilbur sighs, moving close enough to nudge her shoulder. “What 
color do you want with breakfast?” 


“,.. Blue,” she mutters into her pillow. 


Wilbur smiles wearily. “How about something a little different this 
time? Today seems like a yellow and pink kind of day, don’t you 
think?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


She’s been a bit more happy recently. She even hung out with Theo 
today. 


| watched them, of course! Sally’s been rather accident prone as of 
late- with how tired she’s been, it’s been affecting her shapeshifting. 


Nothing but bruises and small cuts when things slip up, so don't fuss 
too hard. Sally is made of tougher stuff than you are! That new 
potion patch recipe you sent over works great by the way. The 
neighbors barely see a scratch on this household. 


And don’t worry, she hasn't been cooped up in the house. She does 
plenty of hunting and foraging on good days! She’s been teaching 
Theo about edible mushrooms. 


Speaking of Theo, she’s a very industrious child! She likes to pop 
into people’s shops to lend a helping hand- though | suspect pastry- 


based bribery may be involved in Honey and Lemon’s case. 


-<>Y<>- 


The shop bell rings as the apothecary door opens. Schlatt looks up 
from his inventory, an unlit cigar half-eaten in his mouth. 


“What's up?” 


A smoky furred kitsune kit sniffles, green eyes wide with unshed 
tears on a face just a little too human and downy to ever pass for a 
full fox. “Mom’s sick today,” the kit waveringly says. “Can | count 
flowers with you?” 


The demonic sharpness of a ramlin’s stern face recedes slightly. 
“Yeah, Dosie,” Schlatt softly allows, “whatever you want.” He takes 
out some empty jars. “Do you like roses?” 


Theodosia nods and pushes open the countertop door. 


“Uncle ‘Latt, why is Mom so sick all the time?” 


“Some people are just born sick, kiddo.” Schlatt passes a rose to 
Theo. “Can't help it.” 


“Mom didn’t used to be sick,” Theo mumbles, picking the petals 
apart. 


“Yeah. She didn’t.” Schlatt sighs through his nose, crunching down a 
little more on his cigar. “You wanna get fries later? | found this place 
that does really good sauce.” 


“Okay.” 


-<>Y<>- 


! will admit we’re not doing perfect right now, but what family is? 


I’m doing the best that | can. 


We'll be alright. 


Yours, 


Wilbur 


6. Little Magic 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Theo wants to see grandpa. 


hello popza can i show you my litol peeple when you come over 


| have so many litol peeple 


the outside animels give me shiney rocks and clay and i make litol 
peeple 


you will like it because chatters likes shiney and i like you 


favrit son boy 


no one plays with me but i saw a rackoon. Tiny hands. 


Picnic sandwich me and and litol peeple is like having friends 


i want to talk to mom but mom and dad can’t see me when mom is 
Sic 


i don't want to be majic any more can i stop 


7. The Scene, The Scene, Don't Make A Scene 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Theo says sorry. 


Dad, 


Sorry about all that fuss when you left! 


I’m not really sure what happened! 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Have a safe trip,” Sally says. 


The talons of Philza’s feet cut into the old wood of the docks. “I got 
no say in the matter,” he dares to joke. 


“Die, then,” Wilbur snarks. 


Philza scoffs a quick laugh. He looks down to Theodosia and rests a 
gentle hand on her head. 


“Bye, mate.” 


Theodosia looks up at him, striking green eyes and all, and promptly 
bursts into tears. 


-<>Y<>- 


You didn’t do anything wrong, Theo just got... really, REALLY upset 
about you leaving, all of the sudden. It really did just come out of 
nowhere, she’s always been so well behaved. 


| don’t know why she was so torn up about it. You’ve been visiting 
more often than you’ve ever been. 


Your mildly confused son, 


Wilbur 


-<>Y<>- 


popza dad said i'm not allowed to make you sad anymore 


did i do something wrong 


please come back 


please? wan angle 


am your favrit sonboy 


8. The Salmon's Interlude 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The first and only letter she ever sent. 


Dad, 


I’m sorry if our situation right now made you feel like you had to keep 
checking in on us. | know you’re busy and you’ve had so much going 
on already, but life doesn’t have to be a battle, alright? You don't 
need to worry yourself sick about us. 


| promise this isn’t what we’re like all the time. You’ve just caught us 
during a rough patch, that’s all! | think we can pull through this 
together, | really do. 


I'll tell you if we need anything. | promise. 


-Wil 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur loves me 


Theo loves me 


I’m trying 


| promise i'm trying 


But it’s so hard 


I’m so tired 


-<>9Y<>- 


A large lithe fox lounges on the couch, five tails swishing. Dad smiles 
sadly. 


“What’s wrong with Mom?” Theo asks. “She’s just being a fox right 


now. 


“She’s taking a break right now,” Dad explains. “So, she’s not going 
to act like a person very much. Be careful, alright?” 


And then Dad goes out the door. 


Mom doesn’t look like a fox fox. Her face is too skinny, her ears are 
too long, and the whites of her green eyes red like berries. 


“Is this what you really look like?” Theo asks. She hesitates. “Is it 
nice to not think about things?” 


Mom sticks her wet nose in Theo’s face. Theo giggles, petting her 
mom’s whiskers. 


“Can | look like that, too?” 


Mom gives a little lick and bumps her face into Theo’s chest, pushing 
her up a large red furred neck. 


They move towards the window and the world blinks. The world 
blinks and they’re outside. 


A fox and the kit at her back, thin paws striking over wood and stone 
roofs, invisible to the people walking below. A fox and the kit at her 
back, leaping towards the trees and landing on the forest floor, and 
the world blinks and Theo sees. 


She sees and then she Sees- she sees the pulse of the trees and 
the flowers and the grass, colors shifting with the dance of clouds in 
the sky. 


She hears the rustle of the animals and the wind amongst the 
leaves. She hears, past the drum of paws on ancient dirt, her mother 
singing. 


She sees, she sees, she sees again. 


Her mother’s face dives into the river and returns with a salmon. 
They eat along the riverbanks. 


There are no people here. There are only two foxes by the river. 


They fall asleep under the trees, blanketed by their tails, and there 
are no monsters nearby. 


(And as they sleep, a kitsune kit’s smoky tail turns from one to two.) 


-<>Y<>- 


If | never get better, Angel, will you give me your mercy? 


-Sally 


9. Meatloaf and Toast 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Sleepy. 


hello popza 


| had a very bad dream that a monster tried to eat my dad 


-<>9Y<>- 


A wide eyed kitsune lashes its five tails, looking down at the body 
below her. 


It doesn’t fight back. Why doesn’t it fignt back? 


(Why is it smiling at her?) 


“It’s okay,” it weakly whispers, a taloned hand reaching up to touch 
her fur. “It’s okay.” 


The growl in her mouth subsides. The body’s chest heaves tiredly, 
blue fire bleeding harmlessly down the side of its face, spattered on 
the downy wings splayed on its back- burning, just slightly, the wool 
of a yellow sweater. 


There are tears landing on the body below her, a mournful sound in 
her throat. 


“Hi, Sally,” the body might have smiled, exhausted breaths fogging 
red tinted glasses. “We’ve made a right mess of the bed, haven’t 
we?” 


Her head limpy falls on its bleeding chest, tears pooling in her eyes. 


“s alright,” it says again, stiffly patting her head. “Slap an instant 
patch on me and I'l be right as rain.” It coughs. “Gods, my ribs. 
That’s gonna smart.” 


She whines. 


“We’re okay,” the body half sings, “we're alright.” Thin arms tighten 
around her neck. “You could never hurt me.” 


She tries to move her head, met by an unyielding hold at every turn. 
She scratches at the shoulders of a yellow sweater, silvery blue 


blood caking at her claws, and as her exhausted body shrinks down 
more and more, the smoke of blue fire only rises in her lungs. 


“We’re gonna be fine,” The voice shakes. “We’re gonna be fine. | 
promise.” 


-<>Y<>- 


dad said it was just a dream 
but then he hurt himself when | woke up 
did i make the dream real 


am i bad 


-<>Y<>- 


“Dad?” Theo rubs her eyes as she walks into the kitchen. “Il heard a 
scary noise. Are you okay?” 


Dad’s eyes are almost invisible behind his glasses when he smiles. 
There’s a cut of bloody meat on the counter, and blue in the water as 
he washes his hands. 


“Sounds like you had another nightmare, eyas.” He tilts his head, 
putting away a jar of something pink in the cupboard. “We both got 
up a little late. | haven’t cooked for you in a bit, how about some 
meatloaf for brunch?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


we had meatlofe and toste 


mom isn’t back from her walk 


we don’t have any more toste and dad won't wake up 


will popza teech me toste 


and then i give you braed 


if you eat the braed and go sleepy that’s okay then you won't get lost 
like mom 


byebyebye 


y aer ml angLe 


i'm sleepy 


THe d 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Somewhere, an old man leans his raven headed cane into the 
helm of his ship. There’s a loud click, and an end crystal spins to 
life inside alien wood carved in the shape of a dragon’s head. 


An Angel of Death spins a steering wheel, shifts his cane 
forward in its port, and The Charon rows out into the land of the 
living once more. 


10. Popza 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Grandpa got Theo's letters. 


There’s a knock at the door. 


“Wilbur?” The door rattles, the voice on the other side careening with 
the slightest tilt of panic. “Theo?” 


The door clicks open before Theo can open it, impossibly dark 
feathers spilling out of the lock. Grandpa’s worn face stumbles into 
view. 


“Oh, eyas,” an Angel mournfully warbles. “How long were you 
waiting here?” 


“Mmm. 


His face falls. “Theo, you’re shaking.” Rough starry hands cup at the 
downy fur of her face. “Did y’ get to eat at all tday?” 


Theo silently shakes her head. Grandpa sighs. 


“Okay. Ooookay.” Hardened arms scoop Theo off the floor, gently 
placing her on the kitchen counter. “We can go and get y’ some real 
food later, but | wanna get somethin’ in your belly right now. How’s 
some toast sound?” Theo nods and Grandpa smiles, soft and sleepy 
in the way that pushed the mole on his face. “That’s a canny lass. 
You sit tight.” 


Grandpa fumbles through the cabinets a bit, which isn’t too weird- he 
doesn’t know where all the things are, and he’s not tall enough to 
reach the same things Dad can. 


He squints confusedly at bottles of colorful powder in the spice 
cabinet. “Put this somewhere else,” he mutters to a few Chatters. 
“What were they thinking, putting dyuers in the kitchen? Imagine if 
they mixed up their spices one day.” 


He butters up some bread and lights the oven, humming some old 
string of Talon that Theo could never quite understand as the fire 
lights up the house- soon enough there’s a warm and crackling piece 
of nutty toast crunching in her little paws. 


And then Grandpa starts walking away. A whine flies from Theo’s 
mouth. 


“| just need to go find Wil real quick, alright?” he offers. “I'll be right 
back.” 


“Mom said she’d come back, too,” Theo sniffles. 


Grandpa makes a sad, stuttered noise. “I’m just goin’ up th’ stairs, 
Theo. You'll be okay!” He pats her head. “I'll leave Chatters with you. 
Then | have to come back, right?” 


“You promise?” Theo quietly asks. 


“| promise,” Grandpa assures. “l’ll be back before you finish your 
toast.” 


“If | finish my toast and you’re still gone, I’m gonna cry. And then you 
have to buy me ice cream.” 


Grandpa chuckles. “Of course, mate. Whatever you want.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Theo does, in fact, finish her toast before Grandpa comes back 
down from the stairs. (She totally didn’t stuff all the toast down in one 


bite so he’d have to buy her ice cream, no sir.) 


It was strawberry ice cream! 


It was nice. 


“Are you gonna leave tomorrow?” Theo asks. 


Grandpa’s antlers’s click as he tilts his head. “No, | don’t think | will.” 


“Why?” 


Grandpa’s blue eyes shift with something Theo doesn't quite 
understand. “Somebody needs to look out for you a little bit, mate. 
And- and | think there’s some things | need t’ talk about with your 
dad. So I’m not goin’ away for a little while.” 


“You're not gonna leave?” 


The shadow of starry wings blankets around them both. “I’m stickin’ 
around for as long as you chaotic little fucks need me, whether you 
like it or not. Okay?” 


Theo’s head ducks into her grandfather’s shirt, and she decides to 
believe him. “Okay.” 


11. Wake Up, Say Good Morning To 


Summary for the Chapter: 
that sleepy person, lying next to you. 
And if there's no one there- then there's no one there. But at 


least 
the war is over. 


Wilbur Soot wakes up with blue-stained bandages crawling up his 
shoulders, still stinging with the aftereffects of instant potions, and a 
saturation patch on his neck. 


His father’s hair is longer than the last time he saw it. 


“Hi mate,” Philza breathes, like it was the easiest thing in the world. 
(Maybe, to him, it is.) “You were out for a solid day or two. You doin’ 
okay?” 


Philza’s here. 


...Philza’s here. 


Oh god, Dad's here. 


That's a funny sort of feeling in Wilbur’s rib cage right now. 


Panic, my old friend! | thought Il’d never see you again! 


“Wh-” Wilbur takes a moment for his voice to settle, to stop cracking 
like a child. “Where’s Theo?” 


“She was asleep,” Philza reports. “Il got some food and love into her 
and sent her off to bed.” (Unlike you, Philza doesn’t say. The thought 
hangs heavy in Wilbur’s head regardless.) "But now she's at school." 


Breaking eye contact is a lost cause. Chatters surrounds the room at 
every turn, a watchful eye peering at every damning piece of 
evidence that Wilbur did not get rid of in his grief. 


“| was askin’ around town about you,” Philza casually says. “I know 
this lot's always been full o’' gossips. But the funniest thing 
happened. It’s like everyone suddenly barely knew who Sally was.” 
Philza leans forward, his hand just barely over the top of Wilbur’s 
own. He’s still smiling. (Honestly, that makes it feel all the more 
frightening somehow.) “Where’s your wife, Wil?” 


“Who?” Wilbur can’t help but ask. 


Philza’s smile softens, and it feels like disappointment, almost. “Try 
again.” 


“Nowhere,” Wilbur hoarsely admits. “You won't find her. No one 
will.” Not alive. 


“You know that’s not what | mean, eyas.” 


Wilbur’s breath stutters. 


Philza’s antlers swivel, leaning with the arc of his cocked head. “l 
know you're keeping her in the house somewhere. | think you should 
tell me before | have to start looking.” 


Wilbur laboriously pours through his inventory in his mind. His 
shaking hands open, forcing open with all the grace of something 
dead, and a small wooden salmon rests in his palms. 


“Ah.” Philza’s gaze turns clinical, detached as he distantly inspects 
the object. “There she is.” 


Sally Soot- what’s left of her, at least. The sleeping traces of an 
unquiet soul, trapped in an improvised totem. 


“What happened, Wil?” Philza gently asks. 


Gentle. Gentle, as if they both don’t know what Wilbur has done, as 
if he deserved the benefit of the doubt even now, as if Philza’s hands 
aren't shaking around that totem with the rising urge to reap it then 
and there. 


“| didn’t mean to,” Wilbur hears his voice shake. “She was gonna 
hurt herself- | tried to stop her, but I-” A despairing laugh. “You know 
what happens when | get hurt. Tiny room like this, the smoke builds 
up eventually. And then she... stopped breathing.” 


“Where'd you bury her?” 


“You know | suck at digging, Dad.” Wilbur stares up at the ceiling. “I 
panicked. There was a dead fox. | didn’t let it go to waste.” 


Philza might have sucked in a breath. Wilbur’s not sure. He can’t 
stand to look and know what he might find on that face. 


“Okay,” Philza finally says. “What do you want for lunch?” 


And something in Wilbur's mind breaks, just a bit. 


He frowns. “I’m sorry?” 


“| was thinkin’ omelettes,” Philza continues. “Some scallions and 
tomato. It'd go good with the sausage y’ got in the house.” 


“Phil.” Wilbur sits up in his bed. “Phil, | just killed someone.” 


"And you haven't eaten in two days,” Philza says like that’s the most 
relevant issue right now. “What d’you want in your omelette?” 


“We don't even have any of the ingredients in the house,” Wilbur 
tiredly points out. 


“! have ingredients, dumbass,” Philza flatly responds. “Can Theo 
taste pepper spice, or does she got elytron taste goin’ for her?” 


“She doesn’t taste the burn,” Wilbur recalls. 


“Great, | can use the good peppers now.” 


As if that closes the conversation, Philza walks off and hobbles down 
the hall on his cane. Wilbur finds himself staggering after his father, 
even as his bandaged chest aches with protest at being moved. 


“By Prime, Phil, did you knock your head?” Wilbur incredulously asks 
after the old man. “I just told you I’m a fucking murderer!” 


Philza rifles through a cupboard that is decidedly more filled with 
fresh food than the last time Wilbur checked. “Il can hear you just 
fine, eyas.” 


“| killed my wife,” Wilbur stresses. “And then | ate her because | 
panicked and didn’t know how to hide a body!” 


“I know. You just told me.” Philza washes up the vegetables and 
takes out his old knife, cutting the tiny tomatoes. “Fail t’ see why y’ 


73 


think it bears repeatin’. 


“Because-” Wilbur stalls by the counter, inarticulately trilling under his 
breath. “-because you're just making omelettes about it!” 


19 


‘cause the only reason you’re standin’ is from me slappin’ sat 
patches on ya.” Thinly sliced scallions fall into a small plate. “And 
Theo’s comin’ home from school soon. She needs lunch.” 


Wilbur digs his hands through his hair. “You're not supposed to do 
lunch about this shit! Fuckin’ hell!” 


The worst part is that Philza almost seems legitimately confused 
about where Wilbur’s going with this. “Mate, what do you even want 
from me? There’s nothing we can do about what’s happened.” 


“REACT!” Wilbur shouts into the empty house. “Get mad, bash my 
fucking head in, | don’t care, just- SAY SOMETHING! ANYTHING!” 


For the first time since Wilbur woke up, Philza’s face shifts with an 
open sadness. “Why would you want me to get upset at you?” 


“Don’t you fucking dare,” Wilbur's voice wavers. “Don’t do this 
again.” 


“Do what?” 


“THIS!” Wilbur gestures incoherently at Philza’s overly casual self. 
“This- this thing where you act like I’m the best thing that ever 
happened to you! Gods’ fucking sake, Philza, LOOK AT ME!” 


Wilbur painfully slaps his own chest. 


“Your son!” He shouts. “Your pulled out of school, wanted criminal, 
burnt out demigod son! You keep- you keep acting like you're okay 
with this, like we'll just get out and everything’s gonna be fine-” 


Philza towels off his hands. “You still have options. You can come 
with me, you can move, no one has to know what happened-” 


“ll know.” Wilbur smiles painfully, tears pooling in his red eyes. “You 
can't bail me out of this one, old man. Not this time.” 


“And just what do you think I’m supposed to do about all this?” Philza 
despairingly asks, wings slack as he tilts his head up at his son. 
“Just cut you off? Hate you?” 


“I would,” Wilbur sobs. 


Philza’s antlers droop sadly. “Aw, mate.” 


That voice. That voice, that scuffed silver beard, the way Philza just 
looks at him with that fucking softness in his everything, \ike Wilbur 
even deserves half of it, like Wilbur’s worth feeling sad for, like he’s 
anything better than a disappointing cosmic accident- 


-and Wilbur is crying. 


He’s crying, and he can't stop. 


And what is Philza, in the face of that? 


Philza is scarred hands ducking Wilbur’s head onto his shoulder, a 
weathered face knocking into brown hair with rattling rusted coos, 
the wings blanketing them both like Wilbur was nothing more or less 
than the entire world. 


Wilbur can't stop crying. 


“She’s gone,” he wails. “She’s gone, she’s g-0-0-o-ne.” 


“| know,” an Angel says. 


“It’s my fault,” Wilbur can’t stop saying. “I k-k-k-k-” 


“| know,” an Angel accepts. “I Know.” 


“Why are you okay with this?” Wilbur weakly wonders. “Why can’t 
you just hate me?” 


“Is it so hard to believe,” an Angel wonders in turn, “that no matter 
what happens, you will never be the worst thing that has happened 
to me?” 


Wilbur’s face sinks down into the wooly texture of his father’s 
clothes. 


“Is this what it feels like?” Wilbur dares to ask. “When you reap 
people?” 


There’s a silence. 


“Sometimes,” Philza finally says. “Not every time, but... sometimes.” 


“How do you live like this?” Wilbur lostly murmurs. “How do you live 
with yourself and- and admit what you’ve done?” 


The Angel of Death is spun of an ivory body, of sungold hair struck 
with silver. He is made of precious things and all the stars of the 
night. 


When his lapis eyes look down at Wilbur, they are neither happy or 
sad. Just old- old and vast with something that even now, Wilbur can 
never quite understand. 


(Maybe he never will. Maybe he hopes he’ll never even try.) 


“| wake up in the morning,” Philza’s soft voice reveals, “just like you.” 
He takes Wilbur's hands and guides them both back to the kitchen. 
“Your child’s coming home. Help me make lunch.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


the line How can you live with yourself and admit what you've 
done ?/I wake up in the morning. was written by ZaphB 

during a conversation we had about Philza's character in the 
DSMP canon, which slapped so hard that | asked to incorporate 
it in this chapter. 


12. Dear Theodosia, What To Say To You? 


Summary for the Chapter: 


And things change. 


“| think,” Philza slowly starts, “Il should take Theo for a bit.” 


Wilbur's face twists with immediate panic. “Please,” he quickly begs, 
“not her- Dad, please, not her-” 


“Not forever,” Philza interrupts. “Only for now.” 


“But why?” Wilbur asks. 


“Because you’re falling apart at the fuckin' seams, mate.” He lays a 
hand on Wilbur’s shoulder. “I trust that you’re gonna get your shit 
together. But that’s gonna take time. And Theo doesn't deserve to be 
paying for that time. Not any more than she already has.” 


Wilbur’s face falls. He nods. “You’re right.” He takes out a wooden 
salmon from his pocket. “Il suppose you'll be wanting this too then. 
On the subject of taking things off my hands.” 


Philza closes Wilbur’s fingers around the little trinket. Wilbur looks up 
to a distantly wild-eyed stare boring past his skull. 


“You aren’t keeping her,” Philza’s all too level voice clarifies. “Do you 
understand? You're holding her on my Lady’s behalf until you’re both 
ready to let go.” 


“...Yeah. Alright.” 


“Take as long as you need. We'll still be here when you’re ready.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Dear Theodosia, 


Hello! Are you having fun with Grandpa? | know he’s probably a little 
weird, but he’s very nice. 


| used to live on the Charon when | was a little kid, too. It’s like you’re 
living a family tradition. 


| hope you go fishing and eat nice food and look at the stars. 


| hope it’s beautiful up there. 


I'll make sure your room stays nice and tidy, okay? 


| miss you every day. 


-Dad 


13. Bye Bye, Theo 
Summary for the Chapter: 


What's in a name? 


Eyas, 


It seems like Theo’s come to some interesting conclusions about 
himself. 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza thumbs at the sleeve of Theo’s dress. “We should get you 
some new clothes. You're still growing.” 


“Can we stop buying dresses?” Theo asks. “I don’t like them 
anymore.” 


Philza hums. “If you want! But people aren't very good at telling kids 
apart. If you aren't wearing a dress, people are gonna think you’re a 
boy.” 


“| wanna be the son boy!” 


Philza blinks. “Is that what you want?” 


Theo nods. “Dad said we were gonna ask Mom about being a boy, 
but then she was sick again.” 


“Ah!” Philza scoops up his grandchild. “Well, I’m not too sure how 
much help I’m gonna be in that department, but we can at least start 
getting you the right clothes. How about we start off with a nice hat?” 


-<>Y<>- 


At first | thought Benihime’s rampant son misnaming finally started 
getting Theo confused, but it seems like he’s properly serious about 
it. He hasn't settled on a name yet, but he'll probably write you about 
it eventually. 


I’m not exactly the ambassador of men here, but Theo seems happy 
to have a Welcome From The Boys. 


Looks like Benihime has a grandson after all! (Don't let it get too 
smug about that.) 


-Philza Waston (Minecraft) 


-<>Y<>- 


Dad popza got me a hat soi can be the son boy now 


bye bye theodosia 


! will be fun 


derata hart 
sHeetet 


Dy 


/ will be the fun dy 
BOYS 


Bye bye 


Notes for the Chapter: 


not every coming out story is dramatic. 


14. And You Get Better 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And things get better. 


Fundy, 


You’re going to be turning four! I’m so proud of you. 


Did Grandpa already get you birthday gifts? | bet he did, the bastard. 
You’ve always been his favorite. 


I’m fixing up the house now that you’ve been getting bigger. | want 
you (and all your little pet projects) to have plenty of room to run 
around. Yes, even your little clay people. Grandpa’s told me all about 
your favorite magic trick. | think they’re absolutely adorable. (Maybe 
don’t use them to pick people’s pockets though, okay? You're too 
young to go fo jail.) 


I’m sorry I’ve been so busy. 


I’m sorry your third birthday wasn’t at home. 


Ever since Sally left us, I’ve felt so sick. That’s why Grandpa’s taking 
care of you, so you can still be happy while | try and get better. It’s 
been slow, but I’m getting there. 


| hope you'll be able to have your fourth birthday here, home. 


And your fifth, 


and your sixth, 


and every birthday after that. 


| hope I'll be there for them all. 


Come home soon. I’ve got a special birthday surprise for you. 


-Dad 


-<>9Y<>- 


The royal architect is a strange player. A player in austere clothes 
and tousled hair, dark glasses masking their eyes like the masks of 
the server’s nobility. A human, or so it would seem- no one was ever 
quite sure. 


And they had a very particular preference for the netherstars they 
used in their construction beacons. Superheating soulsand wasn’t 
enough, not for them. The netherstar from the heart of a summoned 
wither was just a touch purer, in their opinion. 


And that’s how Wilbur finds them- riding boots clicking gracefully 
down the stairs of a stone pyramid, holding their latest prize of 
magical glass in their hands as they stow their sword and crossbow. 


“Can | help you?” A rich voice rumbles. 


Wilbur steps forward and straightens his back. Even at his full height, 
the architect nearly matches him, a mere few pixels shorter. 


“Wilbur Soot here,” Wilbur casually starts. “I’m just an interested 
citizen of Lord Lore’s land with a little restoration proposition for you. 


Are you familiar with the old castle ruins our little settlement has built 
in?” 


The architect hums. “It’s a beautiful place. A shame that it fell to 
ruin.” 


“What say we restore it?” Wilbur proposes. “As you said, it’s a 
shame it fell to ruin.” 


The architect raises an intrigued eyebrow, but their mouth purses 
regretfully. “The amount of blackstone you’d need would be 
prohibitively expensive.” 


“Only if you need to buy through netherhoppers,” Wilbur points out. 
“It just so happens that | can speak fluent Khorsh. And the piglin 
traders by the server community portal know me.” 


“That does make things easier,” the architect concedes. “Have you 
talked to Lord Lore about this?” 


Wilbur waves his hand a little too casually. “He said he’d only go 
along with it if | could convince you first, so- here we are, | Suppose.” 
Wilbur leans closer, tilting his head down at the player. (Always with 
the masks and glasses in this royal court. It’s so hard to really look 
them in the eyes.) “I Know you’ve got an interest in history- you’re the 
one that designed the royal historical hall, weren't you?” 


“| was.” The architect sighs wistfully. “I’ve been trying to convince the 
king to fund a proper museum for ages, but he insists it’s just not 
practical. A wing in the castle was as close as | could get.” 


“Well, this could be a nice start,” Wilbur offers. “Fixing up something 
that’s already there.” 


The architect might have squinted behind their shaded glasses. 
“Why are you so invested in restoring those old walls, anyway? You 
lot have lived there for years with no move to change it.” 


“Because my son is coming home,” Wilbur simply says. “My son is 
coming home, the forest is full of monsters, and | want the walls to 
keep him safe. | can’t let my family slip through my fingers.” 


Not again. 


“Please,” Wilbur continues. “We'll pay out of our own pockets if 
there’s not enough- we'll give you our hands if we have to, just- our 
kids, sir. For our kids.” 


The architect looks at him for a long moment and sighs. “Alright. For 
the children.” 


” 


Wilbur sags with relief. “Thank you, uh...” He hesitates, voice 
staggered with a nervous laugh. “I’m sorry, | never caught your 
name.” 


“Eret,” the architect might have chuckled. “No last name. Just the 
Eret.” 


Wilbur rocks on his heels. “Well, the Eret, how would you like to 
discuss some more... over dinner? I’ve already got my hands on 
some old drafts of the original walls, | thought you might be 
interested.” 


Wilbur doesn’t even know why he asked. He barely knows the other 
man- but the night is long. His house lies empty, waiting for his son’s 
return. 


And Eret? 


There is worse company to keep than someone like Eret. 


“Oh, I'd be terrible company,” Eret insists. “You’d be stuck listening to 
me prattle about photography for hours.” 


“And I’d be going on about the mechanics of lag machines,” Wilbur 
insists in turn. “I promise I'll make just as terrible company.” 


Eret smiles. “If you insist.” 


Wilbur walks home, and somewhere along the way, he decides he 
really should dust down the house. 


He’s got a guest, after all. 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 
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chapter notifications. 
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Summary: 


Most people do something reasonable with their mid-life crisis when 
their kids leave the house. Get a hobby. Acquire a pet. Start a 
collection. Buy an ostentatious carriage, even. 


The Blood God, at the ripe young age of several thousand years old, 
house two Angels emptier, decides his mid-life crisis will be spent 


winning at potatoes- a goal that is both realistically achievable and 
normal to have. 


It can't be that hard, right? 


1. The Problem With The Farmer's Almanac 
Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series written with the expectation that you 
read previous parts. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 


the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Let the records show that Technoblade, Blade of Hypixel, the Blood 
of the Covenant, is of sound mind and body. 


Is he the one bastion of sanity? Unlikely. 


But listen. 


He could be worse. 


He could be coming home to an empty house after doing nothing but 
time pumpkin growth for 9 clicks. 


No, Techno would never. He’s far more sophisticated than that. 


He’s coming home to an empty house after doing nothing but time 
potato growth for 9 clicks. 


It’s fine. 


It’s fine. 


Fine 
Fine 
Fine 
Fine 
Tech tech technofine 
DAY 13, GIVE IT UP FOR DAY 13! 


Potatoblade arc 


Just like how it’s completely fine that the chorus of his brain is as 
loud as ever. And that Wilbur’s moved out of the house and had a 
kid about it. And that Philza is traveling again, wondering if he should 
move in with his wife- his wife, literal Death, who lives in the 
underworld. 


Technoblade is living by himself, alone, in the middle of nowhere, 
with nothing but his dogs and Carl (the magical war horse) keeping 
him company. 


This is what the Blood God, the Emperor Snow, has come to. 


He’s doing great. Thanks for asking. 


Probably. 


(Maybe. ) 


He’s just going to sit here, grab his guild newspaper, feed his dogs, 
drink his evening chocolate, and not think about it. 


This is a great idea. 


He sees a few interesting comments about regional crop illnesses 
popping up, but nothing too interesting- 


There’s a potato leaderboard. 


Techno’s no slouch at potatoes. He’d needed magical energy to 
round out the enchantments of a set of Superior-class dragon armor, 
and while the general process of potatoes wasn't the highest magical 
yield, it was the most consistent, and he’d gotten very efficient at it. 
He’d also learned a concerning amount about farming minion 
constructs in the process. (Thanks, Philza.) 


All in all, his farm’s got a good yield of what, 242 thousand potatoes 
per harvest? It gets the job done. He doesn’t need more than that. 


He doesn’t need more than that. 


And then he sees his own name in the rankings. Top 50. 


...He could probably do better. Probably. 


Of course, if he ever wanted to sleep again, he’d have to upgrade his 
minions, but with the level they’re already at, upgrading them would 
be so stupidly expensive he'd never get that money back. 


Not that he needs money. 


Just like he doesn't need to be more than top 50 at potatoes. 


Anyone in the top 20s or higher would have to be purely insane. 


Like that- that guy at the top of the leaderboard. Squid Kid. Of course 
it would be some sea moblin rooting around in ‘land breather 
insanity’ for giggles. Look at that mug shot. He’s even got that goofy 
enchanted bow tie some of those seawalkers use to cheat their way 
onto land. 


And he’s a squid. 


Winning at potatoes. 


That’s just thematically inappropriate. 


Technoblade takes his notebook out of his inventory and reminds 
himself to get some farming crystals. 


Winning at potatoes. What a stupid thought. 


...It can’t be that hard. 


2. Imperial Sport 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The Emerald Star visits his Emperor. 


“Philza!l” 


The Angel of Death turns to the Blood of the Covenant, a sleepy 
smile softened on his face. “Hi, mate.” 


Techno’s hooves clap against the ground. “Get off the roof so | can 
strangle you, you old crow.” 


And Philza obliges, as he always does- falling off the roof and 
crashing into Techno’s chest, wings fit to smother them both. 


Not that Techno is in danger of being smothered- they both know 
he’s not. Techno is built different and fully optimized to not die from a 
suffocating, knife-feathery embrace of literal biblical proportions. 


“Were you just hanging around waiting for me to open the door?” 
Techno incredulously asks. “You know you can just let yourself in.” 


Philza shrugs. “I don’t /ive here anymore, mate. | wasn’t gonna give 
you a heart attack from th’ rafters.” 


“Worried about my old man heart?” Techno caustically grins. “At my 
young age?” 


“| live in constant fear that y’ could drop dead at any second,” Philza 
deadpans. 


“Please, drop dead? You know that would be impossible.” Techno 
raises a coy eyebrow. “I’d have to be killed. Subtle difference there.” 


“Oh, joy.” Philza rolls his eyes. “All | have to worry about is the 
upstairs floor breakin’ and an anvil spontaneously droppin’ on y'r 
head.” 


“Don’t clutch your pearls about it, young man,” Techno snickers. 


Philza leans just a little too much into Techno’s arm. “I’m swooning 
as we speak.” 


Techno’s long, lion-like tail swishes as he walks back toward the 
house. “Yeah, yeah. Get in here.” 


Philza steps inside the familiar interior and practically jolts as he 
takes the scene in. 


So many things are gone. Extra utensils, old collectibles, lovingly 
polished weapons and antiques, all disappeared without so much as 
their displays to remember them by. The only things that have been 
totally spared are Philza’s old things, some letters, and a few 
unopened packages. 


It looks like a resold house that’s just barely been moved into, rather 
than a place that’s been inhabited by the same man for decades. 
Which isn't- that’s not too strange for Techno. He obsesses over 
material goods for practicality’s sake. When the things he owns stop 
being practical for him, he’ll often drop them like hot coals. 


But not like this. Not to this extent, not unless he was gearing up for 
something else. 


“Yeah,” Techno sounds to an unspoken question. “l cleared up the 
house a bit. | wasn’t getting a lot of mileage out of the place 
anymore, so | pawned a good few stacks of my stuff off. My room’s 
still fine though, or your study if you wanna crash there instead.” 


Philza hums his acknowledgement, eyes tracking nothing in 
particular but the old lines of the wallpaper he’d placed all those 
years ago. 


He sips at an offered cup of fruit juice in silence. 


“Techno?” he asks after a moment. 


“Heh?” 


“What the fuck am | looking at?” 


Techno follows the arc of Philza’s incredulous stare. “Ah. That. That 
there is the potato dome!” 


The ‘potato dome’ in question was a series of drafting papers 
swallowing what used to be the living room wall- painstakingly 
detailing, block by block, a nested, multi-layered tower of harvesters 
centered around the narrow effective radius of a single farming 
crystal. 


For growing potatoes, of course. 


“The potato pyramid wasn’t effective enough,” Techno elaborates, as 
if that explained anything. “And farming crystals are too unstable to 
keep multiple in a potentially overlapping area, so | can only use 


” 


one. 


“Uh huh.” Philza’s eyes drift to the left. “And that time diagram over 
there?” 


“The current holder of top potato farmer is a sea moblin, so his 
commute schedule is based on the evermist tide,” Techno clinically 
intones. “The intervening clicks that he returns to his house 
underwater for sleep are the best time frame for me to temporarily 
boost production and overtake his current number.” 


Philza looks at his friend. 


Then looks back to the diagram. 


He takes another sip of his juice. 


He puts the cup down. 


“Do you need me to stay a bit?” Philza suddenly asks, face filled with 
open concern. 


“No. Why?” 


Philza’s brows furrow. “You seem to be havin’ an adjustment period 
after me an’ Wil left the house. It’s alright if it's been gettin’ to ya, 
mate.” 


“It’s fine,” Techno flatly refutes. 


“You sold half your things!” Philza points out. “For maximizin’ 
p'tatoes!” 


“Almost considered mortgaging my house!” Techno brightly adds. 
“But then | had enough money, so | didn’t.” 


Philza’s eyes flick over the extensive account balance records. 
“There’s- how are y’ makin’ any of this money back?” 


“It's not about the money, Phil,” Techno gravely corrects. “This is 
about honor.” 


Oh, gods. Philza should never have left. Moving out was a mistake. 


“That was a joke,” Techno says after a too long silence. “I’ve been 
selling compressed enchantment books from the magic collected in 
the harvest. | turn the post-harvest into vodka and also fertilizer to 
make more crops.” 


Philza wheezes slightly. “Oh, good,” he unsteadily praises. “I was 
getting a little worried there.” 


“Phil, come on, have a little faith here.” Techno raises a heavy, white- 
streaked brow. “Would | really throw out my entire savings just to win 
an imaginary potato war?” 


Philza hopes, sincerely, from the bottom of his heart, that his 
judgemental grimace is answer enough. 


“Don't look at me like that,” Techno lightly admonishes. “I’m 
reinventing efficiency farming over here! | went back to college and 
learned agricultural wizardry. Wizardry, Phil. | Know so much 
engineering now.” 


“Oh, lovely.” Philza looks blankly at his audience of Chatters. “An 
architectural wizard and an agricultural wizard. Between the two of 
us we can make one-” He holds up a stardusted finger. “One magical 
self-contained fortification and not starve through a siege.” 


“And we know field witchcraft,” Techno continues. “We’d have 
potions, secret doors, and food. The Antarctic Empire can be totally 
automated.” 


Philza barks a laugh. “Gods, you’re still going on about that?” 


The ghost of South End and Sky’s old military lay long buried like the 
rest of their hazy memories of Before. 


Before Moon’s Landing. 
Before their ascensions. 


Before the endless Blood and Death had nothing between them but 
the rest of their eternity. 


(Before a still mortal Technoblade had laid his eyes on a frightened 
Angel and said for you, the world.) 


Somehow, out of everything, the Antarctic Empire stayed- the idea of 
it, at least. 


The Blood of the Covenant, the Emperor Snow. The man who 
conquered the world, an immortal king who would rise with his hunt 
of hounds forever to strike down anyone that ever tried to challenge 
his title. And at his right hand, the Angel of Death- the Emerald Star. 


Every rare treasure that ended up in their hoards, every knowledge 
and skill learned, they would have a little joke about it. Another asset 
for an empire of two. It was all sort of a big joke, right from the start. 
The Antarctic was a wasteland- to rule it was to be king of nothing. 


Fitting for the legend of an eternal anarchist, Philza supposes. 


“What can | say?” Techno jokes. “I’m just a proper patriot. Always 
thinking of improvements to our glorious empire.” 


“As any good king of anarchy would do,” Philza lightly chuckles. He 
sighs. “It's good to see you pickin’ up busy work, anyways. | like 
hearin’ your mind do its thing.” 


Techno chuffs quietly. “Wanna hear my extensive battle strategy to 
win my imaginary potato war?” 


Philza smiles softly, bowing his head with exaggerated flourish. “Of 
course, Your Majesty. | would hear my esteemed Emperor prattle on 
for days.” 


And he did. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


witchcraft vs wizardry is basically the orp version of chemistry vs 
engineering, but with magic 


3. The Woven Dream Of Rivalry 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Lagos doesn't have any friends, no sir. 


Techno stares out at his decidedly incorrect number of resident farm 
spirits. “Lagos, get out of there unless you want your magic bled out 
for the war effort.” 


One of the rabbit spirits- you know, the one with the conspicuously 
floating orb like head- quickly switches back to a far more familiar 
featureless face floating aimlessly above green clothes. “Jeez! You 
really treat your guests like that?” 


“| treat my freeloading hobos like that,” Techno refutes. “There’s a 
difference.” 


Lagos stretches, form casually elongating to match the piglin god’s 
height. “What war are you on about anyway? No one’s heard fuck all 
from you for months.” 


“Potatoes,” Techno flatly answers. 


Lagos just looks back at him. “Dude, you can tell me what's really 
going on. You know | won't tell anyone.” 


“Oh, you think I’m lying?” 


Lagos leans forward as he tilts his head. “There is no way you 
dropped off the face of the earth to win at potatoes.” 


“Just look at the potato dome and you will understand everything,” 
Techno insists. 


Lagos does, in fact, look at the potato dome. 


“| understand even less now, actually.” 


“What is there to not understand?” Techno asks. “You’re looking at 
my greatest creation here.” 


Techno’s phoenix, Chrysopoeia, decides to suddenly make herself 
known from the insurmountable mane of Techno’s hair just to bite his 
ear for the slander. 


“You don’t count, young lady,” Techno insists. “You're Carl’s greatest 
creation, not mine.” 


“If you just don’t want me around, you can say so,” Lagos points out. 


“Dude, you're fine. | just really want to win against my potato rival.” 


If Lagos had a glass of water to choke on, he would. “Your potato 
rival.” 


“Squid kid,” Techno soberly says. “My archnemesis. You should have 
seen his potato farm. He had more harvester minion slots than me!” 
He rolls up his sleeve, brandishing the army of coppery heart shaped 
freckles trailing after his life marks. “I’ve never seen one man go 
over ten bound slots, and the man had nearly twenty-five!’ Techno’s 
mouth flattens as he looks up to the sky. “And then he goes and 
paints murals all over his farms! How is that man even real?” 


Lagos blinks. “Wow. That is... terrifying, actually.” 


Techno nods sagely. “| always knew the day would come that 
someone would finally be as insane as me. Only fitting that he 
become my greatest rival.” 


Lagos sputters. “Hold on, hold on- your greatest rival?” 


” 


“Yep. 


“The potato squid.” 


“We’ve established this,” Techno flatly affirms. “Keep up, homeless 


man. 


“And no one else,” Lagos tentatively clarifies. 


“No one else what, Lagos?” Techno raises an aged brow. “You know 
| don’t do word politics.” 


“| don’t know!” Lagos stuffs his hands into his pockets. “Il thought / 
would be your greatest rival, if you had one.” 


A silence. 


“Lagos, why would we be rivals?” 


“Come on! Why wouldn't | be your greatest rival?” Lagos asks. 


“| can think of several reasons,” Techno dully points out. 


“Don't be like that. Who else drives you to one-up them the way | 
do?” 


Techno takes out a piece of jerky and feeds it to the phoenix still 
perched on his head. “Skeppy.” 


“No, he doesn’t.” 


Techno pauses. “Philza,” he says after a moment. 


Lagos sputters. “Philza’s not your rival!” 


“| don’t Know,” Techno lightly refutes, “the Angel of Death has 
stabbed me for breakfast more times than | can count. Fondly, of 
course.” 


“That's not rivalry.” Lagos drags a hand across his face. “I don’t know 
what the fuck you guys have going on, but I’m pretty sure that’s not 
rivalry.” 


“If you’re going to keep discounting my previous nominees,” Techno 
points out, “then I'd say | don’t currently have a rival. | am fighting a 
few different people-” 


“What?” 


“| like to fight around!” Techno defensively answers, crossing his 
arms. 


“Well.” Lagos lets out a contemplative noise. “Then what are we if 
not rivals?” 


Techno flatly looks down at the other god. “Lagos, | know you're kind 
of a hermit, but there’s this thing called having friends.” 


“Ew, no. We're not friends, that’s weird.” 


Techno’s face shifts to a disturbingly open frown. “Lagos, is this how 
| find out you don’t have any friends? Because it sounds like I’m 
finding out you don’t have friends.” 


“| have friends!” Lagos insists. “I have, like, one friend.” He waves his 
hand. “You wouldn’t know her, she lives on a different server-” 


Techno snickers. “You sound like a schoolboy lying about having a 
girlfriend.” 


“| have friends! Lagos insists again. “It's just- we’re not friends, 
okay?” 


Techno sputters a wheezing laugh. “Lagos, you've been to my 
house. I've trusted you to do back-alley surgery on the one man | 
can’t bear to lose. It would be really weird if we were still just formal 
acquaintances at this point.” 


“And that's why we are rivals, not friends!” 


Techno looks at Lagos in silence. 


Lagos looks right back. 


Techno impassively shrugs. “Alright, if that’s how it is.” He shoulders 
his hoe and walks off to the farther edge of the island. 


Lagos trails after him. “Don’t you have automated farms?” 


“Not fast enough for the numbers | want,” Techno tersely explains. “I 
need to supplement with hand farming.” 


“You're insane,” Lagos makes sure to point out. “You know that, 
right?” 


“Not yet.” Techno meticulously starts tilling the earth. “If | want to 
match Squid’s production, | need to at least triple my ongoing 
insanity here.” 


Lagos hesitates. “Does this mean we won't be seeing you at the next 
MCC?” 


Techno raises his head from the ground. “That whacky little Moon 
tournament? Nah, I’m still going to that-” 


“Yeah, you could probably use a break from farming-” 


“Itll be great for distracting my agricultural enemies,” Techno 
finishes. 


Lagos cringes in Techno’s general direction- a normal and 
appropriate response to potato warfare. “God, you’re so weird. | 
keep forgetting how weird you are, and then you do shit like this.” 


“All warfare is based on deception. Now shut up and help me time 
my plants.” 


4. Retire This Old Diamondbone 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Techno takes the opportunity to catch up with a friend. 


Skeppy, being a games master, had a predictable fascination with 
games themselves- so, after any big tournaments he spectated, he 
tended to host afterparties. 


Skeppy’s parties happened to be one of the few Techno bothered 
attending beyond any work trips to Mojang. Skeppy was a friend, 
and most of all, he was a good host- he’d always have a few piglin 
snacks and drinks available, and he would never expect Techno to 
socialize just for being famous and there. 


It was here, on the Moon, during yet another afterparty, Skeppy had 
turned to him with the same childishly rakish smile as always and 
said, “This is my retirement party, by the way.” 


“Oh.” Techno blinks. “Any reason why?” 


“You know how | always said the only way me and Bad would ever 
have a kid was if one just grew out of the ground?” 


“Oh my gods, you didn’t.” 


Skeppy snickers. “We found this- we found this little human boy 
under a rock in the Nether-” 


Techno huffs. “A Nether potato baby. Glorious.” 


“-and it looks like Bad is pretty set on keeping it.” 


Techno hums with thought. “You should probably get the kid checked 
out by a doctor. He might be blazeborn.” 


Skeppy raises his eyebrows. “Kids can get possessed that young?” 


“He might have been abandoned ‘cause he’s got a blaze spirit 
embedded in him,” Techno points out. “Prenatal possession is a 
pretty bad problem in the Nether because of the spirit saturation. 
Piglins Know how to avoid it, but travelers coming in from the 
Overworld?” Techno trails off with a vague noise. “All sorts of things 
can happen.” 


“Huh.” Skeppy leans back. “We’ll keep that in mind. Anyway, that’s 
part of why I’m retiring. | mean, it's more Bad’s kid than mine, but | 


don't want to leave him raising a kid by himself and bodyguarding 
me at the same time.” 


“That makes sense.” 


“And there’s... one other reason.” 


Techno looks down at the smaller human. “Oh?” 


Skeppy silently taps the ever growing web of diamonds on his face 
with a sad smile. 


Techno’s eyes dim. “Ah.” 


“Every time | take damage, it heals back diamond. I’ve got potions to 
patch me up quick when | get hurt, but you know how it is. There’s 
always a little bump or scrape that doesn’t get sealed up in time, 
and, uh-” Skeppy flexes his fingers. “The last time | was at the 
doctor, they found diamond growth on my bones.” 


He stuffs his hands in his pockets. 


“We caught it early. It’s mostly just in my hands. But since it’s already 
gotten so bad, they, uh- they recommended | start easing up on 
physical activity.” 


“Damn.” Techno sucks in a breath. “I’m sorry, man. | know how much 
you love your job.” 


“| would have been fine with it,” Skeppy admits, “if it was just me. | 
would have just taken the L, kept on working anyway until | couldn't 
walk any more.” 


He looks out to the gathered guests. He looks out at the slim form of 
a demon in a tailored suit, friendly face hidden by a headscarf, 
bouncing a dark haired, ruddy cheeked baby. 


“But it’s not just me. The thought of stepping back from work like an 
old man makes me sick, but- but | don’t wanna do that to Bad. If it 
lets him rest a little easier, | can live with that.” 


Techno nods. “! can understand that.” 


“You can understand that,” Skeppy affirms. “You're like, the one 
person in this room that can. That’s why | can tell you this kind of 
stuff.” 


“Where are you gonna go after you drop the job?” Techno asks. 


“Ah, there’s this one out of the way server,” Skeppy flippantly 
answers. “We bought out a bunch of land. Gonna build a big house 
for the kid to grow up in.” 


“That’s good,” Techno decides. 


“Hey.” Skeppy smiles. “I’m not dead yet. I’m still gonna cheer you on 
from the radio.” 


Techno huffs. “Il wouldn’t expect anything less, you sadistic monster. 
Enjoy tormenting neighborhood kids with whatever horrible labyrinth 
you design on your front lawn for the harvest festivals.” 


“Don’t give me ideas, Techno,” Skeppy snarks. 


“No, | fully support you doing that, just don’t trap the kids in the 
basement.” 


“| DON’T DO THAT!” Skeppy insists. “Anymore,” he adds after a 
moment. “It wasn’t even that bad, it was part of a social experiment.” 


“You can’t run from the past, my friend. Maybe one of these days, 
retirement will get to you, and you'll snap and return to your roots.” 
Techno squints as his grin carves past his tusks. “Who knows, 
maybe your kid can get a free little brother.” 


“| hate you.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


did you know there's a rare genetic disease where a person's 
soft tissue progressively gets replaced with bone every time the 
soft tissue takes damage, even from simple everyday wear and 
tear, slowly overtaking a person's body until they become what 
is essentially a statue with organs? 


anyways that's your fun fact for the day :) 


5. The Hypixel Almanac 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And now, the weather. 


GUYS, GALS, AND NONBINARY PALS, WELCOME BACK TO THE 
HYPIXEL ALMANAC, THE RADIO SHOW FOR THE WORKING 
PLAYER! 


IF YOU'VE BEEN KEEPING UP WITH THE FARMING NEWS- LIKE 
ANY TRUE LISTENER WOULD- THEN YOU’VE CERTAINLY 
GOTTEN AN EARFUL OF THE ONGOING “POTATO WAR” 
BETWEEN THE CURRENT NUMBERS ONE AND TWO SPOTS IN 
THE POTATO FARMING GUILD. 


IT’S WEIRD, IT’S WHACKY, IT’S DOWNRIGHT INEXPLICABLE! 


FOR WELL OVER A YEAR NOW, TWO FARMS- ONE HEADED BY 
HYPIXEL’S OWN RESIDENT BLOOD GOD, THE OTHER BY THE 
HEAD OF THE HYPIXEL SEAWALKER’S LAND AGRICULTURE- 
HAVE BEEN DUKING IT OUT IN A VICIOUS HARVESTER’S ARMS 
RACE TO SEE WHO CAN MAINTAIN THE SPOT OF NUMBER 
ONE POTATO PRODUCTION. 


EACH FARM, FULLY AUTOMATED AND MANAGED BY ONE 
PERSON, HAS BEEN CLOCKING IN MILLIONS OF POTATOES 
PER HARVEST. EXPORTS OF BOOK ENCHANTMENT AND 
ALCOHOL ARE AT A HISTORIC HIGH IN OUR SISTER NETHER 
SERVER FROM A POSITIVELY NIGHTMARISH SURPLUS, AND 
THERE SEEMS TO BE TRULY NO END IN SIGHT. 


AMIDST THIS CHAOS, THERE HAVE BEEN, OF COURSE, OUR 
NORMAL EVERYDAY FARMERS, WHO EXPRESS GRAVE 
CONCERNS ABOUT THE EFFECTS THAT THIS MAY HAVE ON 
OUR LOCAL FARMING INDUSTRY AND SERVER ECONOMY. 
BOTH SIDES OF THE WAR HAVE BEEN REACHED FOR 
COMMENT. 


THE HEAD OF THE’ HYPIXEL SEAWALKER’S — LAND 
AGRICULTURE- WHO PROVIDES NO NAME BUT “SQUID”- 
ASSURES OUR FARMING GUILDS THAT HIS CROPS ARE 
EXCLUSIVELY INTENDED FOR AQUATIC CONSUMPTION, AND 
WILL HAVE NO BEARING ON OUR LAND ECONOMICS. 


AS FOR THE BLADE HIMSELF, IT’S NOT THE POTATO MARKET 
HE’S BEEN SATURATING. IT’S THE MAGIC MARKET! THIS 
DETERMINED BLOOD GOD HAS HARNESSED HIS CROP INTO 
CONDENSED ENCHANTMENTS THAT AREN’T JUST FLOODING 
THE MARKET, BUT ALSO BEING DISTRIBUTED EN MASSE TO 
EDUCATIONAL INSTITUTIONS ACROSS HYPIXEL AND ALL OUR 
SISTER DIMENSIONS, IN A MOVE TO MAKE WITCHCRAFT AND 
WIZARDRY EDUCATION MORE ACCESSIBLE. 


HE HAS ALSO RECENTLY RELEASED BOOKS ON THE 
SUBJECT OF AGRICULTURAL WIZARDRY, MAKING SEVERAL 
OF THE EFFICIENCY FARMING METHODS BEING INVENTED IN 
THEIR ONGOING ARMS RACE TOTALLY AVAILABLE TO THE 
PUBLIC. 


AND STILL THE WAR RAGES ON EVEN NOW! 


WHO WILL BE THE WINNER? HOW WILL A WINNER EVEN BE 
DETERMINED AT ALL? 


IT’S IMPOSSIBLE TO SAY, FOLKS, BUT IT WILL SURELY BE ONE 
HELL OF A RIDE GOING FORWARD, AND THE HYPIXEL 
ALMANAC WILL, AS ALWAYS, BE YOUR NUMBER ONE STATION 
FOR NEWS THAT MATTERS TO THE WORKING PLAYER! 


WHEREVER YOU ARE, LISTENERS, HAVE A PRODUCTIVE DAY! 


GOOD MORNING, GOOD EVENING, AND GOOD NIGHT! 


Notes for the Chapter: 


with phil and wilbur gone from the house, and techno having 
lived in hypixel for a few good decades now, people have caught 


on that techno is a god. he doesn't have anyone to shield from 
public scrutiny anymore, so he's not keeping it a _ secret- 
especially now that he's been fighting less and less in a 
tournament capacity. 


6. With You 
Summary for the Chapter: 
With you. 


Delicate antlers nearly smack into Techno’s shoulder as Philza 
startles awake. “S’rry ‘bout that. Fell asleep. Where we at again?” 


“| was talking about contemplating war crimes,” Techno relays. 


Philza hums sleepily. “Business as usual, then.” 


Philza is a good friend. At least Techno thinks he is, in terms of the 
friends that Techno has had over the course of his long, long life. He 
would not be alive today if not for Philza- he wouldn’t even have 
tried. And that is the difference between them. 


Philza would have lived if they hadn’t met. Techno would not. 


I’ve told you how | was back then. It wouldn’ have been livin’, mate, 
you know that. Not without you. 


(Some days, Techno can even believe it.) 


Philza is a good friend. He just tricks himself into thinking he’s a bad 
friend sometimes. 


Because Philza is determined and defiant and sharp and so very 
very fragile- as if the world’s most perfect cannon had been made of 
glass. And it gets to him, sometimes. Gets to him in the way that 
would make him curl up in his wings, holed up in his study, fixing toll 
crows with that blank mechanical smile frozen on his face. Because 
the Angel of Death being so needy and fractured as to admit to 
needing something so mortal as comfort was almost a literal cardinal 
sin in that man’s eyes, some days. 


The Blood of the Covenant knows the Angel of Death to be a tidal 
thing like death itself, constant in the way that only fleeting things 
can be. Migrating from one thing to another, from one state of being 
to the next. 


“Sorry again,” Philza murmurs, a hand running through the gilded 
strands of a loosely braided mane. “I’ve been a bit boring, lately.” 


Philza has the gall to apologize for what he lacks. The lack of 
strength, the lack of wealth, the lack in things that would pale in 
comparison to what Techno already has. 


(Daring to apologize for not being big enough to act as a shield 
against the world, when all that Techno ever needed from him was a 
sword to stand beside his own.) 


“We’re both boring, Phil. I'd be worried if we ever stopped.” 


That is Techno’s constant. His grim certainty that with every nightfall, 
he will look up to the sky, and sometimes an emerald star will pass 
him by. Today, that star passed by hauling a grey-skinned testificate 
corpse behind him like a smug cat hauling a stolen chicken. 


You know how | feel about necromancers, Philza had said, and that 
had been that. The body was buried in Techno’s fields, and when his 
friend had willed the resulting crops out of the soil, everything was 
just a touch greener than the last harvest. 


Philza, burying bodies in Techno’s fields. 


Philza, dragging him back to bed when he forgets to sleep. 


Philza, falling asleep in every wrong place and then some. 


Philza, who had rightly figured that Techno hadn't eaten yet today 
and bought a late lunch before The Charon had rudely touched down 
by the farm. 


(Philza, falling asleep more and more.) 


(Philza, and that creeping fondness when he talks about Her.) 


(Philza, who’s been staying longer and longer in Death’s domain.) 


“Maybe we're just gettin’ too old, mate,” Philza wistfully smiles. 


And Technoblade worries sometimes. 


He worries, because Philza might have Techno to /ive for, but Philza 
just as easily has someone else to die for. 


(He worries, selfishly, that one day Philza will dream of his Lady one 
time too many and never wake again.) 


“Maybe you’re getting too old, falling asleep everywhere,” Techno 
finally snarks. “I’m just built different.” 


“Fuck you, too.” 


“You're gonna die in your little old man rocking chair because you 
were vibing too hard, and I’m gonna laugh, Phil.” 


“I'm not gonna die,” Philza gently chuckles. 


“Really now?” Techno sardonically asks. 


“Retiring from the living world would take way too much paperwork, 
you know.” Philza rests his head on top of Techno’s. “Besides, who’s 
gonna listen to you ramble about potato war crimes when I’m gone?” 


Techno makes a noncommittal noise. “I’d bully your gravestone, 
probably.” 


“See, now | have to stay. Wouldn't want to put my gravestone 
through all that.” Philza might have smiled then. “Can't steal bread if 
I’m dead, anyways.” 


“Or debate war crimes with me,” Techno quickly adds. 


“Yeah,” Philza whispers, that soft smile never leaving his face even 
as he quietly closes his eyes. “With you.” 


7. And They Were Rivals 
Summary for the Chapter: 
(Oh my god, they were rivals.) 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with incoherent text. These are 
deliberate stylistic choices and are not intended to be 
visually/verbally coherent. 


im_a_squid_kid: Technoblade. 


Technoblade: Squid. 


im_a_squid_kid: there is a rabbit in my farm 


Technoblade: yes, rabbit familiars are a common farming assistant 


im_a_squid_kid: is it your rabbit 


Technoblade: ... 


Technoblade: depends. 


im_a_squid_kid: it was eating my crops 


Technoblade: well that’s a shame 


im_a_squid_kid: and drunk the whiskey 


Technoblade: oh 


Technoblade: is it a white rabbit? 


im_squid_kid: perhaps 


Technoblade: does it have green eyes? 


im_a_squid_kid: i'm starting to believe this is your rabbit 


Technoblade: That’s not a rabbit. On my way. 


im_a_squid_kid: what does that mean 


[ Technoblade read at 16:07 | 


im_a_squid_kid: DON'T LEAVE ME, WHAT THE FUCK DOES THAT 
MEAN 


-<>Y<>- 


“Lagos.” 


A lanky, half transformed rabbit disrespectfully waggles an ear up at 
a god too old to be bothered. “Technology.” 


“Oh, you have jokes today. That’s fun.” The laurel hiding in Techno’s 
hair carries the burden of a heavy crown on his head- either that, or 
this whole nonsense has finally started to give him a migraine. “You 
wanna talk about why you had a drunk party of one in my potato 
rival’s backyard?” 


“Mmmmm g'nna get a-” Lagos hiccups. Maybe. It’s hard to describe 
the sound. “-a g’d-d grade in rivalssssss.” 


“Lagos. Lagos, you can’t-” Techno pinches his brow, his glasses 
digging just slightly into his snout. “-you can’t just do crimes on my 
behalf, man.” 


“He’s jus’ a mortal,” Lagos half spits, squinting blearily up at Techno. 
“Yoooooou fuck-k-k-ing blink and- and it’s-” Lagos furrows his nearly 
nonexistent brows. “-dead in th’ ground! Like all the rest of him.” 


“And | respect him regardless. Everything dies, bro,” Techno says as 
he cleans down his tools. “Mortals aren’t special cases.” 


Lagos ducks his head into his arm. “Myeeeeh. You'll I'rn one day.” 


Techno sighs. “Lagos, why are you here?” 


“You can’ tell me wh’t t’ do...” 


“Well, yeah,” Techno concedes. “Free will is super pog and all. But | 
can and will kick you out for being a nuisance, so there’s that.” 


Lagos blearily raises his head. “ Fffffffight me.” 


“No.” 


“Ll fight you,” Lagos insists. 


“Not in that outfit, you’re not.” 


“One day,” Lagos promises. 


“If | say yes, will you stop interfering with my potato war’s competitive 
integrity?” Techno asks. 


“Perhaps.” 


“You’re gonna have to wait until after I’m done with all this, though.” 
Techno sets down his newly cleaned hoe on the table. “Sure, it’s just 
potatoes, but it’s honest work. I’d like to see it through.” 


“One good fight.” Lagos plops his face on the table. “Th’s fine. ‘nd | 
never ask you fr anythin’ again.” 


“Lagos, what does that mean?" Techno pauses. “Lagos?” No 
answer. “Bro. Bro, that’s kind of a sus thing to say out of nowhere, I’d 
like some clarification here.” 


There’s a snore rumbling through the wood. The horrid old drunk is 
already asleep. 


Lagos better make all this fuss worth his while. Add to his retirement 
fund or something. Or maybe get Techno a house somewhere on the 
guy's server, somewhere cold and quiet. (Just close enough for 
Wilbur to visit, if he wanted.) 


That might be nice. 


Techno sighs. 


“Some rival you are.” He takes his cloak out of his inventory, draping 
the red covered furs over the freeloading idiot. “Talk to me when 
you're sober, moron.” 


8. You Know, As Good Friends Do 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Techno's having a great time. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains brief emoji text. 


Having to put an annoying rabbit doll god to bed is definitely 
something that Techno wants to do today. Thank you, Lagos. 


Because what Techno really needs is solid interruption of his work. 
Yep! Why work at his neverending arms race when an uninvited 
guest needs to be attended to? It’s not like there’s a whole entire war 
going on! 


Well, he is used to the whole dropping in thing from Lagos. But it's 
the principle of it all. Timing, timing, timing. 


-<>Y<>- 


im_a_squid_kid: TECHNO PICK UP, WHAT DO YOU MEAN IT'S 
NOT A RABBIT. 


Technoblade: Yeah 


im_a_squid_kid: THAT’S NOT A VALID ANSWER, BOZO 


Technoblade: yeah 


im_a_squid_kid: BLINK TWICE IF THERE’S A GUN TO YOUR 
HEAD 


Technoblade: But you can’t see me, so that would be useless. 


im_a_squid_kid: i can and will start swearing at you in Seascript 


Technoblade: No, my monetization! Think of the farming podcasts! 


im_a_squid_kid: Techno seriously, the rabbit what do you mean it's 
not a rabbit. 


Technoblade: Well you see. It's a homeless man. 


im_a_squid_kid: that’s even worse somehow 


Technoblade: Homeless God technically. 


im_a_squid_kid: HOBO GOD REAL??? 


Technoblade: He’s having an existential crisis or something 


Technoblade: idk, he’s asleep. 


im_a_squid_kid: Wait. Was this a deliberate attempt to get me away 
from my potatoes? 


Technoblade: You're the one who keeps messaging me. 


im_a_squid_kid: <1:2 <1:2 <1:2 


Technoblade: Oh boy! One of those newfangled e-mo-jis the cool 
kids are on about! 


Im_a_squid_kid: brooooo how old are you 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Mmm.” Ah. Speak of the divine devil himself. Lagos finally deigns to 
open his hungover eyes. “Techno?” 


“Silence, interloper.” Techno taps out a new contact number with his 
stylus. “I’m doing war communication.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Technoblade: philza my beloved 


Ph1LzZA: first of all 


Ph1LZA: never call me that again 


Technoblade: oh so your wife can call you beloved but i can’t? Ouch 
oof i see how it is 


Ph1LzA: m8 


Technoblade: top ten manga betrayals 


Ph1LZA: | tell you about comics ONE TIME 


Technoblade: ok urahara kinnie 


PhiLzA: URAHARA WISHES HE WERE PHILZA FUCKING 
MINECRAFT 


Technoblade: Anyway, | have a homeless man on my couch again. 


Ph1LzA: i thought i was your homeless couch man, how could you 
do this to me. | though i knew you 


Technoblade: thought 


Ph1LzZA: (O_d) ry 


Technoblade: oh god the emojis are spreading 


PhiLzA: adapt or die m8 


Technoblade: ok darwinist 


Phi1LzA: Technoblade, Emperor Snow, My Dearly Beloathed Imperial 
Majesty, do go on about your new guest 


Technoblade: ok royal au kinnie 


PhiLzA: Ol! 


Technoblade: (that’s the last one i swear) 


Technoblade: Also it's just Lagos. 


Ph1LZA: a hes still like that huh 


Technoblade: Oh yeah but this time it's like 


Technoblade: weirder than usual. 


Technoblade: He’s drunk and was eating Squids potatoes. 


Ph1LzA: deadass?? Raw fookin potooo00000??? 


Technoblade: He was not eating the famous horse moblin athlete 
pot-8-os. 


Ph1LzA: you dense motherfucker why would i be talking about an 
athlete 


Technoblade: anyways, our resident homeless man here is 


Technoblade: Really drunk. 


Technoblade: | need some advice cause now he’s crying. 


Technoblade: Help. 


Ph1LZA: no 


Technoblade: Philza. Help me. 


Ph1LZA: Long live the king. 


Technoblade: PHILZA 


-<>Y<>- 


Sniffles come from the body bundled into his pillow, and 
Technoblade is not equipped to deal with whatever divine mid-life 
Crisis is happening in his living room right now. 


Not that Philza would have been, either. But Philza at least had that 
suspiciously harmless vibe going for him where he could just exist 
with a soft greeting and little else, crumbling all mental defenses 
instantly. 


(There’s probably some metaphor about the gentle inevitability of 
death in there. Either way, Wilbur’s particular charm came from 
somewhere. ) 


But Philza is not here, because he is a traitor who has left Techno to 
languish alone in the sea of Lagos' mid-life crisis. 


“Techno, do you...” Lagos shudders. “Have you ever lost someone?” 


“People die all the time, buddy.” Techno shrugs. “I knew some of 
them.” 


“Not to death,” Lagos quickly corrects. “Different ways. Like... to their 
own memories.” 


Techno remembers old prayers and old bells. He remembers rust 
creeping up desperate echoing voices, wandering and lost until the 
choir was all that remained. 


Techno remembers red eyes on a face so blank it could have been 
carved from stone. He remembers what it looks like to watch 
someone try to claw out their own hands. 


“Can't say that | have,” Techno decides. 


“It... sucks. Even when you know it’s coming. One day she’s there, 
and the next-” 


“She?” Techno asks. 


Lagos freezes. “Nevermind. Can we just fight now?” 


“Bruuuuh.” Techno lightly pushes at Lagos' dumb orb head. “I don’t 
fight hungover people. | have standards.” 


“Please? It'll be fun for you,” Lagos mumbles. 


“If you think fighting the wrong side of drunk is fun, you need to get 
some standards, my guy,” Techno flatly surmises. “Or go yell at a 
cloud. Same difference.” 


“Phil would fight me,” Lagos insists. “He knows when to square up.” 


“Unfortunately for you, | don’t respond to pointed jabs like that.” 
Techno loudly cracks his neck, a graceless grunt dying somewhere 
in his snout. “Either you can come to the kitchen and help me make 
lunch, or you can open up. There’s no other option.” 


“There’s nothing to open up about,” Lagos insists. 


“Then I’m harassing Phil until he shows up to give you a ride home.” 
Techno stands up, bracing his knees with his arms. (Gods, he’s old.) 


“And then you can deal with him being all cranky from being 
interrupted from his scheduled old man nap.” 


Lagos sighs. “Where do you keep the eggs?” 


“That's the spirit.” 


-<>Y<>- 


PhiLzA: Techno are you still alive? 


Ph1LzA: Techno 


Ph1LzA: Technooooo000000 


Ph1LzZA: tech note blaze 


Ph1LzA: Technology Sword 


Ph1LZA: teccie da blade 


[ Technoblade has blocked you. | 


Ph1LzA: m8 unblock me i need to tell you something. 


[ Technoblade has unblocked you.] 


PhiLZA: love you m8 


[ Technoblade has blocked you. | 


Ph1LzA: why do yoU LEAVE ME 


9. White Noise 
Summary for the Chapter: 


It's got something to do with trust. 


It starts like this. 


Philza tries to pay attention. 


At first. 


“The other day | was farmin’ potatoes by hand when another man 
visited my island and asked Why? Didn’t you already win the potato 
war? No, the potato war’s never ended. To understand how things 
ended up like this, we need to go back to Endekamon, when | 
dethroned Squidkid and became the #1 potato farmer in Skyblock-” 


Really, really tries. 


“-but in the days after that, | did... nothing. I'd spent so long working 
to become number one- now that | had done it, | didn’t- | didn’t feel 
anything at all! | had no idea what to do with myself. | mean, the 
book did alright, but not nearly enough to justify the amount of time | 
spent-” 


But Philza feels so, so tired. Tired in the way he can only be allowed 
to be around Techno. 


“Now when | made The Great Potato War, some people criticized me 
for violating Sun Tzu’s most basic tenant- whatever you do, don’t 
reveal all your techniques in a book, you fool, you moron. But my 
belief the Potato War had been over hadn’t been baseless- between 
my three extra minion slots, most of Squid’s minions not being max 
level, and the price of catalysts skyrocketing-” 


It’s something about trust, Philza thinks. He trusts so little these 
days- but he trusts Techno. It would make sense that his guard 
would slip so hard that he could barely keep his eyes open, 
sometimes. 


“-Squidkid would need almost 100 million coins to catch up, and | 
knew for a fact he was broke!” 


If nothing else, there was the trust that Techno would drop even his 
most impassioned rants in the name of protecting both of them, if 
something went wrong. 


But it wouldn’t, not here. Here, far away at the edge of everything, it 
was Safe. 


(They'd both made sure of it, one way or another.) 


“-had gone to his island to hand him the spare items he needed to 
make more slots, or in some cases just pay him millions of coins, all 
with the express purpose of defeating Technoblade, once and for all. 
Now | can’t complain about other people getting free stuff-” 


It would be so easy. So easy to just close his eyes for a while. Just a 
bit. 


Let the ancient cadence of Technoblade’s mind at work wash over 
him like a worn stone under a river. 


“Once more | consulted the wisdom of ancient times. Let your plans 
be dark and impenetrable as night, and when you move, fall like a 
thunderbolt.” 


How many times have they done this old song and dance? An Angel, 
snuck into the encampment of the insurrectionist general, wistfully 
listening to old proverbs and new battle lines. Fire and war could 
have raged around him, and that voice would have still been the 
safest shelter he’d known. 


“| had to go on a manhunt to find someone who was actually using 
sheep minions-” 


It's nice to hear Techno get passionate about things. To hear that 
steady fire in his voice, that ever so slightly terrifying ruthlessness of 
a man who wants to win and will do anything to make his victory the 
reality. It was always a little funny to watch the Covenant’s next 
enemy squirm. 


Technoblade could set the sky on fire, and Philza? Philza would be 
offered the best seat in the house so he could watch. 


(Philza doesn’t know what it said about himself, the fact that he 
enjoyed it- enjoyed knowing it, enjoyed watching it.) 


Probably says something a bit fucked up about him, to be honest. 


“Fortunately, the potato dome was making 3 million coins per day, 
not including the cost of buying catalysts, which was not an issue for 
me-" 


Philza can't really bring himself to feel guilty for it. Things like good 
and evil become arbitrary academic concepts at best after the first 
millenia or so. 


“The people that have broken into the potato dome have now started 
a potato cult. I- | don’t know how to feel about this.” 


Philza does his job, does right by what he loves, and the world 
continues to spin. That is his good, he supposes. 


“For a few days in Enamon there was a bug affecting a lot of farming 
minions. Potato minions were only making 33% the potatoes they 
were supposed to. Like any normal person, | immediately asked 
myself, how can | use this information to destroy my enemies?” 


It's nice to listen to Techno talk. In any language, really. Philza knows 
some people think Techno’s voice is flat or boring, but Philza never 
quite understood it. 


“-one time, after finishing planting potatoes, | took a nap, and when | 
woke up | had no idea how long I’d been asleep- but when | checked 
my farm | instantly knew, ah, these potatoes have been growing for 3 
and a half clicks! Shut up, | don’t have a problem-” 


Then again, he is falling asleep while said voice is steadily rumbling 
through his bones, so maybe people had a point. 


It’s fine. 


It’s safe. 


He can justtttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttt- 


-<>9Y<>- 


“| spent so long brewing potions that | ended up being ranked #4 
server-wide in alchemy-” 


An absurdly light weight falls across Techno’s lap. 


“Phil?” 


Techno tilts the man’s head to get a better look. Just asleep. 


“| see how it is,” Techno flatly snarks. “My impassioned speeches are 
just free tranquilizer for you, huh?” 


Techno pats firmly at starry wings. 


“Hope your dreams are as infected with farming statistics as mine, 
you frail old crow.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


techno's lines are lifted near verbatim from Skyblock: Potato 
War 2 


10. And The War Is Never Won! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Somewhere, two men fight for honor and glory. 


The seafolk are a strange lot, at least to the ones on land. 


This isn’t either of their faults, really. The land people can’t really 
breathe down there and see what things are like for themselves, and 
most of the seafolk can’t be bothered with anything above the water 
line unless they’re one of those properly semi-aquatic races. 


Squid was not one of those semi-aquatic races. An enchanted 
bowtie with turtle scutes sewn in would let him breathe the dry air, 
and a nicely done exoskeleton would let him walk on land like a well- 
boned animal. 


Squid is not an intimidating man. 


He’s a god damn squid moblin. Wide eyes, a black beaked smile, 
tentacles falling over his accursed face like some mockery of hair 
while his mantle trails behind his head. 


He’s got weird thumbed suckers for hands! He wears glasses! Man’s 
got a suit over his exoskeleton, even- he looks more like a lost 
college professor than an agricultural tycoon with a near monopoly 
on the aquatic market for land crops. 


And yet here they were, regardless. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Technoblade: This is getting out of hand 


im_a_squid_kid: Ya think? 


Technoblade: I'll stop when you stop 


im_a_squid_kid: I'll stop when YOU stop 


Technoblade: Good point. 


Technoblade: Seems we're at an impasse here 


im_a_squid_kid: What’s even in it for you? 


im_a_squid_kid: you’re just some guy 


im_a_squid_kid: So am I, up on land. 


im_a_squid_kid: Why did you start fighting me out of nowhere? 


Technoblade: Because we’re having so much fun hand-farming 11 
clicks a clock 


im_a_squid_kid: har har har 


Technoblade: | mean it 


Technoblade: this has been pretty fun. I’ve gained a lot from this 


Technoblade: patience 


Technoblade: discipline 


Technoblade: carpal tunnel 


im_a_squid_kid: Gods, you’re insane 


Technoblade: and | finally met someone as insane as | am, so 
there’s that 


im_a_squid_kid: what have | gained out of this. other than an all new 
stalker with an equal potato obsession. 


Technoblade: I’m pretty sure we've collectively cracked the entire 
discipline of efficiency farming for the next few decades 


im_a_squid_kid: We did do that 


Technoblade: | respect you, you know that? 


im_a_squid_kid: Funny way of showing respect. 


Technoblade: | wouldn’t be bothering trying to defeat you if | didn’t 
think you were someone worth fighting. 


Technoblade: You've got dedication, man. 


Technoblade: | hope things only get better for you from here. 


im_a_squid_kid: thanks, | guess 


Technoblade: First to 500 million 


im_a_squid_kid: ? 


Technoblade: first to 500 million wins the war 


im_a_squid_kid: | like those odds 


Technoblade: hey 


Technoblade: don’t let anyone give you a hard time about this, alright 


Technoblade: you tell me and i'll sort it out 


im_a_squid: why would anyone be giving me a hard time? 


Technoblade: ah you know how it is 


im_a_squid: i do not, in fact, know how it is 


Technoblade: the fundamentalists might think you're a _ little 
sacrilegious for trying to one-up a god 


im_a_squid_kid: hey 


im_a_squid_kid: hey 


im_a_squid_kid: hold up 


Technoblade: byeeeeee 


im_a_squid_kid: No 


im_a_squid_kid: no 


im_a_ squid_kid: Techno 


im_a_squid_kid: techno wht doyou meAn ONE UPA GD, OME BAK 
HERE 


[ Technoblade has left.] 


im_a_squid_kid: COM BCAK HERRE 


Notes for the Chapter: 
this was never gonna be a long fic lmao 


the potato war isn't over! it's just gonna continue in the 
background of other future fics until it properly reaches its end 


if you're an orp only reader, The Actual Technoblade goes on to 
win the potato war after well over an irl year, with the hypixel 
admins adding unique items to the game in honor of his victory. 


technoblade and i_am_a_squid_ kid both made videos about the 
progress of the potato war, which are available to watch on 
youtube. 
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Theseus- manufacture date 9 Teseramon 2011- dreams of flying. 
He dreams of living. 


He dreams of Angels. 


(And not much else. There's only so much a lab rat is allowed to 
know, after all.) 


Theseus (more like fuck this) 
Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series if you blame me for blindly reading 
what is obviously an sequel you can go outside and touch some 
grass. maybe even gain critical thinking 
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the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
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Sometimes, he dreams of flying. 


He thinks it’s flying. He’s not sure. He falls and falls and never lands. 


His eyes are open and he just sees... stars, endless stars. He sees 
a light that might have been the sun, air rushing past his ears and 
tousling his hair. 


There’s a taste somewhere between water and earth on his tongue- 
what the rain might have tasted like, if he’d ever known it. 


Sometimes, when he dreams of flying, he looks down at the ground. 
He sees rolling fields of... flowers. Those things are called flowers- 
and between those flowers, he sees long snaking streaks of light and 
sound, shrieking towards the sky. 


Sometimes, when he dreams of flying, he is not alone. 


Black starry shapes- is he one of them, when he dreams? All of them 
converging towards something. 


Those are his favorite dreams, he thinks. If he’s flying towards 
something, he might see him again- 


THESEUS. 


He opens his eyes with a silent jolt. 


He’s not flying, not anymore. He is not a starry shape against the 
sky. He’s a skinny, weak, human child in a cot. 


“Wha’ happened?” Theseus slurs out. 


“Enderman snapped your neck,” Chronos relays. “They stopped the 
test real quick after that. Pulled so many regen potions out of their 
asses you would have become God if you could.” 


“Man.” A sigh manages its way past Theseus’ bruised throat. “You 
think they'd let me die at this rate.” 


That's what they do to all the other kids. No life marks, no slots. Just 
put through the tests, again and again, until they earn their life or die 


trying. 


“They won't do that to you,” Chronos says. “You’re their favorite.” 


Theseus thinks Chronos sounds a little angry when he says it. 
Theseus tries not to feel hurt when he realizes. (He fails.) 


“I’m sorry,” Theseus hears himself say. 


“Whatever,” Chronos dismisses, placing a golden apple into his 
hand. “Here’s your breakfast.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Hello, Theseus,” the handler says politely. (The handler is always 
polite. ) 


“H-hello?” Theseus unsurely says back. 


The handler raises her eyebrows. 


Theseus’ eyes flick to her badge. “Daedalus-” 


“| did not give you my name. Don't use it.” 


His gaze skirts to the side. “You use my name-” 


“Are you talking back to me?” Daedalus asks. 


Theseus takes a shaking breath. 


“No,” he decides. “Miss,” he remembers to add. 


“Good.” A pen clicks loudly against a clipboard. “Any lingering 
aftereffects from yesterday’s testing? Pain or stiffness.” 


et 


Theseus tilts his head hard enough to crack his neck. “ ‘fraid not.” 
“You understand what happened, of course,” Daedalus assumes. 


“The enderman had a longer reach than | thought it would-” 


Daedalus sighs loudly. “You always blame other people, Theseus. 
Honestly, you’re nearly five. You should have grown out of these little 
habits by now.” 


“It's not my fault I’ve never fought an enderman before,” Theseus 
grumbles. 


Daedalus scoffs, pen scribbling her latest unseen judgements on her 
papers. “It is your fault that you failed to know your own reaction 
time.” 


Theseus sniffs. “The enderman was just lucky.” 


“And you're lucky we didn’t leave you to die for the sake of the 
demonstration. It would have been a valuable learning experience 
for the other subjects.” Grey eyes bore past Theseus’ head. “Even 
heroes fall.” 


Theseus stills. 


“And there you are flinching again.” Daedalus sighs. “I will put you up 
with another appointment then- with Mrs Leelan, of course. It seems 
you need more psychiatric assistance.” 


“ ..Of course, miss. | understand.” 


“Good.” The pen clicks again. “It would be best if you don’t cause 
any more trouble today- you have nothing else on your schedule 
except for some injections.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Dude.” Chronos looks at Theseus with something a little like fear. 
“How are you not going stir crazy? This place is so tiny.” 


Theseus blinks. “It is? | thought it was a bit big, to be honest.” 


“It’s like sitting in a prison cell,” Chronos complains. “I mean, look at 
this!” He stands up on his cot and slaps the ceiling. “Practically a dog 
cage.” 


“What's a prison?” 


Chronos stops. “Theseus. You’ve been outside, right?” 


Theseus tilts his head. “You’ve seen them take me to the training 
yard.” 


“That's not what outside means!” Chronos insists. “That’s-” He 
frowns down at Theseus. “How long have you been down here?” 


“I've always been here? That's what Daedalus says, anyways.” 


“No, like-” Chronos plops back down on his cot, sitting across from 
Theseus. “They got you from somewhere, right? Like, they picked 
me off the street. Medea, she got bought off from her parents.” 


“Oh, like that!” Theseus smiles. “Il was manufactured here.” 


Chronos’ face shifts with... something. Something Theseus can’t 
quite pick up on. “What, you got no parents?” 


“l-” Theseus raises a finger, then pauses, tapping it to his clefted 
chin. “Does Daedalus count?” 


“Gods, | hope not. That would just be sick. | mean-” Chronos picks at 
his worn blanket. “I had a dad. Out there.” 


“Is that like a handler or something?” 


Chronos’ mouth flattens. “Uhhh- | don’t know, maybe. | don’t really 
remember much about him, but he was nice. When | think about him, 
it still feels happy, even if | don’t know why.” 


Theseus lies down in his cot, folding his arms together. “Sometimes 
when | get banged up, | see this- this guy?” 


“Someone you know?” 


“| don’t think so,” Theseus uncertainly answers. “I'll just get flashes of 
some blond guy with a white beard.” 


“Huh.” Chronos turns his head. “Maybe that’s your dad? Or whoever 
made you, or took care of you, | guess.” 


“Daedalus said | had, like, a donor. Someone they used to make me. 
Do you think that’s a dad?” 


Chronos might have scoffed. “If you had a dad, he probably doesn’t 
know you're here.” 


“Why would that mean anything?” Theseus wonders. 


“| mean- if your dad knew you were here, he'd try to get you out, 
right? That’s what my dad would do.” Chronos looks up at the blank 
ceiling. “Maybe he’s trying to do that right now.” 


“. IS it nice out there?” Theseus dares to ask. “Wherever your 
outside is.” 


Chronos’ wide eyes dim. “It’s better than here.” 


“If you say so.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“COME ON!” The trainer pulls the little girl back to her feet. “GET 
UP!” 


“Hell’s bells, Heracles,” one of the proctors quietly pipes up from the 
seats. “She’s only five.” 


“She’s already five!” Heracles pulls the girl’s shirt collar until she 
nearly dangles in the air. “What am | going to do with you? | put you 
with the best one in the Minos division and you still learn nothing!” 


Theseus clutches his staff. “She’s already out of the ring, sir. Weren't 
we supposed to stop?” 


“AGAIN!” Heracles shoves a staff back in the bruised girl’s hands 
and throws her back into the ring. “If you can’t learn, then how ‘bout 
this? The winner doesn't have to sleep with the dogs tonight.” 


No, no. Not the dogs, not the mob grinders. 


The girl- Theseus doesn’t even know her name- silently shakes her 
head at him. She’s a small thing. She wouldn't survive the dogs if 
they got hungry tonight. 


(But neither would Theseus.) 


-<>Y<>- 


Theseus gets up the next morning and goes to breakfast with the 
other subjects. 


The girl isn’t there. 


By tomorrow, he'll tell himself he only imagined her. 


It's what she would do, if it were him. 


-<>Y<>- 


“| saw security hauling a dead guy through the halls,” Theseus says. 
“Guess he tried to break in.” 


“Yeah.” Chronos takes a deep breath. “He did.” 


-<>Y<>- 


You are a hero. 


You will be a vassal chosen by destiny. Beloved by the universe for 
the sake of mankind. 


And a hero cannot be a child. 


So, tell me, Theseus- are you a child? 


Or are you a man? 


-<>Y<>- 


“I'm leaving, Theseus,” Chronos says one day. 


“But if you leave, your dad won't find you,” Theseus says. 


“I’m gonna go see him,” Chronos smiles. 


“But-” Theseus pauses. “But if you leave, and I’m here- | won’t see 
you again.” 


“You could come with me,” Chronos insists. 


“What, out?” 


“Yeah!” Chronos’ smile gets hopeful, almost. “Maybe you’d be able to 
see that guy you keep dreaming about.” 


“You think so?” Theseus sits up in his cot. “But how? This place is 
always crawling with security guards.” 


“We pray,” Chronos explains. “We pray every night, and then one 
day an Angel will set us free. We just have to wait.” 


Theseus hesitates. “I don’t know how to pray.” 


“That’s okay. | can pray for the both of us. Just repeat after me.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Father of crows, night’s wing, watchful eye, emerald star. 


Father, we thank your dear Lady, our mother, for what She gives us, 
for the trees and the flowers and the beasts of the earth, that you let 
us reap their lives in service of our own. We thank what Death has 
given us in life. 


Father, forgive me that the gift of life tires me, that your children trap 
themselves in darkness. 


Father, will you hear your selfish children one last time? Hear my 
name and take it as your own. 


Father, free us, take us into the night of your wings, and return us to 
the dreamless embrace of our Lady mother. 


Father, please, return me to your endless asphodel fields and let me 
sleep under the watchful eyes of our Mother. Take our earthly forms 
and set us to freedom in the stars. 


Father, take my final gifts to your Lady. Take the last breath of my 
lungs and the heart from my chest, and let it fly with you. 


Father, Angel, spare me this life and give me your mercy. 


Let me sleep. 


Let me sleep. 


Let me sleep. 


-<>Y<>- 


On the third night, Theseus dreams. 


Next time, a reedy lilting voice whispers, ask me when you mean 
it. 


Theseus wakes up. 


(Chronos doesn't.) 


-<>Y<>- 


“Why are you crying, Theseus?” 


Theseus’ mouth pulls with a flattened grimace as he vainly attempts 
to blink the tears back into his eyes. “ ‘m not.” 


Mrs. Leelan’s eyes soften- almost. (Only almost. Never quite.) “Is 
this about Chronos?” 


“He said- he said he wouldn't leave me,” Theseus’ voice wavers. “He 
said he was gonna-” 


His mouth shuts with a click. 


“Going to what, Theseus?” Mrs. Leelan smiles. “Take you with him?” 


Theseus feels red creeping on his face. 


Mrs. Leelan snaps her fingers, and a golden apple lands in her 
palms. “Here. You've had quite a horrid morning, haven't you?” This 
time, she lets him take the apple, rather than placing it in his hand. 
“It's natural to want freedom, Theseus. Very human of you. I’m 
dreadfully sorry Chronos used you like that.” 


Theseus pauses from the bites into the apple. “...Used?” 


“You're still here, Theseus. Chronos is not.” Mrs. Leelan sweetly tilts 
her head. “How can you call it anything else?” 


If he hadn't already been trained otherwise, perhaps this new idea 
would have made Theseus sick. Instead, it just makes him feel 
heavy. 


“You won’t be punished for Chronos’ manipulations, of course,” Mrs. 
Lealan adds. “It wasn’t your fault you didn’t know better.” She leans 
in with a secretive whisper. “I think you did rather well.” 


Theseus hesitates. “What did | do well?” 


“You survived despite Chronos’ efforts, Theseus. You stayed right 
where you belong- here.” Mrs. Leelan lays a gentle hand on his 
head. “With Minos.” Her smile softens. “Remember to finish your 
apple. | think you've earned the treat.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“This isn’t the training yard,” Theseus says as he’s ushered away on 
a different path than before. 


“Good. You noticed.” Daedalus’ shoes click loudly on the floor, just 
ahead of Theseus. “We’re heading towards the shrine.” 


“That’s- that’s where you give people lives,” Tommy recalls. 


“Yes. It is. We’ve made it quite efficient.” Daedalus opens a small 
door. “Step inside.” 


It’s less of a room and more a tiny, featureless box he can happen to 
fit inside. 


Theseus laughs nervously in the empty space. “Hold on, this isn't 
gonna gut me up like a cow machine or anythi-” 


He never does get to finish that sentence. 


Not when this white-hot pain crawls up the barcode etched across 
his chest, when the room feels like it’s screaming, screaming in his 
ears with an inescapable sound that might have been THESEUS 
Player of games, take a breath, now take another feel air in your 
lungs- 


-respawn in the long dream there you are your body touching the 
universe again at every point as though you were separate things as 
though we were separate things- 


-the words change we do not change- 


-we are the universe we are everything you think isn't you you are 
looking at us now through your skin and your eyes and why does the 
universe touch your skin and throw light on you to see you player to 
know you and to be known, 


-and the player was a new story never told before written in letters of 
DNA and the player was a new program never run before generated 
by a sourcecode a billion years old and the player was a new human 
never alive before, 


STOP STOP STOP PLEASE 


You are the player. The story. The program. The human. 


He can’t breathe. He breathes and it feels like everything and 
nothing. Somehow, even this feeble air in his lungs feels 
insurmountably massive, as if it could have crawled into his blood 
and burst out of him and the player started to breathe faster and 
deeper and realised it was alive, it was alive, those thousand deaths 
had not been real, the player was alive- 


And Theseus saw, 


he saw, 


he saw that sometimes the player believed the universe had spoken 
to it through the sunlight that came through the shuffling leaves of 
the summer trees 


and Theseus the human dreamed again that the player believed the 
universe had spoken to it through the light that fell from the crisp 
night sky of winter, where a fleck of light in the corner of the player's 
eye might be a star a million times as massive as the sun, boiling its 
planets to plasma in order to be visible for a moment to the player, 


Theseus the human, walking home at the far side of the universe, 
suddenly smelling food, almost at the familiar door, about to dream 
again 


And he might have heard that the universe had spoken to it through 
the zeros and ones, through the electricity of the world, through the 
scrolling words on a screen at the end of a dream where his heart 


stops. 


and he is dreaming of flying again, dreaming of black wings and the 
green of summer grasses, standing in a field of flowers and he sees 
him, 


an aged face and silver beard framed by golden hair, living shapes 
branching like a halo around his head that might have turned to 
Theseus if only fora moment and his eyes were blue, 


just the same as Theseus the human, 


that for a maibhaf: tBe tw wo of them were exactly the same and the 


universe satelovayeg 
And the hero, 
the player, 


the human wakes up. 


He wakes up, and when he runs his hands on the back of his aching 
neck, he feels three beating hearts branded on his skin. 


He kneels on the quartz floor, still gasping for air. 
The door opens. 


Past the light of the hallway, Daedalus is, for the first time, smiling at 
him. 


“Welcome home, Theseus.” 
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And there against the sunlight seen by that unfortunate soul, he must 
have seemed an angel. 


In which two teen boys both think they're the one doing their 
sheltered friend a favor and two empty-nest fathers accidentally 
adopt a kid without telling their sons. 


Time is a flat fucking circle. 


1. A Good Man 
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“Hey, man.” 


George frowns behind his round sunglasses. “Hey, sir,” he corrects. 


“Yeah, yeah.” A lemonwood brown human rolls dark eyes, huffing 
behind the red headscarf muffling their mouth. Tight silvery curls of 
hair peek out past the sea of fabric. “Get off your high horse, kid.” 


George rakes an appraising eye on the other man, taking in the 
lemon patterned embroidery of the scarf. “You’re the mayor of 
Lemon City,” he airily recalls. “That medical district.” 


The mayor raises an unimpressed grey eyebrow. It's strange how 
young their face seems, that their hair could be so grey. (Then again, 


George has heard that the Lemon city wardens do odd things to 
keep their city of healing safe and sacred.) 


“lam the mayor,” the man flatly confirms, “which also means | am 
the head doctor. | seen you cryin’ over creeper cough, little Lore. You 
won't get a sir outta me anytime soon.” An uncomfortably pristine 
hand breaks past a loose black sleeve, just barely stopping itself 
from impulsively inspecting George’s face. “You haven’t had a 
checkup in a long while. How old are you now?” 


“10,” George tersely answers. “Mr. Ponk.” 


Ponk scoffs. “None o’ that mister/missus nonsense. Doctor works 
just fine.” 


Gods. Being around Doctor Ponk feels like hanging around a 
grandma. A grandma who, like- talks about their crushes or 
something. Ugh. 


Ponk’s eyes flick to George’s gloves. “Getting a retouch?” 


George looks cooly off to the side. “None of your business.” 


“You were still growing during your last fitting,” Ponk recalls. “It 
makes sense you'd need another right about now.” 


George curls his dull fingers into his palms. “How would you even 
know anyway, you nosy creep?” 


Ponk harmlessly waves a limp wrist, hidden face betraying a happy 
squint. “Oh, nothing horrid. Sam just tells me about a// the clients | 
send his way. Lovely distraction while he works at my legs.” Their 
other hand drums onto their white pants, the motion eliciting a 
hollow, almost wooden sound. “He’s sweet like that.” 


“Fascinating.” George drawls. “Can you hurry up?” 


“Excuse me for bein’ a little interested,” Ponk defensively answers. 
“You were a rather unique case. Our youngest amputee and with 
such delicate replacement work-” 


“Thank you, Doctor,” George half hisses. “I’m sure you're very busy. | 
wouldn't want to waste any more of your time.” 


Ponk finally (finally) moves to stand, legs clicking with the burst of 
movement. “Alright, alright. Thorny little child.” 


“lam 10,” George reminds, “not a child.” 


Ponk hums distractedly, knuckles knocking on the door of the waiting 
room. “Sam! You got a client!” 


A dull voice echoes behind the tinted glass. “/’// get the door. Stand 
back.” 


There’s a heavy clanging noise, and the door slides into the wall like 
a gods damn boxcutter. (George can never get used to that.) Ponk 
spares a sweet little wave as they promptly fuck off. (Grandma.) 


George steels his breath and steps into the office of the royal 
redstone wizard. 


“Keep by the door,” a still muffled voice goes on. “Gotta put away the 
welding armor.” 


A hulking, spidery mass goes over itself with thin, cloven fingers, 
shedding meticulous layers of netherite skin until the slightly more 
reasonable, marginally less horrifying shape of a well-muscled 
creeper moblin reveals itself, four gold-capped hooves tapping 
against the floor. 


“Hey, Sam,” George finally manages. 


A sharp face swivels towards him on a long, sturdy neck. “Oh, 
George!” Sam pushes his thick rectangular goggles up into a sparse 
green mane, revealing slanted dark eyes. “I wasn’t keeping you 
waiting too long, was |?” 


“No, no.” George steps a little further into the room as Sam wipes 
down his own soot-stained face. “I just ran into Ponk earlier, that’s 
all.” 


Sam’s jagged mouth splits with a brief chuckle. “Fair enough.” 


“| need a checkup.” George wiggles his fingers. “Mother says my 
handwriting’s been getting a bit stiff.” 


Sam rolls the last of- well, whatever the hell he was doing earlier out 
of his shoulders, the pauldrons of his gold protective wear clinking 
with the motion. “Alright. Let’s take a look. Gloves off.” 


Ah, yes. That makes sense. (Unfortunately.) But even with how 
much logical sense it makes, it’s still with a measure of hesitation 
that George delicately removes the pale gloves from his hands. 


Ten clicking, gilded, porcelain fingers shimmer defiantly back at him, 
round sockets curling possessively over the unsightly remains of his 
pale knuckles. 


Sam nudges George over to a chair, and as soon as he’s seated, the 
taller man goes right into all his silly little adjustments. 


George can understand the need, with Sam being so much larger- a 
whole 2 and a quarter blocks- but sti//. The whole set-up makes 
George feel like a bug under a magnifying glass. 


“Stiff, you say? Anything else feel a bit off?” 


“One of the thumb sockets feels kind of out of sync,” George 
concedes, “but | can’t tell which one it is.” 


“Hmm.” Sam measures out a few of George’s fingers before his four 
spidery, horsey, whatever legs pitter off towards a file box- and 
whatever it is he’s reading in his fun little notes, his eyes shift with 
new understanding. “Okay. Based on your parents’ measurements in 
comparison to the dimension of your hands right now, your 
prosthetics have gotten a little too small for you. That would explain 
the stiffness.” 


George sighs. “Of course. How long will it take to do new ones?” 


“Oh, I’ve got a set ready for you right now.” Sam rifles through one of 
his seemingly infinite amount of chests. “Il figured we’d need a resize 
sooner or later with the rate you were growing, so | hammered these 
out beforehand.” 


Gods, George hates this part. It’s not like it hurts or anything, it just- 
he can't look at it. He closes his eyes as the man does his work. 


“Your ports are still holding up, so that’s good,” Sam idly comments. 
“I’m going to change out the ender eyes, though- don’t want those 
guys to break on your new fingers.” 


George silently nods. 


“Mhmm, and now I’m gonna start putting the fingers in. This is your 
left thumb, tell me when you feel it connect...” 


-<>Y<>- 


George feels a thin hand tap at his shoulder. “Okay, George, we’re 
done.” 


George blinks open his eyes, flexing the numbness of his fingers. 
“Already?” 


“Yep.” Sam slaps his hands down on his drab work apron. “You're 
good to go! You’re gonna feel a little tingly for the next day or so, 
though, so make sure you take it easy, okay?” 


George chuckles grimly. “I always do.” 


He lingers by the door before he leaves. 


“You're a good man, Sam.” George hesitates. “I know this is just, 
like, your job and all? But you're a good man.” 


It’s hard to tell what happened next on the creeper moblin’s face. But 
as the door snaps open again and George makes his way out, he 
thinks the redstone wizard might have smiled before going back to 
work. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years my beloved 


2. Tommy, innit? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Theseus, meet Mr. Soot. 


George decides to go shopping. To browse, at least. Browsing is a 
perfectly acceptable hobby for a man of his stature. It keeps him in 
touch with the day to day of the server, and it introduces him to 
things- or people - that could catch his eye. 


At least that’s what Mother says. 


He’s not too fond of it, though. Lord Lore this, young sir that, it’s all 
so bloody irritating! 


He did get a positively exquisite melon parfait from that cat moblin 
run cafe, though. Cat moblin sweets were infamously intense, what 
with the dull sense of sweetness their kind had, but George had a 
fondness for the kick. Absolutely delightful. 


He might even dare say that he’s in a good mood. 


And then someone crashes into him, right into his fucking hands. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Today is his lucky day. Maybe. 


He thinks it’s lucky! Certainly isn’t bad! 


He was scrounging around in those ‘marked its’ or whatever- you 
know, those places where people have tons of free stuff 
everywhere? It’s great. 


Free food! Free, uh- 


-whatever he’s holding. 


(He is not very smart in the art of Things.) 


He has things now! But he is not very good at holding him because 
he doesn’t have those, uh, slots that everyone else seems to have. 
He should probably do that. 


But slots are etched. 


On the body. 


With needles. 


(Like barcodes. ) 


So- so- maybe not? Maybe later. When the idea of that feels a little 
less like a heart attack. 


Anyway, food. 


Food is good and easy to get. Food can be acquired in exchange 
for, 


UUUUUUUUU UU UU uuu uuu uUUUUUUuUh- 


-bits of Things. Things which everyone else just has infinite amounts 
of probably. That’s why he can just borrow some! Because people 
already have Bits and Things and he wants them more, so it’s fine. 


There’s a man just wandering around as thin as a needle holding 
some type of weird green goo. He’s not really sure if it's actually food 
but hey- the weird skinny man is eating it, so that’s a good sign. 


In the interest of science, it would be good practice if he ate it 
himself, to find out if it is food, and perhaps get more of it. 


So the man sits down at one of those bench things (there are very 
lovely benches around here, so that makes sense). The man is 
looking away and not eating the food. 


Excellent. 


Observation one- the spoon is made of wood, and that’s Weird. 


Observation two- this is horrifically sweet. Like, beyond human 
comprehension. 


Observation three- the man is now looking back at him and seems 
very, very confused. 


“What are you doing?” 


Abort! Abort! 


Uh- uh- 


“Ah, well,” Theseus starts, “you see-” 


He snaps back and punches the other guy in the face. 


In his defense- in his defense - he panicked. 


Punching someone after eating their food is a perfectly normal and 
acceptable panic response. 


Or maybe not, because apparently there’s guards around here, and 
they're very unhappy with Theseus right now. 


Observation four- Theseus, you’re dead. You better start running. 


So he runs. 


He runs. 


He runs. 


But Theseus was never really the best runner- not in a city he barely 
knows, barefoot on jagged cobbled ground, no landmarks of escape 
but a sea of lantern lights and a forest looming in the distance. 


It’s only a matter of time before someone grabs him, and they do. 
Theseus bolts towards the mouth of blackstone walls before an iron 
hard grip clamps down on his arm, pulling him through the wide 
window a white carriage. 


“LET ME GO, LET ME GO-” 


A dark coat gets tossed around his shoulders, a matching black hat 
forced over his dirty hair. Something gets tied around his waist- is 
that a fox pelt- 


“Stay low,” a tired voice echoes in his skull. “Face the wall, sit 
down. Pretend you fell asleep.” Red glasses gleam in the dim light. 
“PIl do the talking.” 


Theseus can either bother arguing and get himself killed, or shut up 
and live a few tocks longer. His mouth clicks shut and he ducks his 
head into the wall, legs curling up to disappear behind the coat that’s 
been put around him. 


The man with red glasses leans out the large window of the car just 
in time for the guards and their horses to start rolling in. 


“You lot looking for a quick pick-me-up?” He says with a friendly 
tone. 


“Mr. Soot,” a woman's stern voice intones. “Did you see a boy go 
through those gates?” 


“Can't say | have!” the supposed Mr. Soot brightly replies. 


“Like hell you haven't!” a newer, unfortunately familiar voice shouts. 


“Milord,” the guard nervously says, “your face, you’re not fully 
healed, you shouldn’t-” 


“That rat punched me in the face!” There’s an angry, clickity noise. 
“And look at the mess he’s made of my hands, they’re locking up 
again!” 


“Looks like you’re having a rough day, George,” Mr. Soot notes. 


“That's Lord Lore to you,” George hisses. “Don’t forget who owns the 
land you’re standing on.” 


“That would be your father, | believe!” Mr. Soot happily points out. 
“Lovely man, his house here is very nice.” 


“Why, you-” 


“ Let him be, milord,” the guard wearily insists. “There’s no use 


debating him, everyone and their mother knows he’s had a screw 
loose ever since-” 


“Ever since what?” Mr. Soot’s face twists into a scowl. “Go on. Say it. 
I’m just dying to know.” 


George twitches. “I want someone to pay, and that rat out of here.” 


“The only rat | see is right in front of me.” 


“Oh, HONESTLY-” 


Mr. Soot produces a rat from his pocket. “His name is Milo. He eats 
socks and | love him.” 


The guard sighs. “Come on, milord. Let's get you home. No use 
chasing this lead any further today.” 


Mr. Soot happily waves at the retreating horse riders. “Come back 
tomorrow!” 


“One day, Soot,” George ominously promises. “I'll take you out.” 


“Young man, I’m flattered, but what would your father say?” Mr. Soot 
puts his hand to his face with a scandalized expression. “I’m far too 
old for you!” 


Theseus bites back a burst of laughter from his little hiding spot. 


George sniffs and dramatically turns around. “Watch your back.” 


“And you should watch out for our Shrinesday lunch discounts!” Mr. 
Soot airily replies. “Try the bear sausage sometime!” He fiddles with 
the window. “Anyways, that’s it for business today. I'll be heading 
home now.” 


The side window closes with a rattling click. Mr. Soot’s smile drops 
like a torn curtain. 


“Fucking brat,” the man snarks, pushing off from the empty counter. 
“Can't do shit without daddy dearest breathing down his neck.” 


Theseus shuffles around, turning away from the wall. “Uh, sir-” 


“Hol’ on, hol’ on. Gimme a tick.” 


Mr. Soot rifles through his pockets for a white stick of... something. 
He sticks the thing in his mouth and hunches over, a brief spark of 
blue fire snapping at his fingers. He walks over to the front of the car, 
a trail of snoke swimming around his head. 


There’s no horses or cows or anything in the front- just two seats 
and a smattering of wheels and levers sticking into the wall. This 
must be one of those automatic cars. Theseus remembers a few of 
those around the lab. Mr. Soot slumps into the seat in front of the 
wheel and rolls down the window next to him, letting the smoke trail 
outside. Theseus moves closer and hesitantly takes the other front 
seat. 


Theseus realizes, a little too late, that Mr. Soot is not human. 


His skin is all smooth and wrong. There’s claws sticking out of his 
fingers, and his pointed ears are feathered, and his eyes- 


-the eyes, even past the tint of the glasses, look more like a hunting 
bird than a person. 


“What’s your name, son?” Mr. Soot finally asks. 


“Th-” 


Theseus freezes. He doesn’t- he doesn’t know how far away he is 
from Minos, or what people know about it, but... probably wouldn't 
be a good idea to use his name. 


Except he doesn’t have a different name to use. 


Whoops. 


“Channel,” Theseus says, like an expert liar. 


Mr. Soot stares at him in silence. 


“Nutpig,” Theseus adds, snapping his fingers in what he hopes is a 
charming way. 


Mr. Soot blinks. 


“No,” he bluntly says. 


“Aw, what?” Theseus springs up in his chair. “Don’t judge a man’s 
name like that!” 


“Shit name is what it is,” Mr. Soot decides. 


“You got a better one?” Theseus accusingly asks. 


Mr. Soot looks him up and down. “Mug like that’s more of a Tommy, 
innit? A real soldiering type.” 


Another silence. 


“Yeah, alright,” the newly named Tommylnnit concedes. “What's 
next, bossman?” 


Mr. Soot sputters a tired laugh. “Jeez. This isn’t a kidnapping. You 
can just gimme back the clothes and go, I’m not gonna keep you.” 


“Okay.” TommyInnit fidgets in his seat. “So where are we going?” 


Mr. Soot frowns, mouth flattening with something that TommyInnit 
could almost mistake for concern. “Kid, do you- do you got nowhere 
to go?” 


“Nope.” 


“You’re not staying anywhere?” Mr. Soot presses. 


Tommy!nnit shakes his head. 


Mr. Soot leans back in his seat and takes a long, deep breath, 
smoke curling around the hiss of his mouth. Tommylnnit puffs his 
cheeks, trying not to breath any of that... weird whatever it is. 


“Okay,” Mr. Soot finally says. “I’ve got a spare room in my house. | 
can- | can give you a change of clothes, let you get a bath-” He 
squints accusingly in TommylInnit’s direction. “You know how to do 
baths, right?” 


“Pm not an infant, man,” Tommylnnit splutters. “] know how to do 
baths.” 


“I'll get you sorted and you can stay the night, and we can- we can-” 
Mr. Soot digs his fingers over his eyes. “-figure shit out from there, | 
guess.” A sigh. “Gods, what am | doing?” 


“Saving my life?” TommylInnit hopefully offers. 


A bitter chuckle. “Fuck, / guess.” Mr. Soot snaps back forward in his 
seat, fiddling with the levers by the wheel in front of him. “Come on, 
then, Tommy. Let’s go home.” 


Home. 


Alright. 


(TommyInnit reminds himself to ask what a home is tomorrow.) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


did you know tommy/tommy atkins was a slang word for a british 
foot solider 


3. Junk Mail 
Summary for the Chapter: 
What's in Wilbur Soot's mailbox? 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic text. These are deliberate 


stylistic choices and are not intended to be visually/verbally 
coherent. 


This notice addressed to: 
Wilbur Soot 
16 Shrinewood Row 


District Lore, Greater Prime Province 


From the 


-DREAMLANDER'S DREAMON HUNTER’S GUILD- 


Mr. Soot, 


Your son, Fun Dy-Soot, age 11, has been promoted in Hunter’s rank 
from Apprentice to Journeyman. As he is currently on active duty, his 
updated rank badge and certifications have been delivered to your 
residence while awaiting his return. 


Journeyman Hunter Soot shows exceptional talent as a tracker and 
exorcist. We are honored to have him in our ranks. Take pride in his 
achievements. 


-<>Y<>- 


To RESIDENT of District Lore, Greater Prime province, 


-A REMINDER- 


A DREAMON is any class of spirit that chooses to inhabit the bodies 
of players. 


As a Dreamon grows in strength, it can overtake a player’s 
consciousness, driving their body to destructive or arcane acts. 


Anyone could be a carrier unaware. STAY VIGILANT! 


This public notice is approved by His Majesty, King Corvus Jasper of 
Greater Prime. 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur, 


As you requested, a copy of The Art of War. 


Let me just say right off the bat that this isn’t a magic victory tome or 
anything. It’s a basic logic and strategy textbook. Like, SO basic. 
“The heartshell is the powerhouse of the elytra” levels of basic. 


These tenants are simply reminders. Whatever victory you seek 
must come from yourself. 


<n «I EN TM IVE <7 


PS- 1 won the potato war. E 


-<>Y<>- 


Teabagging & Hard Liquor and Lemon Lovely are now: 


HONEYLEMON 


-Hand-selected Teas (local and imported) 
-Pastry catering, to all tastes and needs 


-Hard liquors made in-house 


Now all available in one convenient location! On the corner of 
Blackstone and Churchwall in District Lore. 


(NOW HIRING) 


-<>Y<>- 


Mr. Soot, 


| was traveling in the far south of the central Dreamlands to secure a 
good jungle wood trade and came across vendors selling a 
chocolate cheese. | have half a mind to bring it to our Moonsday 
dinner if | dont finish it myself by then. 


Your theories on Herobrine folklore are interesting. That particular 
subject is a bit of a hobby of mine- would you be interested in seeing 
my own literature? 


-Eret 


-<>9Y<>- 


WALTER CRONDALE & SYLVESTER McCOY 


Firesdays 10:00-11:00 and Shrinesdays 21:00-22:00 


Only on 


103.5 


(Don’t touch that dial!) 


-<>Y<>- 


Hi! Corvus wants to talk to you about political things. - Lagos 


-<>Y<>- 


Lemon city presents! 


Lemonlime 


NEW! Essential Oils! Made with love. 


BECOME! A distributor and make lots of money! 


HELP! Your friends and family with these amazing oils! 


-<>9Y<>- 


ADRESSED TO: 


Fun Dy-Soot 


16 Shrinewood Row 


District Lore 


Greater Prime 


Mr. Dy-Soot, 


You are the WINNER of the 2016 TPFE art installation contest! Your 
“Musical Redstone Soundboard” will be installed based on your 
designs at the TPFE open air bazaar. 


Your prize will be delivered in 1 weeks time. 


4. A Favor, For Me 


Summary for the Chapter: 


George's new arrangement. 


Sapnap goes into the kitchen to see one of his fathers taking a 
hammer and chisel to his own arms. 


“Hey, Skeppy,” Sapnap greets as he lays out some bacon on a pan, 
shuffling towards the unlit hearth. “You need some more potions from 
the cabinet?” 


“’m good!” For a man gouging out sharp diamonds from his flesh, 
Skeppy sounds disturbingly chipper, but that’s just par for the course 
with him. “Already juiced up before | started. Just freeing up my 
joints.” He lets out a sharp huff as he chisels away at his fingers. 
“Stop by a brewery when you go out, though. I’m running low on 
regen pots.” 


“Alright.” Sapnap takes a breath, and a blazeborn’s fire crackles on 
the tips of his deceptively human fingers, lighting the hearth under 
his pan. “I got some bacon going. You want any eggs?” 


Skeppy’s bushy brows relax a bit. “That'd be nice. Thanks, panda.” 


As Sapnap quietly whittles away at breakfast, the quiet hoofsteps of 
his other father reach closer and closer. A shadowy, three block tall 
demon emerges from the baking room, spidery hands laden with a 
tray of fresh donuts. 


“You would not believe how much fat went into frying these,” Bad 
despairs. “It’s downright sinful.” 


“lm pretty sure everything’s sinful where you’re involved,” Skeppy 
snarks from the table, flexing his fingers as his potions seal up his 
wounds. 


Bad gives a scrutinizing stare to his soulbound friend, long body 
leaning across the counter to inspect the crystals creeping 
concerningly around one of Skeppy’s eyes. “Do you need any face 
work done?” 


“No thanks,” Skeppy deflects, softly batting away a black hand. “I 
wanna be able to leave the house today.” 


As Sapnap quietly unloads his food onto two plates, he spares a 
curious glance for the pastries cooling on the table. “What flavors 
you got in those?” 


“Well, the Lemon City trees just had another bloom, so | thought- 
why not some nice lemon donuts?” Bad pinches Sapnap’s cheek 
with a playful smile. “Lemon and blueberry, in honor of my little 
blueberry muffin.” 


Sapnap’s face scrunches with embarrassment, dark blue eyes 
disappearing behind a mortified cringe. “Daaad.” 


Bad retreats with a smug little chuckle, tongs appearing in his hand 
to unload the sugary things into waxed paper wraps. 


“We havin’ a party or something?” Sapnap curiously asks. 


“Nope!” Bad clicks his tongs at the shorter human. “I would like you 
to take these to Lord and Lady Lore.” 


Sapnap scoffs, a sardonic grin on his face as he stuffs bacon into his 
mouth. “We do food bribes now?” 


“No, you do food bribes now.” Bad looks down at the spindly 
soulhound weaving between his legs and shoos it away with a gentle 
nudge. “Not you, Rat.” He looks back up and continues his wrapping. 
“| thought it might be nice to give your new bosses a good first 
impression, you know?” 


Sapnap rolls his eyes. “C’mon, it’s barely even a job.” 


“It's still important for them to /ike you,” Bad insists. “It’s good 
networking!” 


“Besides,” Skeppy pipes up as he cleans off his chipped diamonds, 
“something sweet might be good to cheer their son up.” His steely 
eyes grow a little sad. “Poor kid.” 


“Okay, you mother hens,” Sapnap snarks. “I'll make sure they get 
their snacks.” 


Bad hums. “Take Joffrey today. No need to walk the whole Prime 
Path on foot.” 


“Mm.” Sapnap grabs the offered box of wrapped donuts. “I’m taking 
one of these,” he insists as he leaves. “Delivery tax!” 


“That's why | made extra!” 


-<>Y<>- 


“No,” George simply says as he looks at the new guest in the sitting 
room. “No, absolutely not.” 


Sapnap, heir apparent of the Badlands district, kicks back his (at 
least mercifully clean) riding boots on the tea table. “What’s up, 
Gogy?” 


“Father,” George laboriously stresses as he stiffly takes his seat. 
“Why is this one here?” 


“Now, George,” Father insists, “be a bit more polite to our guest. 
You'll be seeing quite a bit more of each other soon, after all.” 


The lords of the Badlands district were... okay. Even if they bought 
their way to lordship. Certainly a bit eccentric- one of them was a 
bloody demon of all things- but there’s duller people to be around. 


Besides, Sam is from the Badlands. It’s not such a bad place. 


Sapnap, on the other hand. 


“If this is a marriage proposal,” George flatly says to his parents, “I 
don't care what deal you and the Lords Halo have going. I’m not 
attaching myself to-” He gestures vaguely at the rude shape in front 
of him. “-this.” 


Sapnap wheezes out an ungraceful laugh, clapping dirty hands 
against his pants. “As if! I’m pretty sure my parents aren't gonna let 
me go until I’m like 20, anyways.” 


“Son, ever since you were attacked, your mother and | have had 
some... concerns about your safety,” Father slowly starts. 


“lm fine,” George deflects. “I was barely hurt.” 


“You wouldn’t have been hurt at all if you had proper protection,” 
Mother insists. “Or if you weren't always dressing down for your 
leisure activities,” she adds with a pointed look at his apparently too- 
plain buttoned shirt. 


“And you intend for Sapnap to be my protection?” George 
rhetorically asks, eyebrows ticking up past his glasses. 


“He’s very capable,” Mother says. “And he’s your age, so he won't 
look too conspicuous.” 


Your age. As if Sapnap isn’t nearly a whole year younger than him. 


“Anyways!” Father claps his hands together. “Your mother and | have 
our errands to run. We'll leave you two to sort out your schedules.” 


And then they just leave George alone. 


With him. 


It’s not like Sapnap is bad to look at, or even bad to be seen with. 
He’s a sturdy young human man with tousled black hair and dark 
blue eyes. His hands are scratched, some perpetual smoke caught 
on his nails and slightly too loose clothes. In terms of mandatory 
traveling accessories, he’s not hideous. 


Even if he is a bit of a brutish brat. 


“How much can | pay you to ignore everything my parents have 
asked you to do?” George asks. 


“No can do,” Sapnap surprisingly says, an easy shrug in his 
shoulders. “I need this to fill out my resume.” 


George stares blankly at him. 


“Kingsguard,” Sapnap elaborates. “You know they don't just take 
anybody.” 


“And you want to get into the kingsguard?” George disbelievingly 
points out. 


“Yes,” Sapnap bluntly answers. “Come on, it’s not like you’re gonna 
throw yourself into traffic! Just keep doing... whatever you usually 
do, and I'll tag along until your parents stop freaking out, and then | 
can go to the job | really want! You’re practically doing me a favor, 
really.” 


George scoffs irritably. 


“Fine,” he bites out. “On one condition. You better clean yourself up if 
you think you can be seen around me. | have standards, you know.” 


Sapnap snickers. “I'll go raid my closet.” He sticks out his hand to 
shake. “We got a deal, pretty privilege?” 


(Somewhere, during the course of all this talk, the brat actually 
bothered to clean up his hands.) 


George sighs, delicately shaking the offered hand with his own 
gloved one. “If | must.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


[Sapnap has joined. | 


Sapnap: ay lil mama lemme whisper in yo ear 


GeorgeNotFound: Blocked. 


GeorgeNotFound: Also my parents are on this channel. 


Sapnap: /J /J /J FOR THE LOVE OF GOD /J 


Sapnap: PLEASE DON’T KILL ME | JUST WANTED TO CHECK 
THIS WAS THE RIGHT IGN 


GeorgeNotFound: The Dreamweaver gives no mercy to you. <3 


Sapnap whispers to you: Whispers don’t show up in group chatlogs 


You whisper to Sapnap: what like this 


Sapnap whispers to you: that’s the bitch 


You whisper to Sapnap: cool why are we whispering 


Sapnap whispers to you: because it’s creepy for parents to be 
watching a 10yrolds messages lmao??? 


You whisper to Sapnap: is it??? 


Sapnap whispers to you: ...aight buckle up rich boy imma have to 


teach you how to do DMs 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years hehehoho 


5. Something To Be Said About Absent Sons 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur tells his father about new developments. 


Phil, 


I’ve been doing alright for myself, but things have been a bit slow 
lately, what with Fundy getting out of the house more and more. First 
he had all those redstone wizardry clubs, and now he’s gone and 
joined a Dreamon hunters’ camp- | don’t see him for weeks on end. 


| know he’s just at that age now, but the house feels empty without 
him. | suppose | know how you feel now. 


What with him being gone, I’ve decided it was time to hire some 
help! The food truck was always more of a two-man job, anyways. 


His name is Tommy- scrimbly little human kid. Right piece of work, 
you know how humans are- eating everything he can get his hands 
on, doing that ‘sweat’ thing. He’s an alright lad under all that though, 
and he’s unreasonably eager to learn, so | can’t exactly complain! 


He’s just weird. 


| don’t know if it’s human weird or Tommy weird. 


Probably both. 


Your lonely son, 


Wilbur 


6. Papers, Please 
Summary for the Chapter: 


That's got to be some kind of illegal, the stunt you're pulling just 
now. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains a minor passage with exotic text. 


It starts a little something like this. 


It was an accident. 


...At first. 


Tommy had finished reading that book Mr. Soot gave him to see how 
much word stuff he knew. Tommy knew all the words, he is so good 
at words, he is the biggest, most wordiest man. And Mr. Soot said 
that Tommy can use whatever he wants in the house, as long as he 
doesn’t break it, doesn’t hurt himself, and he puts it back after. 


Mr. Soot also said that Tommy can eat as much extra food as he 
likes if he gets hungry, as long as he tells Mr. Soot about it 
afterwards. Which sounds fake, considering he said that after he 


caught Tommy hoarding food under his bed, but it’s a nice thought, 
Tommy guesses. 


Tommy borrows things and puts them back, because he is the best 
hotdog man... man there is. He has borrowed the book and so he 
will put the book back in the book place. 


With the books. 


Except there’s a weird paper thing in the book- BOOKSHELF. Weird 
paper pile, in the bookshelf. 


It’s not all tied together like a book, so it’s not a book. And it doesn’t 
have all those squoogly lines and dots, so it’s not Mr. Soot’s music 
things. 


It’s just words on a paper. 


And Mr. Soot said he can borrow whatever he wants as long as he 
puts it back. 


So Tommy takes it. 


-<>Y<>- 


Hi mate, 


| almost forgot to write, but Chatters certainly didn’t! They practically 
cried my ears out until | took pen to paper and wrote at least a little 
note. 


Have you been eating enough? You always seem so thin, and | 
know it can be hard to keep up your weight when you get focused on 
things. You’ve been doing so well- don't slip up just cause you're a 
little more alone in the house now. 


-Philza 


-<>9Y<>- 


A random piece of paper, worried about someone not eating enough. 


Maybe Tommy should start taking some of those snacks that Mr. 
Soot told him he could have. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Eyas, 


| was flying through a ravine and found a crystal cave of amethyst! | 
am sending you some very lovely pictures- or at least trying to. What 
do you think, would Fundy like a new spyglass? 


-<>Y<>- 


“What's a spyglass?” Tommy asks one day. 


Mr. Soot looks up from the music he’s writing. “It’s a copper tube with 
crystal bits in it, let’s you see shit that’s far away.” 


“That’s like a telescope, innit?” 


“Nah,” Mr. Soot corrects. “Telescopes are big, you gotta hook ‘em up 
to funny little stands to hold them up right.” He tilts his head. 
“Where'd you hear about those?” 


Tommy shrugs. “Must’ve read it somewhere.” 


-<>Y<>- 


I’m sorry, mate, but I just can’t wrap my fucking head around these 
new “movie” theatres. | guess it’s kind of cute, but the dark rooms 
seem a little more claustrophobic than the usual theatre, don’t you 
think? 


| suppose the newsreels are interesting, though. What do you think, 
should | take Trixtin there sometime? 


-<>Y<>- 


“What do you think about newsreels?” Tommy says as he twists 
sausages. 


“They’re not bad for local news,” Mr. Soot says. “And they put these 
little cartoons in them sometimes, it’s funny.” 


Tommy scrunches his nose. “What’s a cartoon?” 


Wilbur taps his small tenderizer against the cutting board. “Tell you 
what, we'll go see a newsreel tonight after work. How’s that sound?” 


“...l'd like that. Yeah.” 


-<>Y<>- 


HELLO EYAS GOODBYE EYAS MY SON B O YI LOVE MY 
WE ARE MARRIED 

RED RIBBON 

WITH MY WIFE 

AND WE HOLD HANDS SOMETIMES 

YEARN, EVEN 

BBBBBBBBBB 

GODS 

| LOVE MY 


VoOVTITYR 


-<>Y<>- 


“Mr. Soot?” 


Mr. Soot squints back at Tommy. “You know that’s not actually my 
name, right? You can just call me Wilbur.” 


“Everyone else calls you Mr. Soot,” Tommy points out. 


“Strangers and kids call me Mr. Soot.” Wilbur smiles. “You either one 
of those?” 


Tommy scoffs. “No. I’m a big man.” 


Wilbur snickers. “Anyways. You were saying?” 


“What's a wife?” 


Wilbur’s pencil spasms across his paper. 


Tommy frowns. “Was that a bad question?” 


“No, Tommy, just-” There’s a hollow look on Wilbur’s face, but only 
for a moment. “Just caught me off guard a bit.” His smile returns- 
tired, but there. “A wife is... a woman who loves you very much. And 
you love her, and... and you build a life together.” Wilbur’s eyes drift 
off to the side, briefly catching on a wooden salmon resting on the 
bookshelf. “Something like that.” 


“Oh, boy,” Tommy says with wide eyes, “| must have so many wives. 
Women love me.” 


“Have you even met a woman?” Wilbur flatly asks. 


A silence. 


“| have so many wives,” Tommy insists. 


Wilbur raises an eyebrow. “Source?” 


“Trust me.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Eyas, please, | know those local scams are horrific to watch, but | 
don't think I'll be running into one anytime soon. I’d have to actually 
live in one place long enough to get scammed in the first place. 


-<>Y<>- 


“’'d worry,” Tommy says to an audience of none. “You sound very 
nice. It's easy to trick nice people sometimes.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Yes, yes, make fun of the senile old man. Of course | still know your 
IGN, what do you take me for? You’ve seen me texting you. 


| just like letters more. Call me old fashioned. 


Besides, it helps to have them there where | can see them, | think. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Hey, Tommy,” Wilbur says over breakfast one morning, “remind me 
to get you a comm set.” 


“What, those funny little boxes people are running around with all the 
time?” 


“Yeah, that.” Wilbur bites into a piece of potatoes. “Dead useful, 
those things.” 


Tommy’s hands fold into his lap. “Aren't those, like... expensive?” 


Wilbur waves his fork dismissively. “Expensive is relative. It’s worth 
the money.” He smiles. “Consider it a business expense. It'd be good 
for work if we could stay in touch, right?” 


“You want me to work for you?” 


Wilbur rests his chin on a scratch covered hand. “You've basically 
been working with me already, what with me teaching you all this 
random crap- | even pay you and everything.” He taps his talons on 
the table. “Mostly | just want you to have papers.” 


Tommy stares back blankly. “Papers.” 


Wilbur’s mouth flattens. “I’m 90% sure that you legally don’t exist.” 
He raises a reassuring hand. “Which, like, that’s not the end of the 
world or anything at your age! But it’s gonna look weirder and 
weirder as you get older, especially if we send you to school. So- 
papers! Papers to make you an official real boy with a totally not 
suspicious past.” 


Tommy laughs. “What would you even call me on your papers?” 


Wilbur chuckles. “I don’t know, actually. You've basically done 
anything and everything | put you up to, I’m not sure if hot dog boy is 
gonna cut it.” 


He pauses. 


“You know,” Wilbur hesitantly says, “this was always supposed to be 
a family business. But it’s just been me for a while, and- well, now it’s 
been you and me. It wouldn't be too hard to just say you were part of 
the family, too. So...” Wilbur rocks his head a bit. “How about when 
we need to, we'll just call you my brother? If that’s alright.” 


“For the papers,” Tommy quietly adds with a fragile smile. 


Wilbur’s eyes soften. “For the papers.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Eyas, 


You don’t have to worry about being boring. I’m always proud of you. 


| love you very much. 


-Philza 


-<>Y<>- 


“It doesn’t mean anything,” Tommy whispers to himself, curling up 
under his blankets, wearing someone's borrowed clothes. “It’s just 
papers.” 


| love you very much. 


“It’s just papers,” he sadly repeats, trying to fall asleep. “It’s- it’s just 
for papers.” 


7. You Got Mail 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Spying is bad, Tommy. 


“Tommy?” Wilbur evenly says. “Can you come in here?” 


The human boy stumbles down the stairs on increasingly coltish 
legs. “What?” 


(He’s been growing concerningly fast, Wilbur notes. Maybe they 
should see a doctor about it.) 


“Do you know where my mail is?” Wilbur asks instead. 


“What’s a mail?” Tommy asks back. 


Wilbur taps an empty space on his bookshelf. “I had a pile of papers 
right here. Do you know where they went?” 


“Is it important?” 


“It is to me,” Wilbur elaborates. 


Tommy blinks. “Okay. I'll go get ‘em.” 


Wilbur’s heart stutters. “I’m sorry, what?” 


Tommy disappears into Fundy’s room, emerging with- 


-with the leather sleeve of Philza’s letters. 


“| couldn't read a lot of it,” Tommy obliviously continues, like he isn’t 
holding one of the most valuable things Wilbur has. “ ‘cause like half 
of ‘em were all in this weird chicken scratch, but | could read the 
normal ones.” 


“You were reading my letters,” Wilbur softly surmises. 


“| was just borrowin’ ‘em like you said.” Tommy shrugs. “I was gonna 
put ‘em back, but if you want ‘em right now | can just-” 


Wilbur’s talons curl painfully into his palms. “You were reading my 
letters.” 


Tommy tilts his head. “Yeah?” 


Wilbur takes a deep breath. 


Then another. 


And then he stands. 


Tommy’s carefree smile crumbles. 


“’m- I’m sorry, Mr. Soot,” he stutters, “Il won't do it again-” 


“I'm not going to hurt you, Tommy,” Wilbur gently reminds him. 


Tommy still draws back. “You’re- you’re still mad.” 


“That’s not-” Wilbur sucks in a hissing breath. “That’s not your fault. 
That's my fault, | didn’t tell you not to.” He drags a hand across his 


face. “I keep forgetting there’s shit you don’t know. That’s on me.” 


“SoO- So you’re not mad.” 


Wilbur squints awkwardly. “Not that much?” He honestly admits. 
“Just...” His face pulls with a faint cringe. “... why?” 
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“| was jus’ readin’,” Tommy mumbles. “It’s not like there was anything 
bad in them.” 


“Tommy, listen, it’s like-” Wilbur sits back down, a little closer this 
time. “Imagine us, just talking like this right now. We're just vibing, 
right?” 


Tommy frowns uncertainly. “Yeah?” 


“Now what if | pulled back that curtain right there,” Wilbur continues, 
pointing towards the covered window, “and there was just some guy. 
Standing there, listening to us talk without us knowing?” 


“That'd be kinda gross, wouldn’ it?” Tommy asks. 


Wilbur raises his eyebrows, leveling Tommy with a flat look. 


“,.Oh.” 


“The person in those letters doesn’t know you’re listening,” Wilbur 
stresses. “It’s not nice to creep on people like that.” 


“| didn’t mean to,” Tommy weakly insists. “Il just...” he trails off. 
“They’re so nice. When | would read it, it was- it was like it was being 
nice to me.” 


... lommy’s a weird kid. 


Too loud. Too quiet. Lies half the time he opens his mouth, sticks his 
hands in everything. Doesn’t know what’s food and what’s not. 


His blond hair is so pale it’s nearly white, and the blue of his eyes is 
so electric it almost shines in the dark. Tiny, so so tiny, but when 
Wilbur grabs his arms to correct something, those arms are 
practically rock solid. 


A thin scar creeping up the side of his face on otherwise unsettlingly 
pristine skin. A body growing like a sapling on a stack of bonemeal, 
in pixels by the week. 


And then he goes and says shit like this. 


Oh, Tommy, what am | going to do with you? 


“Okay,” Wilbur sighs. “Okay. Just- try not to do that again, alright?” 


“Mm.” 


A brief silence. 


“Who was that?” Tommy hesitantly asks. “In those letters?” 


“That's my dad,” Wilbur gently answers. “We don't live near each 
other anymore, but we keep in touch.” 


“Is he nice like in the letters?” Tommy wonders. 


“Very nice.” Nicer than | deserve, anyways. “And very kind, and very 
brave.” Wilbur’s smile grows fond. “Bravest man | ever met.” 


“You sound like you miss him,” Tommy points out. 


“Sometimes,” Wilbur admits. He clears his throat, awkwardly 
clapping Tommy across the back. “Come on. Get your nice clothes. 
We're gonna be late for church.” 


At the prospect of being late for church (or rather, the free snacks at 
church), Tommy puffs his cheeks and scrambles back to go change. 


Wilbur chuckles and looks down at the letters on the table. 


| love you very much. 


“| wish you didn’t,” Wilbur quietly whispers. “At least if you loved me 
less, maybe I’d let myself deserve it.” 


8. Here Comes The Sun 
Summary for the Chapter: 
The lamb and the raven, or something like it. 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains passages with exotic and/or distorted text. These are 


stylistic choices that are not meant to be visually or verbally 
coherent. 


Tubbo Underscore aged5 let it be noun | hated everie lettter in this 
buuk But i leaf it as record of my final momence i will sorely parish 
promptly 


Cold have just bean a circus boy 


Fuck 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tubbo lived a good life. 


Granted, he would have liked to at least make it to 9 years rather 
than getting eaten alive at 6, but if that’s the way the bit drops, then 
that’s the way the bit drops. 


He had a good time. Had some laughs. Goofs, even. 


He was getting real good at trampolining when the ravagers came 
for the circus caravan. 


And took all their things. 


And took the box Tubbo was hiding in. 


The others are gonna be alright, Tubbo thinks. The circus has 
always been a sturdy lot. They’re one trampolinist shorter now, that’s 
all. Sucks to be stuck, though. 


Especially since things went quiet a while ago. 


He’d been bumping around in his little box when suddenly there was 
a lot of shouting, and screaming, and various bone crunching noises. 
(He can professionally confirm the presence of bone crunching 
noises. As a strapping young man in the performance arts field, he’s 
well acquainted with the sound of bone hurtage.) 


Tubbo can't really conclude one way or another what happened, but 
he thinks he might have learned at least three (3) new swears in 


Hyrmn. He will remember this the next time he needs to alarm a 
testificate. 


If he manages to get out of this alive. 


There is, after all, the problem of the Very Large Creature rooting 
around outside his box. 


-<>Y<>- 


Currantly salted by a Mysterious large creachtura Of unnknown 
sizage 


It dozent know i am here i think 
If it doese 


Goodbie 


-<>Y<>- 


Here’s the problem- unknown predator aside, Tubbo has to eat 
eventually. He can’t just curl up in this box until he dies. 


(Well, he can, but he doesn’t want to.) 


So he pokes his head outside. 


He is not, as predicted, in some sort of vague creepy killer cave. 
He’s outside somewhere. Out in the sun, in a forest clearing flooded 
with flowers, surrounded by twice-stolen circus trinkets. 


(Of which he is one of them.) 


“Huh.” Tubbo makes a contemplative noise under his_ breath. 
“Alright.” 


He stands up in the box... 


..and promptly falls over, because that’s what happens when a 
person stays curled up in a stiff uncomfortable shape for a few days 
straight. His small frame crashes loudly (and painfully!) against the 
pile of pilfered goods. 


“Ah-hah-owwww.” 


At least no one was around to watch his failures except for the weird 
amount of crows loitering about the place, poking at the shinier 
treasures haphazardly thrown everywhere. 


Crows that are now all staring at him, clicking their beaks with silent 
interest. 


Tubbo makes quiet shushing noises. “No, no, you're gonna get me 
caught!” 


But no, the little bullies don’t want Tubbo to live, they’re just gonna 
shuffle and click and caw at him until something comes and kills him 
AND THERE’S SOMETHING IN THE TREES, HELLO, FUCK FUCK 
FUCK! 


Tubbo trips backwards, his tiny hooves scuffing on fabrics and coins 
as something lands in front of him. A tall shape with hulking wings 
and branching horns and netherite claws, arms lurching forward to 
snatch Tubbo’s small body from the ground and- 


And- 


-and just hold him, kind of. 


“Um...” Tubbo’s wide nose twitches nervously. “Hello?” 


A harsh armored hand ghosts over a sore spot on his face, some 
small hum emanating behind a shadowy veiled hat. Black wings 
shuffle around them and oop, they zooming now, apparently. 


Tubbo be flying, straight towards a purpley, pinky, dragon headed...y 
ship. Not too far away from the ground and all the treasure sorting 
crows, but up high up enough that Tubbo can’t make a jump for it 
without breaking his legs. 


The big cryptid whatever currently manhandling Tubbo holds him in 
one hand (like a potato), the other determinedly clacking a raven 
headed cane against the alien wood of the deck. 


The door of the cabin opens, and a veiled hat rests on a hook right 
beside an old grey coat. An aged, bearded face with hazy red eyes 
squints into the tinted light streaming through pink windows. 


Okay. This is probably a person. A weird, silent, suspiciously 
animalistic person, but probably a person. 


One of Tubbo’s furry ears flicks. Red eyes blink, and a red antler 
flicks back. 


(A mysterious bond has formed.) 


Netherite claws vanish. Black talons skitter through a barrel. A tingly 
bandage is put on Tubbo’s face and a fatty, sweet smelling food 
thing is put in his hands. 


“Well, sure, I’ve got some testificate in me,” Tubbo concedes, “but a 
ramlin shouldn't be making a habit of eating too much meat.” 


The Tall Man pays him no heed. 


“Either you’re deaf, or you can’t speak Script,” Tubbo belatedly 
realizes. “That’s gonna be fun.” 


True to this assessment, Mr. Bigwings McCrowman dives off the side 
of the deck, leaving Tubbo to fend for himself in metaphorical Sky 
Baby Jail™. 


Tubbo takes a bite of the mystery meat. He does not know enough 
about meat to know what kind this is, but it tastes decent. (Whether 
the fact that he hasn’t eaten in a few days is contributing to it being 
bearable remains to be seen.) 


Soon enough, the Swiggity Swag Nightmare Stag returns carrying 
the empty fireworks box that Tubbo was hiding in, followed by a 
scientifically improbable number of crows carrying shinies and 
tossing them on the deck. 


(Tubbo is running out of nicknames for his mysterious not-kidnapper. 
Help him.) 


“There’s nothing in there,” Tubbo says. “That’s why | could hide in it.” 


The long end of the box is getting ripped off its hinges, rusted nails 
and all, and dragged towards the cabin. Tubbo follows, a little 
suspiciously, just in time to watch blankets and pillows and oversized 
clothes get stuffed in it. 


You know, like a bed. 


Oh gods. The Tall Fucker is gonna make him sleep in a box. 


“This is a dog bed,” Tubbo states. His blue eyes shift with a distant 
kind of horror. “This is my dogboy arc.” 


Bossman Crowfuck just taps its cane on the totally-not-a-dogboy- 
bed, clicking at its crows with some lilting singsong words Tubbo 
can't quite parse. (Also, its eyes are blue now? Whack.) 


“A six-year-old trampolining prodigy,” Tubbo despairs. “Forced to live 
as a dogboy.” 


Okay, Tubbo will admit, doing circus tricks for peanuts isn’t that much 
higher than being a dogboy pirate, but sti//! It's about pride! 


“If you try to put a collar on me,” Tubbo decides to state, “I’m legally 
obligated to bite you.” 


Bossman, instead of properly responding to Tubbo’s prideful taunts 
(fucker), is now taking off its green... tunic? Jacket? Coat thing? 
Said coat thing is now covering Tubbo, who has now been lifted into 
the box bed. 


Alright. This is a thing now. The dogboy arc is kicking in. 


Except... 


The antlered bird man is singing. Sort of- its a mixture of 
recognizable hums layered with birdlike coos, a sleepy concentration 
on its face as it stiltedly rests its hand on Tubbo’s flaxen hair. 


It doesn't look so scary, like this. 


(Stuffed between pillows and blankets in his box, Tubbo sees dusty 
child’s clothes.) 


“Did something happen to your babies?” Tubbo wonders, dull nails 
catching on an old yellow sweater. 


The old man’s tired smile turns a little sad. “ 


‘yr Nl} 


, it whispers, a weathered hand soothing at the fur of Tubbo’s ears. “ 


Te SUF 


” 


“Oh.” Tubbo curls up on his side, burrowing into the jacket blanketing 
around his body. “That's okay, | think.” 


As he closes his eyes, a body might have shifted next to him, black 
wings Curling over his box like a sky full of stars. 


“That's okay,” Tubbo repeats as he falls asleep. “Il miss my family, 
too.” 


9. Right On The Nose 


Summary for the Chapter: 


George hits the mark. 


Sapnap had been politely warned beforehand that the young Lord 
Lore had a fragile constitution- which, as everyone knows, is rich 
polite people talk for being a verifiably weak fucking pussy. 


Or some shit like that. 


In light of this, he was asked to be patient and perhaps a little gentle 
when teaching George some self-defense basics, and not to worry 
too much if the task turned out to be hopeless. He just had to at least 
make the effort. 


George Lore, on the other hand, had no such obligations, and 
decided to make that point very clear. 


“| can't lift the sworddddd...” George huffs as he tries to wield a short 
sword. (Asshole.) 


Trying to ignore the simmering irritation forming, Sapnap squints and 
eyes over the (barely) older man and scoffs. “Yes, you can, you 


aren't even putting any muscle into it.” 


George whines, dropping the weapon. “It's too heavy, get me 
another one.” 


Sapnap sighs. “The only thing lighter than that would be a wooden 
sword. No point in that. Let’s try something different.” 


(Different, he says, as if they hadn't already tried a fuckhundred 
different kinds of swords and knives and even axes.) 


“Okay,” Sapnap says through gritted teeth, “Let’s- let’s try some long 
range. Crossbows don't care how strong you are.” 


Ultimately, Sapnap could give less of a shit if George could fight to 
save his life, but sfi//. It's the principle of the thing. As a proper 
fighting man, it grates to see someone so determinedly lack fighting 
spirit. 


“Personally, I’m against it,” Lady Lore loudly says from her seat, fan 
waving pointedly from under her parasol. “With the state of his 
hands, we hardly should have bothered.” 


“We had to let him try, Arabelle,” Lord Lore insists. “At the very least, 
it might be good for his health.” 


“He can hardly pull his own weight!” the lady insists. “How can we 
expect him to push someone else’s?” 


George’s petulant frown loses a bit of its fire, mechanical fingers 
stuttering over his sword handle. 


Huh. Okay. 


Sapnap takes the weapon from the other boy’s hands. “We can stop 
if you want,” he whispers just outside of anyone else’s earshot. “Or 
just take it somewhere else.” His mouth flattens. “Kind of got a tough 
crowd here.” 


“They don’t even want me to fight,” George hisses. “They just want 
me to prove | can’t.” 


“Well, you could always prove them wrong,” Sapnap offers. 


George scoffs lightly. “They’d have to be wrong in the first place.” His 
mouth purses, taking in the shaking twitch of his hands. “It’s not like | 
was ever any use even when | was all in one piece.” 


Well, that’s a depressing thought. “Let’s just go through the stuff at 
the shooting range,” Sapnap says, maybe a bit more gently than 
George deserves. “Just a few drills and we’re done. Thats it.” 


George lets out an uncertain hum as they head off to grab their 
horses. The short ride out to the field is a tense, quiet affair. 


At least until they catch who’s manning the range. 


“You!” George shouts, fingers clenched on his horse’s reins. 


“Me!” Mr. Soot brightly smiles, taloned feet happily scratching into 
the ground. He spares a knowing nod in Sapnap’s direction. “Sir.” 


Sapnap nods back. “Sir.” 


“Why are you just bloody everywhere?” George despairs. 


Mr. Soot snickers, hand in his pocket as he opens up the fence 
gates. “Good gracious, George, you never seen a man with two jobs 
before?” 


“More like ten,” Sapnap snarks. “Do you even sleep?” 


Mr. Soot’s laugh has a sing-song note to it, eyes unreadable past his 
red glasses. “Come on in, kids.” 


Mr. Soot’s a weird guy. A reedy, girlishly tall elytron man who rarely 
shows his eyes and never shows his wings. An embroidered red 
scarf wraps around his head like some kind of horrible little hat, 
emerald and gold hanging from his feathered ears. Not exactly the 
kind of guy that looks like he should be running a hot dog truck that 
totally doesn’t sell drugs (that Sapnap does not know about because 
he has never done a drugs ever). 


Maybe it’s the dead wife. All the old gossips swore on their grave 
that Mr. Soot never was the same after his wife died- and 
sometimes, past the rapid-fire Talon accent and blatant attempts to 
creep people out for shits and giggles, Sapnap can believe it. 


(Poor guy.) 


Mr. Soot smiles with too much understanding as he runs through an 
inventory of different bow sizes. “Il understand that needing to work 
for one’s living must be a shock to you, George-” 


“Don't fucking call me that,” George mutters. 


“-but | do have kids to feed.” 


“And bar fights to start,” Sapnap says under his breath. 


“You would know about fights, wouldn’t you, Sapnap?” Mr. Soot 
innocently comments as he hands George a crossbow. “Try this one 
for size.” 


George takes the offered item, a borderline disdainful click in his 
mouth as he sulks off to the training ground. Sapnap quietly 
summons out his personal crossbow and follows suit. 


“| can't stand that- that horrible little parrot!” George angrily sputters. 
“Something’s going on in his head!” 


Sapnap whistles sharply. “Slow down, king! Your ableist is showing.” 


“Oh, not like that!” George insists. “Il mean, I-” he pinches his brows 
for a moment. “He just shows up everywhere and worms into 
people’s heads! It’s like he’s got something weird going on in his 
basement!” 


Bold words to describe a dad bod scarecrow hippy drug dealer. “I’m 
pretty sure he’s literally just some guy,” Sapnap lightly refutes. “Who 
probably whores on the side, but still. Literally just some guy.” 


“He’s going to get arrested for something horrible one day, | just 
know it.” 


“A mid-twenties empty nester hippie from district Lore is gonna turn 
out to be a serial killer terrorist,” Sapnap flatly summarizes. “How’s 
he gonna hide the body? Turn it into meatloaf?” Sapnap snickers. 
“He’s gonna hide subliminal terrorist codes in his hot dogs?” 


“| wouldn't be surprised,” George soberly agrees. 


Oh gods. 


Oh gods, that wasn’t supposed to be serious. 


Sapnap is dealing with an angry conspiracy theory kid. 


...Wait, he can use this. 


“Does anything surprise you, Gogy?” Sapnap cruelly smiles, 
flippantly twirling his crossbow. 


George’s trigger finger spasms dangerously. “What. Did you just call 
me?” 


“Aw, what?” Sapnap saunters over to the target, leaning on it with a 
most insufferably condescending grin his face can muster. “You don’t 
like nicknames, Gogy? | thought you wuvved me.” 


“Go die in a hole,” George hisses. 


Sapnap waggles his eyebrows. “Ooh, kinky. Do | get a kiss out of 
this or are you just gonna-” 


There’s a loud crack in the air. Sapnap has just enough time to 
dodge the bolt sailing past his head and hear the straw of the target 
split behind him. 


Dead center. Right on the bulls-eye. 


Sapnap doesn’t know whose shocked face looks more stupid- the 
Lores or George himself. 


“Well done, George!” Lord Lore shouts, surprised delight breaking 
out on his face. “Il Knew you had it in you!” 


No you didn’t, Sapnap thinks to himself. But it’s a start. 


“That was pretty good for a first shot!” Sapnap points out with an 
honest grin. “Wanna learn how to do that on purpose this time?” 


George looks down at his hands, and Sapnap full well fucking knows 
what he’s seeing. 


His hands aren't shaking. 


“You know what?” George decides. “I would, actually.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


[| GeorgeNotFound has joined. | 


GeorgeNotFound: hey 


GeorgeNotFound: thanks for earlier i guess 


[Sapnap has renamed this channel to “Conspiracy Theorist”.] 


GeorgeNotFound: i’m trying to be nice why are you like this 


Sapnap: because honesty is the best policy uwu 


Sapnap: Also if you wanna be nice get me some of those strawberry 
tarts your cook makes, they are to die from 


Sapnap: for 


Sapnap: fuck 


GeorgeNotFound: Are you blackmailing me for tarts? 


Sapnap: it’s either that or i tell everyone you like cat moblin cafes 


Sapnap: but i also like cat moblin cafes so that means fuck all 
coming from me 


GeorgeNotFound: first you give me uwus and now you like catfe, i'm 
beginning to suspect you have unusual preferences 


Sapnap: i just have a cat moblin friend who does weednip with me 
and he brings catlin snacks when we get munchies 


GeorgeNotFound: WHAT THE FUCK IS A WEEDNIP 


Sapnap: antfrost is a fucking riot, i should introduce you guys 
sometime. His boyfriend’s pretty pog too i guess 


GeorgeNotFound: that’s a made up word 


Sapnap: no u 


Sapnap: also like are your fingers ok? 


GeorgeNotFound: i should probably look into changing the durability 
but like. It’s fine 


Sapnap: cool cool. also my dad wants to know if you wanna come 
over for dinner 


GeorgeNotFound: my parents aren't home 


Sapnap: yes, that’s why i asked 


GeorgeNotFound: ... 


GeorgeNotFound: okay but he better not try and feed me demon 
food 


Sapnap: you know sabbath food can’t actually hurt you right 


GeorgeNotFound: | am not a brave man. 


10. So, It's A Deal, Then? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Everyone's got a deal. 


“Hey, hey, hey!” A strong voice gruffly barks from an unseen place in 
the shop. “I left that sign for a reason, you leave your gods at the 
door!” 


Tommy blinks. “What-” 


“Crosses, totems, any of that shit, you leave that at the door!” the 
voice continues. “There's a little rack on the side, you can put it 
there.” 


With a little hesitance, Tommy slowly removes the purple Prime 
cross from his pocket, placing it on the hook of a key rack next to a 
purple scarf. 


“There we go.” Something shuffles by the storage barrels, and a 
twisted shadow comes into view. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?” 


The short, bony ramlin in front of Tommy looks like the exact 
opposite kind of person to have such a strong voice. White fur, 


knobbly hands, long red horns curling around brown mutton chops, a 
wavy mop of hair falling over his eyes. The blue sweater does little to 
disguise how frail his form is- he looks like the next gust of wind 
could shatter him. 


“We don't get kids walkin’ through here unless they wanna sneak 
candy,” the spindly ram comments, stabbing into a bag of cheese 
puffs with an awkward pair of chopsticks. “You a new hire around 
one of the shops or some shit?” 


“Mr. Soot sent me over?” Tommy stiltedly offers. “I’m supposed to 
give you bones ‘n shit.” 


The man brightens, a too-long tail wagging behind him. “Oh, the deer 
antlers! Yeah, get over here with that shit!” 


Tommy walks over to the counter with the, uh, antlers, that'd be the 
bitch. Because he may be the bravest man, but walking around with 
a bag full of bloody, furry bones isn’t the most family-friendly, not- 
gonna-get-arrested activity on the face of the earth. 


The man inspects the bones with a shrewd eye (or at least what 
Tommy assumes to be shrewd, aS much as anyone can see past 
that wall of hair). “He kept the velvets, that’s good.” He takes out a 
small notebook and writes something down. “You got a name, kid?” 


Is this a trick question? It sort of feels like a trick question. Then 
again, Wilbur seems to /ike this guy, so it’s- it’s probably fine. 


“Tommy...Innit,” Tommy slowly says. 


“Where you from, Tommy?” 


id ” 


TommylInnit, you listen to me, a stern faced memory of Wilbur 
intones. | don’t care how nice, or friendly, or harmless someone 
looks- you tell ‘em fuck all. Whatever the fuck you’ve got going on, 
you keep that between the two of us, alright? 


“-[’m... Wilbur’s... right hand man,” Tommy decides. “Business 
partner.” 


“Oh! He’s finally getting more people in his little business then.” The 
man nods to himself. “Well, if you’re in the business, we'll be seeing 
a lot more of each other real quick. I’m Schlatt.” 


“That’s a funny name.” 


“All names are funny.” Schlatt kicks off from the counter and heads 
toward the shelves. “I got your stuff. Grab the cart real quick?” 


Mm. Yes. Cart. A word that TommyInnit definitely knows, yes sir. It’s 
probably the fuck off box with wheels, right? 


.. It was. (Thank gods.) 


Schlatt takes the cart and runs off into the back with all his infinite 
rows of random crap, tossing a jar of red... orbular... somethings in 
there before zooming off to boxes of plants. 


“SO!” Schlatt barks out with a sudden volume that makes Tommy 
jump a little. “How’s that whole business partner thing workin’ out for 
ya?” 


Tommy stuffs his hands in his pockets, watching the other man read 
out plant indexes. “‘s alright, | guess. Pays okay. Room’s nice.” 


Schlatt pauses his vaguely inaudible mutterings. “You’re stayin’ with 
him?” 


“Yeah?” 


Schlatt snickers under his breath. “Right, family business. Forgot 
about that.” 


Tommy raises his hands nervously. “It’s not- it’s not like we’re family,” 
he stresses. “He’s not my fuckin’ best mate just ‘cus I’m shacked up 
to him! He’s like my... landlord or some shit.” 


“Uh-huh.” Schlatt nods skeptically. “You payin’ rent?” 


Schlatt snorts loudly. “Yep. You’re adopted.” 


“Adopted?” 


“He takes care of you. You live with him.” Schlatt claps a small stack 
of boxes together, putting them in the cart next to the jar. “I don’t 
know what you two got goin’ on, but it sounds like you’re his boy 
now.” 


Oh. 


“Anyways!” Schlatt goes on like something hasn't just broken in 
Tommy’s brain and it’s all his fault. “I’m gonna give you a bag for all 
this. Don’t worry about giving the containers back, I'll just get ‘em 
when Wilbur pops over for Shrinesday cards. That’s the deal we 
always got going.” 


Tommy frowns a bit. “You’ve got a deal thing with Wilbur?” 


Schlatt pushes a rattling paper bag into Tommy’s hands. “Don’t we 
all?” 


And as Tommy heads out the door, he thinks Schlatt might have a 
point. Literally everyone in town and then some seems to have 
something going on with Wilbur. 


It's someone slipping a little extra in their shopping, ‘paying back’ 
something Wilbur might have done. 


It’s Wilbur Knowing every stall by name and the best days to shop for 
what things. 


It’s people putting packages of coins in Tommy’s hands for Wilbur. 


It's Wilbur always getting tapped on the shoulder, some secret 
getting whispered in his ear. 


A food truck that’s always busy no matter what kinds of sausage 
they have that day, or where they park the truck. 


Everyone's got a deal with Wilbur. 


So what’s Tommy’s? 


“You and me,” Tommy says one day, hoping he sounds more certain 
than he feels. “We’re like brothers.” 


Wilbur stills. 


“Don’t say that,” he finally answers, voice softened by a wavering 
smile, “I will cry.” 


“Cry, bitch.” 


11. Oh No, Dad's Home! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Listen, if he's going to panic, he'll just do it later. 


Philza wakes up with an ache in his antlers and a shake down his 
wrists. 


He tries getting up. His heartshell (and the rest of his back for that 
matter) practically screeches with protest, and he falls back into his 
nest with a sharp punching wheeze. 


“Fuck,” he barely whispers. 


His wings curl shakily around him. 


“Not yer fault,” he manages to slur out, stiff hands running through 
his feathers. “Y’know this jus’ happens.” 


Gods, his head. Benihime must have been stuck running him around 
on record time to hurt this much afterwards- for days, probably, 
maybe even a week. 


Fuckkkkkk. 


He’s just- 


He’s just gonna sit tight for a bit. 


Yeah. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Beni still hasn’t woken up. 


Which is weird, because it usually wakes up before Tubbo does. But 
this time, he’d eaten and changed and brushed himself off, and 
Beni's still just holed up in its big nest bed thing. 


That can’t be good. 


Tubbo goes back into the cabin and finds the old man curled up in its 
wings, its murder of little black crows hovering concernedly in time to 
labored breaths. 


He realizes, a little too late- in between the cane, and the twitches, 
and the cabinets of strange powders- that Beni was probably not in 
the best health right now, and maybe never was. 


And also old. That probably isn’t helping either. 


“Your horns are all pale now,” Tubbo quietly murmurs as he draws 
closer. “Are you sick?” 


Beni lets out a vague noise. 


“| gotta say, if you’re sick, we’re kind of fucked,” Tubbo points out, 
gently patting at the base of one of the branching horns. “Because 


we’re out in the middle of nowhere, and there’s nobody else except 
all your weird magic birds. So, uuwuuuuuuh - | don't know if you can 
even hear a word I’m saying, but- please get up and don’t die?” 


A silence. 


“Please.” 


Lapis blue eyes flutter open. 


-<>Y<>- 


The next time Philza’s anything close to conscious, something is 
holding his hand while Chatters keeps chattering their collective 
nonsense in his head. 


Dad 
dadz 
Dadza 
Son? 
HE 


HE!!! 


“The fuck are y’ on ‘bout?” Philza grumbles in Talon. 


Sunboy sonboy 
New sonboy 


Boxboy! 


Philza hums dismissively as he moves to stand. Consciousness is, 
once again, as laboriously futile as trying to pack a sandwall against 
the tide, but he’s managing it enough to get the fuck up and blindly 
limp in the direction of where he keeps the willow bark. 


He can’t even be bothered to make a tea out of it. The idea of any 
non-soup hot liquid getting inside him right now makes him want to 
invert his fucking bones. He’s just gonna slowly spoon drugs into his 
mouth until he feels like a person again. 


Mm. Drugs. Make pain go brrr. 


Hehe 
Hoho 
Drugza 


Would have been better as a tea tbh 


Drugza moment 


Hey somebody should tell him about the kid 


“Wh't kid?” Philza manages when the rampant pain in his skull 
subsides. 


New son! 
dogboy arc 
Just a little boy 


Y’all he just woke up give him a fucking break 


“Hello?” a tiny voice calls out in tentative Script beside him. 


Philza looks sharply to his right. There’s a little testificate boy looking 
up at him- no, no, he must be a hybrid of some kind. He’s got 
hooves, the nails of his five fingers are the wrong kind of dark, and 
there’s furry pointed ears sprouting out of his flaxen hair. 


He’s also wearing clothes that definitely used to be Fundy’s or 
Wilbur’s. 


“Hi... mate,” Philza slowly says. 


The boy’s ears perk. “You can speak! Why weren’t you before?” 


“?m_ sorry- do I-” Philza’s antlers swivel forward, angling down 
towards the young soul in front of him. “Do | know you?” 


He almost wishes he hadn't asked. The kid’s heart looks like it 
breaks right then and there, sky blue eyes open with a confusion 
almost bordering on sadness. 


A sadness that makes his wings ache with a vengeance, dull pain 
spiking up his neck. He braces his arms on the table with a shaking 
hiss. 


“Woah, hey!” Philza sees the boy trot closer, hands hovering 
uncertainly around him. “You alright, Beni?” 


Philza’s train of thought stutters to an unsteady halt. 


“Where'd you hear that name?” Philza haltingly asks. “How’d you 
know that?” 


‘l-” The boy’s eyes flick around his form, not quite meeting his eyes. 
“-that’s your name, right? That’s as much as | could pick up from 


” 


you. 


Redza dadza arc, a Chatters whispers. 


Oh, dear gods. 


“Mate.” Philza puts a stiff, still twitchy hand on the child’s shoulder. 
“I’m gonna need ya t’ be honest wit’ me real quick.” He wearily leans 
forward. “Did we kidnap you off the streets or some shit? Be honest, 
| can take it.” 


“Eeeh...” The child’s face scrunches with the noncommittal noise. “| 
was kind of already kidnapped when you got me? So, it’s more of a 
double negative kidnapping. Does that still count?” 


“Ooookay.” Philza sucks in a breath. “Do you have somewhere to go 
back to?” 


“Not really.” 


Oh boy. This is gonna be fun. 


“How come you don’t remember me anymore?” the child sadly 
wonders. 


“Did | look kind of spooked and quiet the whole time?” Philza cuts in. 


“Yeah?” 


“Mm.” Philza takes a long sip of water from his flask. “That wasn’t 
me. That was Benihime.” 


“And... you're not Benihime?” 


“Nope,” Philza says with a sharp pop. “There’s two ‘f us in here, we 
tap out. I’d give y’ the whole spiel, but-” His chuckle shifts into a 
yawn. “-I’m kinda fuckin’ tired right now.” 


The boy taps his thick, hoofish nails together. “When does Beni 
come back?” 


“Sorry, mate,” Philza gently says. “I’m usually the guy drivin’ ‘round 
here. Benihime comes out, but it’s not all the time.” 


The child's eyes dim. “Oh.” 


“Hey, it’s alright.” Philza smiles. “I’m not gonna throw you overboard 
or anythin’. We just gotta get t’ know each other.” 


“| guess,” the kid concedes. “Do you... do you remember anything 
about me? From the other guy?” 


Philza remembers a box of fireworks, gentle words, and a rising 
fondness he knows for a damn fact is not his own. 


“Benihime likes you, | know that much.” He turns around to face the 
gathered crows. “And | know somebody's been clownin’ on it, ya 
bastards! Fuckin’ ‘ell!” He sharply slaps the table. “Mans can’t leave 
yous alone for a microtick and y’ all trick yourselves int’ adopting th’ 
first me shaped thing y’ clap eyes on! Gods!” He turns back to the 
child. “Anyways.” 


The kid tilts his head at the sudden accent. “Was that even Script?” 


“Don’t worry ‘bout it.” Philza slaps at his own face, a sharp click 
leaving his mouth. “Alright! I'm awake probably. Gotta start doin’ th’ 
people thing.” He points at himself. “Philza. Minecraft. | won’t stab 
you if you call me Phil, but it might take me a tick t) sus out who yer 
talkin’ to.” 


“Tubbo,” the boy slowly says. 


Tubbo! 
Tubboi 


Tubbox! Tubb-in-a-box! 


“That's bullshit, but | believe it,” Philza concludes. “Welcome to The 
Charon, | guess. Did ya have somethin’ to eat?” 


“| had some of that meat stuff in the cabinets?” Tubbo offers. 


“That’s a no, then,” Philza surmises. “If I’m not fuckin’ senile yet, you 
lot need somethin’ a little different then that.” 


“Like what?” Tubbo curiously asks. 


Philza grabs his cane and pulls himself off his seat on the floor. “I’m 
not too stocked up on plant stuff, but | got some bits. Ever had a 
proper gapple before?” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


since benihime basically hijacks philza's body through the elytra 
connection, there's physical repercussions when benihime has 
fronted for too long- mostly soreness in the head, antlers, and 
the wingroot. it's also because beni's alot more tense than phil 
and that adds up over time. 


12. Bad Trip 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Just like a drink. 


It’s a Shrinesday afternoon, church has just ended, and George Lore 
is going to be doing drugs for the first time. 


Like some kind of heathen. 


Sapnap’s still in his shirt and tie while his catlin friend (Antrock? 
Antfrost?) lounges in a sweater vest matched a little too precisely 
with his cold blue eyes. 


“We’re not-” George laughs nervously. “-we’re not smoking this stuff, 
right? | wouldn't be able to get smoke out of my clothes without the 
help noticing.” 


“Chill out, man,” Sapnap stresses, “I got folks back home, too. We 
got the edible stuff.” 


George squints at the small open box of mini sausages. “That’s your 
drugs?” 


Antfrost snickers. “What, did you think we just crunch the stuff like 
dry cereal?” 


“Yes? No?” George sputters uncertainly. “Il don’t know how drugs 
work!” 


“Alcohol is a drug,” Sapnap flatly points out. “Your lunch and dinner 
wines are drugs. This stuff just has a different kick to it.” 


“Okay.” George skeptically grabs a sausage by its bread wrap. “So... 
should | eat it slow or-” 


Antfrost grabs one in his siamese paws and eats it in one bite. 


“-or do that. Alright.” 


George steels his breath. It’s fine. This is- this is fine! This is just 
something people do. 


(It’s like drinking. Literally just like drinking. Don’t fucking panic, 
George.) 


The sausage itself doesn’t taste that out of the ordinary. The bread is 
buttery and the meat is spicy, if a bit inexplicably earthy. 


Hmm. 


Nothing is happening. 


And nothing continues to happen for the next half click. 


“| feel like I’ve been tricked,” George slowly says. 


“You gotta wait for it,” Antfrost pipes up from his beanie bag chair. 


“No, | feel like this is a prank. You all just wanted to psyche me out!” 


“Wait for it,” Sapnap ominously affirms. 


“I’ve been pranked!” George decides. “Fuck you guys, I’m leaving.” 


“Wait for it,” Sapnap repeats. 


“Too late,” George insists as he moves to the door, “I’m leaving 
yoOOH GOD WHERE THE FUCK ARE MY HANDS?” 


What the fuck, what the fuck, what the fu c k- 


“This is the part where you sit down,” Antfrost helpfully supplies. 


Oh, probably. That would probably be helpful, what the fuck- 


Sit. 


Down. 


Get sat. 


Yep. 


“You can like... take a nap or somethin’ if you want,” Sapnap lazily 
suggests. “That's fine.” 


Sleep. 


That’s definitely one of the ideas of all time. 


Not a bad one. 


Considering how fucking heavy and tingly his everything feels right 
now. 


He could just close his eyes and 


wake up, three years old, 
in a forest, 


not remembering how he got there, 


three years old, wandering through a forest not 


noticing the ring of mushrooms he steps over as he walks further 
and further in, 


walking along the river stones and seeing a 
beautiful 


blue 


horse, its mane flowing down into the water as its long neck bends 
down to meet him and his (young) (foolish) (blessedly whole) hands 
dare to touch 


and suddenly unable to let go. 


Walking towards the water and unable to let go. 


Water coming up to his knees, unable to let go. 


“You pretty poor child,” the trees whisper, “are you stuck?” 


“Help me”, he whispers. “Please.” 


“And what do you give us in return?” 


“Anything, please, I-” A desperate sob. “I wanna go home.” 


A rattling laugh. 


“For hands as pretty as yours?” the mushrooms croon as they sprout 
from his spellbound fingers, forcing his hands free from the kelpie’s 
grasp. “Any price Is fair.” 


Stop- 


stopstopstopstopS TOPS TOP- 


and George wakes up, ten years old, fingerless stumps still twitching 
with the phantoms of a child’s pretty hands. 


“Dude.” The blurry, fuzzy, cream-furred shape of Antfrost looks down 
at him with what might have been concern. “You good?” 


“| think | just saw God,” George dizzily chokes out. 


“Hell yeah. Wanna have another one?” Sapnap suggests, scooting 
the box towards him. "If you can keep awake this time, you gotta get 
some food in you, this makes everything hit different." 


George giggles unevenly as he reaches toward the box. “Fuck, | 
guess.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years my comedically beloved 


13. And You Could Burn All The World And Everything In 
It, 


Summary for the Chapter: 


And I'd let it happen, as long as you gave me a good seat to 
watch. 


“See, here’s the thing,” Eret drunkenly articulates, “I'd love to get a 
proper horse, but the animals just hate me.” 


Wilbur snorts. “No, they don't.” 


“They do!” Eret despairs. “The only horses that don't try to buck me 
off are skeleton horses. | can’t go near the stables or they all get 
jitters.” 


“You just gotta find the right horse,” Wilbur insists. “My old teacher? 
Kelpie/draft horse hybrid. Only thing that could handle him.” 


“Maybe | could get an enchanted sheep,” Eret muses. “One of those 
pink flowery ones. Those are big and tame enough for riding.” 


“Yeah, but they can’t really carry loads, innit?” Wilbur points out. 


“You're right,” Eret despairs. “I’m doomed to boner horses forever.” 


Wilbur snickers. “Okay, but-” He blinks sluggishly, eyelids weighed 
down by the wine in his system. “-what’s so bad about having a 
skeleton horse? They’re great for dressing up.” 


“| already scare people enough,” Eret sorrowfully mutters. 


“You don't scare me,” Wilbur bluntly says. 


“You haven't seen enough of me,” Eret asserts. 


Wilbur leans forward. “You want to test that?” 


Eret turns her head away. “I’m rather fond of you, Mr. Soot. It’d be a 
shame to lose our little talks.” 


“And it'd be a shame for my favorite conversationalist to get shy all of 
a sudden,” Wilbur fires right back. “C’mon, what was it you were 
talking about? The mortifying ordeal of being known? May as well 
put your emeralds where your mouth is.” 


Eret chuckles, uncoordinated hands reaching for her sunglasses. 
“Your funeral, | suppose.” 


The eyes of the royal architect are white. 


Blank. Bloodless. Burning. Blinding. 


And Wilbur Soot does not look away. 


He sits stock still, even as the image sears into him, even as his 
eyes unfocus, the telltale sign of vision going white. He just takes off 
his red glasses and stares back. 


Reflecting the light of Eret’s eyes, Wilbur’s could have been a red 
sunrise, sharp and hawkish in all the wrong ways. 


“One of us should probably blink,” Wilbur finally says, “before both of 
us go blind. Because we're practically shoving lanterns in each 
other’s faces.” 


“That’s probably the only good idea we've had since we hit the 
second bottle,” Eret notes. 


-<>Y<>- 


“You know what, Eret?” Tommy hears Wilbur say from somewhere 
downstairs. “Il reckon you could tear this whole nation down if you 
wanted.” 


“| much prefer creating over destroying,” Eret might have murmured. 


“That's your problem, man. You still think there’s a difference.” A 
clattering of glass. “I'll see you around. Don’t let King Corvus give 
you too much grief, alright?” 


“_ If you say so.” 


Tommy looks down at the fabric in his hands and goes back to 
embroidering cows. 


14. The Prodigal Son Returns 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Fundy's new roommate! 


Fundy comes home at dawn, tossing his dark blue dreamon hunter 
coat on the rack and roughly forcing his hat on top. The yawn of his 
beakish gaping mouth shifts halfway to a high pitched whine as his 
grey paws scrabble up the wood of the stairs. 


Except when he goes closer to his bedroom, his kitsune ears pick up 
the sounds of something breathing behind the closed door. He drops 
his bag and spits his hunting knife out of his inventory. 


He delicately opens the door and stalks towards the bed. 


Electric blue eyes snap open as he approaches, a hairless hand 
shooting out of the blankets to grab his wrist. 


The lithe, wiry shape that pushes Fundy out into the hall is pale 
haired and hard muscled as fuck, sending him and his three tails 
lashing against the floor with a sharp yip. 


Another door opens, and the sleep deprived face of one Wilbur Soot 
squints at the upstairs hallway. 


“Who the fuck is tryin’ t? raise the gods damn roof off this house?” 
Wilbur wearily screeches. “Muckin’ up like bloody murder, who the 
fuck...” His bleary eyes suddenly widen as he focuses on the frozen 
shapes in front of him. “ Fundy? ” 


“There’s a fucking creep in my room!” Fundy and the blue-eyed 
weirdo shout at the same time. 


A clefted chin and square face (a human, or something like it) looks 
down at Fundy. “Bitch, no, this is my room!” 


“What do you mean, your room? It’s my room-” 


“Both of you, quiet.” Wilbur briefly ducks back into his room, 
returning to toss a coin purse at the gangly intruder. “Go to 
Honeylemon, get breakfast for three.” He points an accusing finger. 
“And don’t harass the poor cashier girl. Niki’s being nice because it’s 
her job, don’t make it harder.” 


The gangly human sputters all red faced, but takes the coinage 
anyway, bounding down the stairs on too-long legs to disappear out 
the house. 


Wilbur’s face softens as he looks back to Fundy. “Hey, Funds. Sorry 
about that. You need help with your bags?” 


“It's fine.” Fundy snaps back up with a swift, smooth movement, 
resettling his ruffled red shirt. “Why’s my room being rented out to a 
gremlin?” 


“Oh, that’s Tommy,” Wilbur dismissively answers. “He’s not renting, 
he just needed a place to stay.” 


Fundy looks flatly back at his father. “Dad, | know you’re weird, but 
please realize how creepy letting a random teenager live in your 
house for free is.” 


“Well, he’s not staying for free,” Wilbur corrects, “he helps me work 
the van!” 


Fundy’s ears roll back. “I- | thought / worked the van.” 


Wilbur’s expression pulls with a little too much understanding. “l 
know, | know. Just... with you being gone so often, and being so 
tired when you do get home, | didn’t want to- to overwork you, 
y'know? | want you to be able to relax when you get home.” 


It’s not about the work, it’s about being with you, Fundy internally 
despairs. 


“Did you have to choose a street teen?” Fundy stresses. 


“In my defense,” Wilbur adds, “he was so much smaller the first time 
| got him. Barely came up to my legs!” He shrugs. “King just sprouted 
like a weed.” 


Fundy squints. “Dad. Dad, Tommy’s nearly my height. How long 
have you had this kid?” 


“A few months,” Wilbur answers. “Why?” 


Fundy tents his hands in front of his face and sucks in a weary 
breath. “Why are you like this?” 


"Hey, | thought it was bullshit, too," Wilbur concedes. "But also! | 
don't know enough about humans to dispute it." 


"And you put the weed boy in my room," Fundy pettily notes. 


“l only put him in your room because | didn’t want to stuff him in the 
attic room that your grandpa stays in.” Wilbur levels him with a 
knowing look. “You know how that would have went.” 


Fundy imagines a gangly, ambiguously human boy sleeping 
surrounded by skulls and poison flowers. He shudders. 


Wilbur sighs. “If you want him out of your room, | can just move him 
into mine for a bit-” 


“No, no,” Fundy swiftly interrupts, “it’s fine. We double up at work all 
the time, it’s not that weird. Just-” He runs a clawed hand through 
white-streaked brown hair. “-just wasn’t expecting it.” 


“Tommy’s been very helpful,” Wilbur relays. “I would /ike it if you two 
got along. Just for me?” 


Fundy lets out a breath, the down on his face ruffling with the 
movement. “Yeah. Okay.” 


The door kicks open. 


“What's up, beloved bitch boys, | got chocolate croissants!” Tommy 
shouts, punching out the last word with an exaggerated accent. “Hot 
and sexy like exotic dryad MILFs in your area!” 


“Saint’s fucking sake, Tommy,” Wilbur wheezes. “Think about your 
phrasing, man. Do you even understand half of what you just said?” 


“No!” Tommy brightly says with a smile. “Who’s the hobo?” 


Fundy abruptly looks back at Wilbur. “| change my mind,” he 
decides, “I don't want to get along anymore.” 


“The hobo,” Wilbur says, deciding to cruelly ignore Fundy’s perfectly 
civil protests, “is my son Fundy. He’s been away for work, and now 
he’s back during his break.” 


“Cool!” Tommy goes silent and blinks. (Wow. That was the first time 
Fundy actually saw him blink at all. What the fuck is up with this kid?) 
“What's a son and why is he yours?” 


“Son means |’m his dad,” Wilbur patiently explains. 


“EY?” Tommy’s dark bushy eyebrows push into an exaggerated 
frown. “I thought you were all alone this whole time, like some sad 
little orphan boy!” 


“Decades of cultivated reputation, gone in an instant,” Wilbur darkly 
despairs. “How could you do this to me?” 


“| change my mind again,” Fundy concludes, “I love him. Feed me, 
rent boy.” 


“Can do!” 


15. That's What The Mask Is 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Put on your mask and hide from the eyes of god. 


George looks up from his tie and frowns. “Sapnap, where the fuck is 
your mask?” 


“Aw, shucks.” Sapnap leans back against the delicately carved 
mahogany poster of George’s canopy bed, sporting the most 
insufferable grin George has ever seen in his life. (The previous one 
was also courtesy of Sapnap. He just keeps on making records like 
that.) “Would | even be worthy of the honor? ” 


“Bought or otherwise, you are nobility,” George stresses as a servant 
adjusts the ruffles of his pastel blue jacket. “Act like it.” 


Sapnap loudly pops a piece of gum in his mouth. “No, you.” 


George rolls irritated eyes. 


Sapnap stands back up straight, ruffling the bed curtains in the 
process. “I’m not here as heir to the Badlands, dumbass. I’m here as 
your guard. | can’t dress up at your level.” 


“Oh, please.” George looks to the side, perusing the selection of 
shoes being presented to him. “You and | both know this whole 
bodyguard business is just for our families to network at each other. 
You don't need to take it so seriously.” 


“Well my family never actually got me a mask, so there.” Sapnap 
shrugs. “Shit outta luck.” 


George raises a sharp eyebrow. “Really?” 


“Yeah, | don’t think we ever did too much of the mask stuff?” 


“And the Prophet just lets that go?” George curiously asks. 


“| think my dad bribed him with muffins.” Sapnap squints with the 
thought. “I think it’s mostly ‘cause Bad’s already covered up, and, 
uh-” Sapnap claws at the air in front of his face. “Can’t exactly fit a 
mask over what Skeppy’s got going on.” 


A thoughtful expression crosses George’s face. “Didn’t even think 
about Skeppy. Should have thought of that.” 


“Yeah,” Sapnap bluntly points out. “You’re kinda dumb.” 


George huffs, going quiet as he puts his own pale half mask over his 
face. He takes a moment to look into a mirror. “I think my parents 
should have a blank mask if you want to wear one,” George says 
after a while. “We keep a few for anonymous events and the like.” 


Sapnap hums contemplatively, taking in the blue etched patterns and 
swooping dark eye of George’s mask. “Doesn't this thing get in the 
way of your glasses? There’s no way you can wear both at the same 
time.” 


“Oh, | don’t have any clarity problems. The glasses are for colour 
correction.” At Sapnap’s blank stare, George takes mercy and 
elaborates. “Red-green colorblind. Besides, the mask is enchanted 
to be one way- | can see through it, but you can’t see me.” 


Sapnap’s face clears with new understanding. “So that’s how the 
Prophet can see anything past that thing.” 


George sputters a laugh as his pale pink necktie gets adjusted. 
“What, did you think the man just ran around blind like a headless 
chicken?” 


“| was more thinking, man, those are some really tiny eyeholes.” 


“The man dresses in a piss yellow outfit most of the time,” George 
snickers. “I don’t think you should trust his fashion sense.” 


Sapnap looks flatly back to George. “I have never seen that man 
wear yellow in my life.” 


“He does at the meetings.” 


“George. George, that’s green.” 


“What, no, | could have sworn it was-” George pauses. “-god damn 
it, it is green, isn’t it? | don’t use my glasses at the meetings, fuck.” 


“Awwww don't be embarrassed, Gogy.” Sapnap leans forward with 
a dangerous smirk on his face. “I dare you to tell the Prophet himself 
he’s dressed like a gold toilet.” 


“Sapnap, I’m not stupid, nor do | have a death wish.” 


“Darn, there goes my weekend.” 


“Stop wishing for my death,” George flatly scolds, “you can’t get out 
of work that easily-” 


“GEORGE!” Lady Lore hisses as she passes by the door. “That is no 
way to speak to Sapnap.” 


“Yes, mother.” 


Lady Lore claps her hands lightly. “And have your servants hurry up. 
We've got a full schedule today- dinner with King Corvus.” 


Sapnap sees George’s hands stutter. “| was supposed to have 
shooting practice today.” 


“You can have it after the council,” Lady Lore dismissively concedes. 
“Your father and | will be waiting at the carriage.” 


“But-” George hesitates. “That will only be a whole click at best!” 


“Is that going to be a problem, George?” 


“No, mother,” George finally says. “It will not.” 


“| still don’t understand why your father even wants you to continue 
with it.” Lady Lore eyes at Sapnap. “You have plenty of guards for 
that sort of business.” 


Sapnap’s mouth flattens, but he stays silent. 


The crisp sound of Lord Lore’s boots clicks into the hall. “Are you 
boys ready to go?” 


The attending servants draw back at Lord Lore’s presence, leaving 
the two young nobles at center stage for scrutiny. 


“Welp! This is awkward!” Sapnap loudly concludes. “Am | gonna be 
going on horseback, or am | in the carriage with you guys?” 


“Ah, just ride with us,” Lord Lore decides. “You’re a young lord 
yourself, after all.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Sapnap: i’m gonna die tonight babe 


KarlJacobs: of what babe 


Sapnap: gonna fuckinnnnnn 


Sapnap: die for the president 


Sapnap: i will take the arrow for him on the day of his daughter’s 
wedding, he will cradle me in his arms in my dying breath 


KarlJacobs: sadge. how slutty should i dress for your funeral 


Sapnap: mourning in the front party in the back 


KarlJacobs: only for u. <3 


KarlJacobs: Ok but seriously what’s wrong? 


Sapnap: | got a Real Job™ so i could pad my resume and have an 
excuse not to go to council meetings 


Sapnap: unfortunately this job is bodyguarding nobles. who go to 
council meetings 


KarlJacobs: oof 


Sapnap: my dads are gonna be there it’s gonna be so fucking 
awkward 


KarlJacobs: Who u guarding? 


Sapnap: some pretty boy named George 


KarlJacobs: should i worry about your poor honorable guardsman 
virtue 


Sapnap: this man 


Sapnap: this man is the healthy complexion of a piece of parchment. 
Papyrus, perhaps. Porcelain even 


Sapnap: walking milk toast 


KarlJacobs: stop, stop! he’s already dead! 


Sapnap: He looks like he’s never even seen the sun Karl 


KarlJacobs: like a possessed victorian child 


Sapnap: you get me 


Sapnap: listen at least he’s not like a TOTAL dick. his parents just 
kind of suck 


Sapnap: world’s okayest dad and Whatever Ma’s Got Goin On 


KarlJacobs: youch, mom’s a b? 


Sapnap: like i've seen this guy before as a kid and wondered “wow 
why are you like this” 


Sapnap: and then i met his mom for five (5) ticks and suddenly 
everything made sense 


KarlJacobs: Oh my god, 


Sapnap: yea 


Sapnap: honestly? Considering trying to get this guy to go 
kingsguard with me 


Sapnap: he’s a crack shot and by gods he needs a legal excuse to 
get out of the house 


KarlJacobs: cop arc pog? 


Sapnap: (nods solemnly) cop arc pog 


KarlJacobs: i am kissing you (tenderly). Go have fun dying for the 
president 


Sapnap: have fun being the mysterious widow at my funeral 


KarlJacob: “oh my dear love, nothing will mend this broken heart of 
mine” 


KarlJacobs: “except perhaps your attractive younger brother” 


Sapnap: stop being funny i’m not allowed to laugh at work 


KarlJacobs: i’m gonna get you fired from five servers away and then 
in your great dishonor you have to flee to my homeland. My master 
plan is working 


Sapnap: by prime this can’t be happening 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp sapnap and karl met while sapnap's family was visiting 
another server on vacation. they kept in touch and are distance 
dating. 

karl works as an assistant for a certain noble house in sky. 


(cop arc my beloathed) 


16. The Heir Apparent 
Summary for the Chapter: 


George is at his fucking limit. 


So here's the thing. 


George would really rather fucking not right now. 


Not what? one might ask. 


Just- 


-not. 


There’s just a lot of things he’d rather not be doing. 


He'd rather not be wearing the mask that doesn’t let him wear his 
glasses. 


He’d rather not wear a cravat around his neck like a pretty noose 
waiting to happen. 


He'd rather not be loitering around in- in stockings of all things. 


He doesn't want to wear these clothes, he doesn’t want to be stuck 
in a dinner with the king, and he doesn’t want to hear the god sent 
gods damned Prophet rattling about again. 


Does this man ever fucking stop talking? 


It’s like he doesn’t need to rest. 


Or breathe. 


Or- or actually talk to people. 


Or maybe George has just gone fucking insane, because no one 
else seems to give a damn. An equally likely possibility! 


The problem with these council meetings is they never take a set 
amount of time. Could take barely half a click, could go on until 
sundown. This is, unfortunately, looking to be one of the longer ones. 


“-that restrictions on the so-called L’manburg are unnecessary 
considering that we have no proof of any type of wrongdoing-” 


They never. Shut. Up. 


At least Sapnap is here. Someone else with near-sanity can suffer 
with him. Except George looks to his left, and Sapnap is, somehow, 
actually paying attention. 


Sapnap briefly raises his hand. “Sorry, sorry- what exactly is the 
L’manburg in question? | don’t remember this being a listed district?” 


Sapnap, why? George silently mourns. | believed in you. 


“Oh, it’s some local name for the market center of west District Lore- 
you know that place by the docks-” 


Father speaks up. “Ah, yes, that’s their tentative name- they've been 
wanting to organize into a proper sub district, rather than remaining 
part of District Lore.” 


King Corvus’ brows furrow with thought. “But they don’t have a 
resident lordship to represent them other than the Lores 


themselves.” 


“That’s the problem, they don’t want a Lord- they want to have some 
kind of elected citizen.” 


The prophet hums. “] assume Wilbur Soot is heading this effort?” 


Mother rolls her eyes. “Isn’t he always? He does have that infuriating 
talent for putting ideas in people’s heads.” 


Great. This is going to take forever now. George will never get to 
have his shooting practice at this rate. (Of course he doesn’t get to 
have the one good thing he’s not bloody useless at.) 


“We need to be sure here,” The Prophet insists. 


Lord Valorant raises a prim blond brow, dull blue eyes peaked with 
calculated disinterest. “I’ve been curious for a Jong while why you 
bother to be careful around Mr. Soot specifically,” they evenly point 
out. “You could just deal with him like any other citizen.” 


The Prophet laughs coldly. “Mr. Soot, for better or worse, the reason 
west Lore exists at all. His influence is excessive for a private citizen. 
Even discounting that, well.” A light chuckle. “I can’t go into the 
details that the Dreamweaver has given me, but that player has 


some connections even | don’t want to touch. So, unfortunately, 
getting rid of him is difficult.” 


And then this whole meeting will blend right into dinner, and then 
dinner will go on for fucking ages, and then George will have to stay 
the night, which could easily turn into the rest of the week if Mother 
and Father want to socialize. 


And that means no crossbow training or hanging out with Sapnap or 
anything except the same uptight bullshit every day. 


King Corvus frowns. “Why not just ban him?” 


“As | said,” the Prophet reiterates, “connections. If | ask the 
Dreamweaver to remove him, that will cause issues outside of the 
server. If it is Wilbur, we have to deal with him delicately- no killing 
him, no hurting him and-” 


George scoffs. “Shut up and get on with it, you sound like a broken 
record.” 


The lull of the council table stills. 


George realizes, a half-step too late, between his parent’s mortified 
expressions, Sapnap’s patent shock, and the general silence that’s 


just fallen, that he might have actually said that out loud. 


Whoops. 


The Prophet’s masked face turns to him. “Excuse me?” 


George is probably going to die. Delightful! 


Oh, well. There’s worse hills to die on. 


The Prophet tilts his head. “Can you repeat that for me? It didn’t 
quite register in my head.” 


George understands that this is probably a very merciful opportunity 
to apologize or pretend that this never happened. Unfortunately, 
Mother didn’t raise a quitter, but she did raise a fool, and it turns out 
those two things are a terrible, terrible combination. 


“| said we get it, the parrot can’t die,” George decides to say again. 
“Don't fucking dwell on it, what are you actually going to do about it?” 


An odd whistling wheeze fills the room as the Prophet shakes in 
laughter. “Parrot- rude and yet so accurate.” Another shaky chuckle. 


“Parrot.” 


It’s really not that funny. But if it gets him off the hook, George isn't 
complaining. 


“You're the Lore heir, aren't you?” the Prophet asks. 


“Uh,” George intelligently says. “Yeah.” 


The Prophet nods. “We are stuck in a bind, | will admit- for now | 
want more information on L’manburg if we have guards to spare. 
And if possible, | would like someone to get closer to Soot, hear it 
from the bird’s mouth, as it were.” 


(Somewhere out of the corner of his eye, George sees the royal 
architect become very invested in his drinking glass.) 


King Corvus nods. “Sound council as always. However, we are 
lacking in Kingsguards currently, at least to spare in such a task.” 


The Prophet’s face is unknowable, unreadable behind that blank 
white mask, but he might have almost been pleased. “The next Hunt 
is coming soon. Summer is such a good time to do it, after all. | will 
accept anyone with a reference as always, but perhaps...” The 
Prophet’s head tilts towards George and Sapnap. “...we could 


organize a larger hunt, in preparation for receiving more guards. The 
change of pace could be refreshing.” 


Corvus frowns. “Are you sure you can handle that?” 


“God willing,” the Prophet coyly answers. 


-<>Y<>- 


Eventually, the meeting ends, as all terrible things do. 


The lords disperse in their little pre-arranged social groups. The 
architect, having no new projects to be called upon, disappears to 
some unknown wing of the castle, preparing to re-adjust some minor 
detail again, like a finicky artist unable to truly finish their paintings. 


The King excuses himself to retreat to his private study, Lord 
Valorant and the Prophet close in tow. 


“Is that weird?” Sapnap whispers at his side. “It feels like that’s a little 
weird.” 


“Corvus and the Prophet are always hammering out some sort of 
private details,” George easily dismisses. 


“But Lord Valorant?” 


“Probably some military thing,” George muses. “They tend to be 
involved in that sort of stuff.” 


“Eh, alright.” Sapnap claps George across the shoulders, and this 
time, George stumbles a little less than he used to. “I’m heading out 
with my parents. I'll catch you later.” 


And George is alone. 


He removes himself from the room and wanders around the winding 
maze that is the castle halls, waiting for Mother and Father to get 
ready to leave. Granted, getting lost in the castle isn’t exactly 
conducive to leaving faster, but it is excellent for not having to make 
small talk with his parents after insulting the sole prophet of the 
server. 


“George?” King Corvus appears from one of the doors. “Can we 
talk? Privately,” he adds, seeing George’s confused expression. 


“Is this about earlier?” George nervously dares to ask. 


“It is related, yes. But you aren't in trouble.” 


George sighs. “Alright.” 


“That was incredibly dumb and incredibly stupid, George.” King 
Corvus rests a hand on his chin. “It was also incredibly bold and to 
the point.” He chuckles. “I haven’t seen the old fellow laugh like that 
in decades!” 


“And?” 


“You understand that | will be... retiring soon.” King Corvus twists the 
ring on his finger. “And | have no heirs.” 


This doesn’t come as a particular surprise to George. No king of 
Greater Prime has ever had a blood heir, and never will. To be the 
king is to be married to the greater good of the server itself, taking no 
other family or duty until they either pass on their crown or die trying. 


“Y-yeah?” George tentatively says. “What of it?” 


“One of the things that | am looking for in a successor is boldness, 
but... also someone the Prophet will get along with.” King Corvus 


looks to the side. “Did you know I’m the first king in the entire 
server’s history to call a Dreamweaver’s prophet a friend?” 


George blinks. 


“It’s such a small thing, | know,” King Corvus concedes. “That line of 
prophets, they lead such lonely lives. It makes them easy to put in 
the background, to pretend they’re just another ornament of the 
crown. But they are our sole connection to the living power of the 
server itself. This server has thrived because | was able to see that, 
to use that.” 


“Where are you going with this?” George presses. 


King Corvus sighs. “I know it’s more traditional to choose the lesser 
children of a house rather than an heir apparent, and | Know this isn’t 
something you were raised to expect. But, | am considering you to 
be my heir.” 


George's breath catches. 


King Corvus raises his hands with reassurance. “This isn’t an 
immediate action, | assure you! We'd need to put you through the 
proper training, of course.” He claps a weathered hand to the side of 
his face. “Besides, | wouldn't dare announce my retirement plans 
right around the Hunt. A changing of the guard and the king at the 
same time? That wouldn't do at all!” 


“So- so what do you want me to do right now?” George wonders. 


“For now?” King Corvus smiles. “You keep this between the two of 
us, and | will do the same. No need to change everything right now. 
We'll be seeing plenty of each other soon.” 


“And at dinner later,” George flatly snarks. 


“And at dinner later,” King Corvus agrees. “l’ll be off now! | need to 
see the other lords and ladies out.” 


And the King is gone. 


George blinks. 


What just happened. 


Did that- 


Did that actually just happen? 


You keep this between the two of us. 


“| can’t even tell my parents,” George realizes. “Good gods, | can't 
even tell Sapnap!” 


“Tell him what?” a baritone voice rumbles behind him. 


George flinches violently, whirling around to face the forever 
unnatural stillness of the Royal Architect. The man might have raised 
an eyebrow behind those dark glasses, but it’s hard to tell. 


“Are you alright, Heir Lore?” 


George clutches a gloved hand to his shirt. “Good gods,” he half 
wheezes, “Give a man a warning next time! Why do you always slink 
around like a ferret in the walls?” 


The Architect lets out a huffing breath. “A ferret in the walls? People 
usually call me a stray cat.” 


“Where the hell did you come out from, anyways?” George looks 
around at the branching halls. “I didn’t see you anywhere.” 


The Architect shrugs, a lazy smile on his face. “Oh, you know how it 
is. This place is like a maze.” 


“Why the hell did you build this place with so many winding halls?” 
George loudly despairs. 


The Architect looks up at the vaulted ceilings, humming with content 
satisfaction. “I did do that, yes.” 


“That doesn’t answer the question at all-” 


“The King’s dining room is on the second floor at the end of the first 
side hall,” the Architect smoothly interrupts. “You should probably 
start heading there now if you don’t want to be late. Have a safe 
evening, Heir.” 


“Hold on!” George doggedly follows after the Architect's long heeled 
stride. “Hold on, how did you-” 


He turns the corner, and the Architect is gone, clicking heels and all. 


“-how did you know | was here?” George asks to the empty air. 


The silence is all that answers him. 


George forgets about it and goes to find the stairs. 


17. The Iron Hotel 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Tommy and Fundy check in to the iron hotel. 


Fundy isn’t really sure what to make of Tommy. 


He is, as Wilbur so elegantly put, a scrimbly human kid. Except he 
apparently grew from the size of a child to a grown ass man in the 
span of a few months, and he’s- he’s a little weirdly buff for a kid 
working a hot dog van. Not even a normal buff, either- this unnatural, 
wiry buff, like a man who works out half-starved. 


And he’s definitely a kid. In spite of the spindly, paradoxically 
herculean proportions, there’s still a softness to his face, a wideness 
to his eyes, a childish creak still stuck in his voice. 


It would just be a little less weird if Tommy and Wilbur didn’t get 
along so well. The two lanky bastards feed off each other’s energy 
like a vampiric fuckity feedback loop, and it- 


-it hurts to watch. 


Just a bit. 


“Stop talking about Wilbur like you know him,” Fundy nearly snaps. 


“What? You do?” 


“| knew him for eleven years before you showed up,” Fundy points 
out. “Don't act like you're special.” 


Except Tommy is special. Because, oh, look at Tommy, growing up 
so fast, picking up so many cute hobbies, helping so much with the 
business, isn’t Wilbur so proud? 


Proud. Proud of a lying, stealing freeloader that’s probably gonna cut 
and run as soon as he’s got enough money and Wilbur’s battered old 
heart on top. 


And who’s gonna be left to pick up the pieces? 


Fundy. 


(Again.) 


(Just like all the other times his dad got his heart broken from giving 
too much.) 


Tommy, oblivious to the scathing inspection of his mortal sins, taps 
Fundy’s shoulder and leans way too close to Fundy’s fox ears for 
whispering. “What's all those randos whispering behind your back 
about?” 


“Don't pay attention to them,” Fundy dismisses. “They do this shit 
every time | come home.” 


“What are they saying?” Tommy innocently asks. 


Poor kid. Bet he’s itching to move out from that fucking madhouse. 


“Calling dad a psycho again,” Fundy wearily relays. 


“Fuckers.” 


“It’s fine,” Fundy insists. “I’m used to it.” 


Tommy blinks. “Okay.” 


He walks away from Fundy and into the center of the bazaar. 


“It's Punch Bigots day, cuntheads!” Tommy bombastically announces 
with his most winning smile. “Everybody take your most beloved 
bigot and give ‘em a good ol’ wallop! I'll start!” 


He punches one of the gossipers in the gut. 


“Dude, what the fuck!” Fundy shouts. 


“Tommy Atkins Innit don’t take no ableisms in this town!” Tommy 
cheerfully relays to an increasingly confused crowd. “You wanna fight 
me about it?” 


“Tommy, you fucking maniac,” Fundy strainedly whispers, “you can’t 
just-” 


Out of the corner of his eye, Fundy sees the downed player stand 
with a knife in their hands. Before he even realizes what he’s done, 
he’s leaping forward, his paws roughly scratching at sensitive life 
marks until the weapon drops. 


“Did you just save my life?” Tommy dares to ask, a shaking smile on 
his face. 


“Don’t you start,” Fundy growls. 


“Great, now the furry’s here!” the player spits. “What is this, a 
freakshow?” 


“Hey!” A towering deerlin stag with a strong neck and broad 
shoulders cuts above the crowd. “Say that again, | got your 
freakshow right here!” 


Aw, fuck. We’re doing this now. 


“Two whole days,” Fundy mutters under his breath as he raises his 
fists. “Call that a record.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


[/tsFundy has joined.] 


ItsFundy: daaaaaaaaaad 


WilburSoot: hello my darling sunshine son 


ItsFundy: dad can you pick me up from jail 


WilburSoot: what did you do this time you gremlin fuck 


[TommyInnit has joined.] 


Tommy!Innit: Hello bossman wilbursoot 


WilburSoot: Hello business partner tommyinnit 


Tommy!Innit: what is a jail and why am | in it 


WilburSoot: WHY ARE YOU BOTH ARRESTED 


Tommy!nnit: i was hoping you could answer that 


WilburSoot: fundy why are you arrested 


ItsFundy: i just want you to know that tommy started punching 
people before i did 


TommylInnit: fundy my brother how could you 


ItsFundy: i would sell you to satan for one corn chip 


Tommy!nnit: come on now im at least worth two 


WilburSoot: which jail is this 


TommylInnit: THERE’S MORE THAN ONE??? 


ItsFundy: lore jail 


WilburSoot: fuck that’s all the way in east lore 


WilburSoot: how fast do i need to be there? cus i’ve got groceries 
and meds and shit 


ItsFundy: it’s fine 


TommylInnit: | WOULD LIKE TO LEAVE THE IRON HOTEL 


ItsFundy: it’s fine 


Tommylnnit: OUR IRON HOTEL ROOMMATE IS VERY MASSIVE 
AND THIS MAKES ME VERY UNCOMFORTABLE 


ItsFundy: he’s a deerlin and his name is Seny. 


Tommylnnit: well the person picking up Seny is creeping me out. 
Why do they smile in this way 


ItsFundy: axolins are just Like That 


TommylInnit: seny is gone and now i am Alone. | Am Left Cold And 
Defenseless In The Iron Hotel 


ItsFundy: bitch i'm sitting right next to you 


TommyInnit: Cold And Defenseless In The Iron Hotel 


ItsFundy: i would like to remind the jury that this is all tommy’s fault. 
He just has a talent for starting riots i guess 


WilburSoot: aw. Baby’s first riot 


ItsFundy: dad what the fuck does that mean 


[WilburSoot has left.] 


ltsFundy: DAD WHAT DOES THAT MEAN DON’T LEAVE ME 


18. 'Cause I'm A Creep, I'm A Weirdo 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Tommy doesn't like the neighbors. 


“Oh. | thought this was Wilbur’s house.” 


Tommy leans against the wall, chewing on a chocolate stick. “Maybe 
it is. What's it to you?” 


There’s some big-booted, black dressed guy in a green poncho 
creeping on Wilbur’s porch. With one of those creepy rabbit masks. 


Creep. 


“| had some business with him,” Creep (for that is his name until he 
proves otherwise) vaguely says. “He'll Know when he sees me.” 


Tommy squints. “He might be around.” 


Creep sighs, and he sounds kind of annoyed. 


(Good. Fucker.) 


Something’s just off about this guy in a way Tommy doesn’t like. The 
sooner he goes away, the better. 


“I’m not one of his customers, if that’s what you’re worried about,” 
the man adds. 


“You look like one,” Tommy insists. 


“Well, I’m not!” Creep leans towards the windows. “Wilbur! Are you 
home?” 


Tommy leans forward. “Why are you wearing that thing on your face? 
You like a crimeboy or something?” 


Creep shifts under his poncho. “Not to my recollection, no.” 


“What's under the mask, then, dickhead?” 


“Nothing.” 


Oh boy. What a lovely, totally not suspicious answer. 


“You sound like one of those weirdos that crawl out of the forest,” 
Tommy comments. “You gonna stab me if | don’t answer your 
mushroom riddles?” 


“I’m not-” Creep shakes his head and pounds on the door. “Wilbur! 
Get your fucking dog!” 


A groan fills the inside of the house and Wilbur grumpily stomps 
down the stairs. “For the last fucking time, we don’t take business in 
the house-” His face freezes when he sees the intruder. “Aw, fuck.” 


“Hi!” Creep cheerfully greets. 


“Yeah, yeah, come in.” Wilbur blearily opens the door, rubbing sleep 
out of his eyes. “And he’s not a dog, he's my... brother.” 


“Ah, yes, | can see the resemblance,” Creep flatly says. “Should | be 
worried?” 


“He doesn’t have anything to do with the sounder or the flock, if 
that’s what you're asking,” Wilbur explains. “He’s with me. It’s not 


that deep.” 


Sounder. Flock. Those sure are some words that Tommy is hearing. 


“...Right." A green hood swivels towards Tommy. "Well then, is he 
joining us for our meeting?” 


Tommy puts his hands up. “I just live here, man. | don’t want people 
Creepin’ around the yard. Fundy gets all pissy about intruders.” 


“Tommy! Please. Don’t be rude to the Prophet,” Wilbur hisses. 


Tommy blinks. “I have no idea what that is.” 


Wilbur fiddles with his glasses, looking weirdly agitated. “I'll explain 
later, just- not now. | gotta deal with...” he gestures vaguely at the 
other man. “...this. Make sure Fundy doesn’t come inside if we’re not 
done by the time he gets back.” 


“How is Fundy?” Creep asks. “Haven’t seen the kid since the 
dreamon initiation.” 


“He’s fine!” Wilbur insists with a strained smile. “Everything’s fine! 
Can we just get this done, Hunter?” Wilbur’s eyes flick to Tommy. 
“Unless you want the extra spectator.” 


“| don’t really mind, Wilbur.” Creep (Hunter?) tilts his head coyly. “If 
anything, it sounds like you might have more of a problem.” 


Wilbur turns sharply, turning to Tommy with a... really weird kind of 
look on his face. “Tommy!” He cheerfully trills. “Do you want to join 
us in our very boring fuckity legal meeting?” 


Welp. 


There's clearly a right and wrong answer here. 


“Im good,” Tommy says. He waves his comm. “I’m just gonna text 
Fundy and tell him not to hurry up.” 


A tenseness in Wilbur's shoulders drops ever so slightly. “Alright. I'll 
tell you when we're done.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Fundy’s still not home by the time ‘Hunter’ steps out of the house 
again, mask being put back on his face. 


“You sure that’s a kid?” Hunter asks, head just barely turned to 
Tommy. “Something weird feels like it’s stuck to him.” 


“He’s about as much of a kid as | was,” Wilbur offers. 


Hunter chuckles. “That’s what I’m worried about.” 


“I'm right here, dumbasses!” Tommy loudly comments. 


“That you are,” Hunter acknowledges, hopping on the back of a pale 
horse. And then he just rides off with no goodbyes or anything. 
(Rude prick.) 


Wilbur takes a seat next to Tommy on the porch and lets out a gut- 
punched wheeze. “Gods, | hate that guy’s timing.” 


“Who the hell was that?” Tommy abruptly asks. 


Wilbur waves a hand. “Just some guy-” 


“No, he wasn’t,” Tommy interrupts. “He was freaking you out. You’re 
always the one freaking people out, except that guy.” 


Wilbur gets out his dyuers. “He’s... the one stopping L’manburg from 
ever being its own thing. The fucking ‘prophet’ of the domain god.” 


Tommy’s eyes narrow. “And he’s not the prophet, is what you’re 
saying.” 


Wilbur pauses. “That...” Fire sparks in his hands as his dyuer lights 
blue and red. “...is something | can’t tell you the details of.” 


Tommy rolls his eyes. “Another one of your fuckmillion deals?” 


“Kind of.” Wilbur takes a deep breath. “He knows something about 
me that | don’t want people talking about. So he checks in on me 
about it, holds it over my fuckin’ head.” 


Tommy frowns. “He’s brownmailing you.” 


Wilbur snickers. “That's called blackmail, Tommy.” He leans back in 
his chair. “Besides, it’s not really blackmail if it goes both ways.” 


“The secret about the prophet thing,” Tommy guesses. 


“If our friend Hunter doesn’t fuck me over with what he knows,” 
Wilbur darkly smiles, “I won’t fuck him over with what / know. Simple 
as that.” 


Tommy nods. “He's weird.” 


Wilbur stands up. “Very.” He puffs the dyuer. “Avoid him like the 
plague, Tommy, he’s dangerous.” 


Tommy rolls his eyes. “Sure.” 


He pauses. 


“He’s not- Wilbur, he’s not gonna, like, hurt us or anything, right?” 
Tommy chuckles nervously. “Not gonna show up one day with an 
axe and-” He chops the air with his hand. 


“Nah,” Wilbur easily decides. “He’s not gonna hurt you. Not while I’m 
still around.” A soot-stained taloned hand presses down on Tommy’s 
hair. “He’s not dumb enough to find out what happens.” 


19. The Memories Start To Meld Together 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Without the reminder, the truth gets so confused. 


Tubbo smiles and looks up from a paper creeper, holding a button 
and string in his hands. 


“Do you know what this button is?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza hums. “No,” he decides as he plays along. “What do you got, 
Wil?” 


Wilbur excitedly drags him to his model. “I built a castle!” 


“So that’s where all my extra milliblocks went.” 


Not that Philza will call it a waste. Extra is extra, and Wilbur did such 
a lovely job with it. It looks like a castle that must have been in one of 
Techno’s books, flag and all. 


“It’s very lovely, eyas,” Philza honestly says. “Do you want help 
putting it somewhere?” He reaches down at the model with his 
hands. “I could-” 


The model crumbles to pieces. 


Philza stands frozen as Wilbur cackles. 


“Oh- ooooh, no,” Philza wavers, “I ruined your things... 


Wilbur just laughs again, holding up his long twine of string, 
connected to fallen cornerstone blocks. “I pressed the button! It’s all 
demolished now.” 


Why’d y’ do that for?” Philza asks. 


“It wasn't square like | wanted,” Wilbur says. “One block off.” 


“You could have just fixed it,” Philza points out. “No need to tear it all 
down over such a little thing.” 


“It wasn't perfect,” Wilbur bluntly asserts. “So it doesn’t get to stay. 
Besides, it’s just things anyway. | can just make a better one.” 


Philza smiles. “That’s true. Now come inside, it’s getting dark.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“What does the button do?” Philza asks. 


Tubbo shuffles excitedly on his feet. “Look!” 


He pulls back the string and button on the paper creeper until it 
bursts into a kaleidoscope of colors. 


Philza flinches back, wings loudly snapped open behind him as he 
lets out a sharp screech. “Woah!” 


“Made you look!” Tubbo giggles. 


Philza’s wings rattle in time with his shaking chest. “Gods, you 
chaotic little shit!” He lets out a burst of laughter. “Gonna give me a 
heart attack.” 


Tubbo scoffs. “Calm down, Dad-” He freezes. 


Philza’s ear flicks, blankly looking down at him. “What's that?” 


“Nothing,” Tubbo quickly says. 


“Where'd you even get that little thing from?” Philza wonders. 


“Beni stole one,” Tubbo flatly admits. 


Philza predictably puffs up with indignation. “Again? Alright, puttin’ 
my foot down, Benihime can’t go shoppin’ anymore-” 


“Wait, nO-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Tubbo falls asleep wearing Wilbur’s old sweater and Fundy’s old 
overalls. 


Philza slumps over his table, head in hands. 


Calm down, Dad. 


“Gods,” he wearily chokes out to his forever watchful audience of 
crows. “What am | doing?” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


cc!philza said that c!wilbur, as a kid, would have a childhood 
game of "demolishing" the things he built with a button rig. 


viewers seemed to forget the second part where phil said it was 
all make-believe using string and buttons rather than actual 
explosives, but i won't comment on that. 


20. When Dad Isn't Home 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Calmly. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains screen reader friendly exotic text. 


“WAIT, FUCK!” Wilbur’s shout loudly echoes through the house. 


Tommy wanders down stairs to see Wilbur cleaning up the kitchen of 
any dyuers and other drugs- ahem, /ingering business practices. 


Tommy blinks the sleep out of his eyes. “Who lit a fire under your 
ass?” 


Wilbur’s neck snaps around like an owl. Horrifying. “Tommy! Clean 
up the living room!” 


A duster gets shoved in Tommy’s hands. “Can | at least have 
breakfast first-” A grilled cheese toast gets shoved in his mouth. 
“Th'nks, b’ssman.” 


Fundy lets out a long, horrific, unrepeatable noise as he trudges out 
of his room. Wilbur shoves a bunch of cleaning products into his 
arm, followed by a grilled cheese toast. 


“Is this one of your nesting moods again?” Fundy wearily asks. “Am | 
gonna get preened 10 times before lunch?” 


Wilbur grabs Fundy’s shoulders. “/ forgot Phil was coming over for 
holiday.” 


Fundy’s green eyes widen. “Oh, fuck-” He grabs a cloth and starts 
wiping down picture frames. “Fuck, fuck, fuck-” 


“WHERE’S THE SCENTED CANDLES?” Wilbur screams down the 
hall. 


“THEY ARE IN THE TOP CUPBOARD!” Fundy shouts back. 


Tommy confusedly dusts down the table. “Phil’s like, your dad, 
right?” 


“YEP!” Wilbur’s voice rattles in a cupboard. 


Tommy wearily squints at the morning chaos. “Why’s everything 
gettin’ cleaned up like surgeon?” 


“Tommy.” Wilbur’s eyes are wild. “Tommy, my dad is hardcore.” 


“Eh?” 


“He’s like-” Wilbur lets out a stressed warble. “-all fragile and shit.” 


“What does that have to do with cleaning up the house?” Tommy 
asks again. “Didn't your dad teach you how to make drugs?” 


“l-” Wilbur pauses. “Well, he did teach me home meds, yes, but 
that’s besides the point!” 


“So your dad didn’t teach you to make drugs in the bath?” Tommy 
hums, thinking back to last Shrinesday. 


“Tommy, you don't understand.” Wilbur claps his hands together. 
“The entire house is a fucking drug lab. Do you get why | don’t want 
cross-contamination happening here?” 


Tommy pauses. “How cross-contaminated are we talking here?” 


“This man hasn’t been near a hospital since | was, like- an infant, 
“Wilbur stresses. “| mean- hardcores are pretty drug resistant, but he 
hasn't even been near over the counter shit in a fuckmillion years, 
and we've been making the strong shit! | don't want him to get sick." 


Tommy sputters a nervous laugh. “What- is he like- really old or 
something?” 


“He was old enough to pass for my grandpa as a kid,” Wilbur 
reveals. “So fucking old.” A pause. “Fuck, /’m old. Wow.” 


Tommy snickers. 


“Also!” Wilbur claps his shoulder. “He doesn’t know about that thing 
where you read our letters, so maybe don't bring that up. It’s not 
terrible but it’s kind of creepy.” 


“Why would I-” Tommy stills. “Oh my god, I’m stupid. Phil.” 


“Yes, Tommy,” Wilbur flatly affirms, “that Phil.” 


“PHILZA MINECRAFT?” 


Wilbur sputters, towel-laden hands stuttering over the sink. “Who the 
fuck Phil did you think | was talking about?” 


“| don't know, maybe you had two dads!” 
“Sort-of maybe yes, kind of no,” Wilbur deigns to explain. 
“What kind of stupid fucking answer is that-” 


“DID WE PUT ANYTHING WEIRD IN THE ATTIC?” Fundy 
interrupts. 


Wilbur turns back to Tommy. “Tommy, did we put anything weird in 
the attic?” 


“We don't put anything in the attic,” Tommy recalls. 
“Thank fucking gods,” Wilbur wheezes. 


“When's he landing?” Fundy asks. “Has he texted yet?” 


“Landing?” Tommy repeats. 


“He flies in,” Wilbur explains. “Lives out of server.” He checks his 
comm. “Nothing yet. Probably today or tomorrow.” 


Tommy furrows his brow looking over Wilbur. “With wings?” 


“You'll see when he gets here,” Wilbur cryptically reveals. 


Fundy scrabbles up the stairs, cleaning down the railings. “Does he 
even remember where we live? The city planning keeps changing 
around us like every other month.” 


Wilbur clasps his hand around his mouth. “Fuck, that’s a good point. 
Ugh, someone’s gonna have to pick him up from the docks.” 


“| know where the docks are,” Tommy offers. 


“You don’t Know what he looks like,” Wilbur points out. “Unless 
you've been creeping in my photo album.” 


“| did not creep in your photo album,” Tommy admits. “Because | 
couldn't find it.” 


Fundy squeaks. “YOU WANTED TO WHAT?” 


“Don’t worry about it,” Wilbur says as he runs a mop across the 
kitchen floor. “Besides, he covers up like some sort of weird cryptid 
in public anyways, a photo would do jack shit.” 


“There goes that plan,” Tommy deadpans. 
Suddenly, both Wilbur and Fundy’s ears both perk sharply. 
“Whose comm is that?” Fundy quickly asks. 


Wilbur slaps his empty pockets. “Fuck, is it mine? Gods damn it, | left 
it in the-” He screams incoherently as he speeds down the hall. And 
then he screams all the way back, feet sliding on the floor as he 
leans on the counter, comm held in one hand. “He-e-e-ey, Phil.” 


TY 


?” A sing-song noise crackles out of the comm. 


Wilbur blinks slowly. “Yes, I’m right here, you don’t have to shout at 
me.” 


vr rR (POJE PIL 
JOO OF 


-" There’s a loud clicking sound, and the rising whistle of the 
background cuts off. “ 
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“Are you calling while flying?” Wilbur incredulously asks. “That has 
got to be some kind of hazardous.” 
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“You're on speaker, Phil,” Wilbur pointedly says. 
A pause. 


“Oh, hello,” a reedy voice suddenly says in lilting Script. “/s Fundy 
with you?” 


“Hey, grandpa,” Fundy calls out as he shuffles closer to the comm. 
“Hi, mate,” the voice softly says back. 
“That’s Phil?” Tommy asks. 


Wilbur and Fundy both twitchingly shush him. 


“Did | catch y’ at a bad time?” The comm crackles. “Sounds a little 
busy over there.” 


“No, no,” Wilbur insists, “you're fine. Are you landing?” 


“Just flew outta spawn,” Philza relays. “Gonna start t’ lose the 
altitude, an’ then I'll be pulling int’ the docks soon. I'll be down in, 
uuuuuh-” There’s a shuffling noise, and some muffled conversation. 
“-half a click by now? Maybe a click full stop? Is that okay?” 


“Totally!” Wilbur reassures. “We'll pick you up by then.” 


“Alright! Back t’ helm. Hey. Hey, Chatters, stop that, that’s not a toy-” 


The comm clicks off. 


There’s a silence. 


“Our clothes are covered in cleaning stuff and all the drug bits we 
were getting rid of,’ Fundy helpfully decides to say. “We have half a 
click to not look like we walked out of a crack den.” 


The trio descends into chaos as they scrabble up the stairs. 


21. The Benson Boy 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Philza Minecraft! He is here. 


Philza (Minecraft) is not a short man by any means, but he is shorter 
than his son and grandson, which puts him uncomfortably close to 
Tommy’s height. 


Tommy is aware he is of abnormal, adult adjacent size for a human 5 
year old approaching 6. This does not make standing next to Philza 
Minecraft any more uncomfortable. 


Wilbur was right, the man did dress like a cryptid. A grey speckled 
coat over green clothes, face all hidden by a veiled hat that had 
antlers peeking out the front. The white shawl draping around his 
shoulders has the same golden pattern that Wilbur’s red scarf thing 
does. He hobbles off the deck of a ship, clicking a dark cane with a 
white raven on its head. 


There’s a little sheep boy holding one of his starry hands. 


“You didn't tell me there was gonna be a kid with you,” Wilbur 
confusedly points out. 


“| could say the same,” Philza says, the crow on his shoulder turned 
in Tommy’s direction. “Sorry, mate. It was kind of unexpected, and 
then-” a light laugh. “-and then | was too busy with this little bastard 
to do much else. I’ve got extra sleeping things for ‘im, he can room 
with me.” 


“Alright,” Wilbur uncertainly says. 


The two elytron trail off into this birdy sing-song language on the 
walk home, Fundy piping in with halting words a few times. Which 
was a bit awkward for the human, Script speaking Tommy, but not 
bad to be around. 


And then they got home. 


And Philza put his hat on the rack. 


Jagged sungold hair frames a lined face and a silver beard. There 
are pale antlers nestled on his head and- 


-those haunting, haunted lapis eyes. 


For a moment, Tommy Innit was Theseus of Minos again. 


“You alright, mate?” the face that taunts Tommy’s lab-buried dreams 
softly asks. 


“Yeah, | just-” A shaking breath. “Wilbur’s... told me a lot about you.” 


Philza lightly laughs. “Nothing too bad, | hope.” 


“We got some cheese toast staying warm in the oven,” Fundy offers. 
“You two want any?” 


Philza’s tired face lights up. “Ooh, toasties! Yes, give me breads.” As 
he crunches on the cheesy bread, a soft sleepiness slowly creeps 
back into his expression. 


Fundy hovers nervously near him. “You okay?” 


Philza hums. “Yeah, yeah. Just-” He twirls a finger around his head. 
“Brain go brr. Y’know how it is. ‘m gonna... prob’bly fuck off t’ bed 
soon. Somebody wake me up if dinner happens.” 


The sheep boy tugs on Philza’s sleeve, letting out a small noise. 
Philza chuckles and pats his head. 


“Don’t worry,” he softly reassures. “They’re very nice. Finish up your 
food, okay? I'll make sure to set up your bed ‘fore | pass out on th’ 
floor or summat.” 


After that totally not concerning sentence, the old man promptly 
fucks off up the stairs, cane clicking up the steps and rails. 


Which leaves, uh- 


-sheep boy. 


“Welp!” Wilbur awkwardly announces. “We have two entire guests 
that we weren’t prepared for! Fundy, let’s go shopping and pretend 
we knew this was going to happen all along!” 


Fundy nods. “Yes, excellent idea.” 


“Do | get to go shopping?” Tommy asks. 


“You get to make sure the child doesn’t touch a furnace,” Wilbur 
says. 


” 


“Aw, what- 


“Bye!” 


Yes. 


Sheep boy. 


He’s a very little boy. 


Then again, Tommy’s just kind of a big man, biggest of all mans. And 
the mob kids tend to be smaller, from what Tommy can tell. 


Maybe this is the size that Tommy would have been, if he wasn’t all 
fucked up. 


Tommy scooches closer. “Can | tell you a secret?” 


The boy’s ears silently perk up as he chews toast. 


“’m five,” Tommy quietly says. 


A silence. 


“That’s bullshit,” the boy’s creaking voice decides. 


“| think I’m supposed to look like you,” Tommy admits, “but they kind 
of stuffed bone juice in me when | was a baby so | would grow 
faster.” 


“That's fucked up.” Another bite of toast. “I’m six.” 


Tommy sputters a laugh. “Now that’s fucked up. You look like a 
fucking infant.” 


“Keep calling me that and I'll headbutt you in the dick. Checkmate.” 


“Oh, please don’t,” Tommy begs. 


Another bite of toast. “Wanna see my secret?” the boy asks. 


Tommy raises an eyebrow. “Okay.” 


The boy takes out a small box from his backpack. Inside, there’s a 
little shiny, white, yellow mouthed... thingy skittering around the 
bottom on four pudgy hooved legs. 


“That is the whitest sea creeper | have ever seen,” Tommy 
concludes. 


“His name is Benson,” Sheep Boy reveals. “Don’t tell Phil. | was 
supposed to get rid of him but | forgot.” 


“Don’t those fuckers explode?” Tommy asks. 


“Sea creepers only blow up if you squish ‘em real hard.” Sheep Boy 
presses down gently on Benson's head, and the creeper’s fat stinger 
wags uselessly. “See?” 


Tommy nods. “Neat.” 


“Wanna see how stupid it looks when Benson tries to eat chips?” the 
boy offers. 


“Yes.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years my endless comedy 


22. Just Talk To Me 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And that'll do for now. 


Contrary to popular belief, Awesam- creeper moblin, royal redstone 
wizard of Greater Prime- is not a very good walker. 


He looks like one on close inspection. A well-muscled body on four 
hooved legs, he looks like he could run forever. 


But creepers were made to slowly stalk uneven terrain. They were 
not made to walk long stretches of packed, blessedly flat urban 
ground, and the sight of a towering galloping creeper would send 
people into panic. 


So, in the city, Sam walks, and his knees silently suffer for the sake 
of public decency. 


But not all the time. 


“Sam!” Ponk’s automatic scooter clicks and clatters into view, and he 
taps his sidecar invitingly. “I’m all done with med deliveries today. 
Need a ride?” 


Sam lets out a grateful sigh as he plops into the sidecar. “Thanks, 
Ponk.” 


“You built this thing for my legs,” Ponk points out. “You can get a free 
ride any day. Too bad they don't let you bring the spider walker to 
town, huh?” 


Sam lets out a hissing growl. “They’re perfectly fine letting me use it 
for work, but the minute | need it to just get around, Corvus just goes 
oh, I’m concerned it would be too much of a public disruption. 
Because fuck me, | guess.” 


Ponk pulls the scooter lever, kicking the engine back to life. “Want 
me to poison him the next time he gets a check-up? It wouldn’t be 
hard.” 


“Imagine the paperwork, though,” Sam points out. 


Ponk does a little wave of his hand. “Il have assistants.” 


“’'d miss you if you had to get executed,” Sam adds. 


Ponks dark eyes squint adorably at Sam’s pout. “Fine. No regicide. 
Buzzkill.” 


Sam lives a good ways away from the main district, his house set 
into the Badlands cliffsides. A vault of pistons and redstone doors 
made for the safety of the public as much as his own peace of mind. 


That, and the safety of one other thing. 


“Fran!” Ponk happily shouts at the yellow-collared dog that bounds 
out of the vault door. “Hello again, you crochety little parasite!” 


Sam snorts. “That’s my crochety little parasite,” he snarks, taking the 
dog into his arms. “Did you eat all the bats and rats that keep coming 
into my house? Yes you did, yes you did.” He looks back up to Ponk. 
“You wanna pop inside for a bit? We can fire up the pumpkin pie 
machine.” 


Ponk laughs lightly. “Not today. | need to check on the city trees.” 


“Alright.” Sam pushes his snout gently into Ponk’s scarf. “Another 
time, then.” 


“It's a date,” Ponk promises. 


-<>9Y<>- 


[GeorgeNotFound has joined.]| 


Awesamdude: what’s up? 


GeorgeNotFound: i want to change out my prosthetics for high-wear 
ones 


Awesamdude: oh? What for? 


GeorgeNotFound: nothing’s wrong with my current ones, i'm just... 
anticipating needing to work with my hands more. 


GeorgeNotFound: i’m in the next hunt 


Awesamdude: interesting 


GeorgeNotFound: i didn’t really expect it either, but in the 


GeorgeNotFound: current climate of things 


GeorgeNotFound: it would be best if i had an in with the kingsguard 


Awesamdude: ...are you ok? 


GeorgeNotFound: maybe 


GeorgeNotFound: | 


GeorgeNotFound: i'm not allowed to talk about it 


Awesamdude: Do you need to leave. 


GeorgeNotFound: you don’t need to worry about it 


Awesamdude: you are my client. 


GeorgeNotFound: that’s a bit much for a client 


Awesamdude: You are also my friend. 


Awesamdude: So | ask again- do you need to leave? 


GeorgeNotFound: ...no. Not at the moment no. 


GeorgeNotFound: but thank you 


GeorgeNotFound: can we just talk about the upgrades 


Awesamdude: alright 


Awesamdude: We've got two durability options to look at here, wood 
and ivory 


GeorgeNotFound: not metal? 


Awesamdude: metal has its uses but the heat conductivity becomes 
a problem in heat/cold 


Awesamdude: is it alright if i vc 


GeorgeNotFound: please do 


[Awesamdude has joined VC...] 


Notes for the Chapter: 


note for orp only readers: ponk, character and CC, uses all 
pronouns, like eret. 


creeper moblins can gallop pretty well but when forced to walk 
for long distances, their all terrain Knees suffer on flat ground. 


23. Surprisingly Less A Tantrum Then Expected 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Benihime's a bit confused, but Philza takes what he can get. 


Benihime, Philza whispers to the night. 


He feels a curious shift in the back of his mind. His fingers pause 
from tuning his mandolin. 


“What do you think of Tubbo?” he asks. 


He's just a little boy, Benihime might have said. / like him. 


“What do you think of Tubbo here?” Philza elaborates. 


He's very happy! It's nice. 


“That’s true,” Philza concedes. Tubbo was happy in Wilbur's little 
town. He’d been a bit shy at first, naturally, but after that first little 
hurdle he’d turned into a- what was it- a proper social bee? 


A social butterfly. Something like that. A bright, chaotic child. 


...Brighter than he’d ever been staying with Philza. 


Not that Tubbo had seemed unhappy under Philza’s wing. But... he 
did seem happier here, in a place that did not change around him, 
around friends he had the opportunity to make. 


“Do you think he might be happier if he stayed here?” Philza 
suggests. 


But we have to leave. That wouldn't make sense. 


“| didn’t say we would stay here,” Philza corrects. “Just him. | can 
think of some people who wouldn’t mind taking a kid. Wilbur would 
know some, too.” 


A pause. 


| don’t understand. 


“He’s not our son,” Philza points out. “You know that. Even- even if 
he was, that doesn’t mean we're the best option for him-” 


Philza sees more than feels his hands tightening around the neck of 
his instrument, shaking with someone else’s rage. 


“Oi, oi, oi.” Philza deliberately unclenches his hand. “Don’t break our 
shit- your stuff is my stuff, you can’t just break our things when you 
get upset.” 


You're one to talk. 


God damn it. His hands are still shaking. 


“I’m not doing this to punish you,” Philza makes sure to say. “This 
isn't about you or me. We can't just keep him like this.” 


He was happy, Benihime weakly insists. 


“Because he didn’t know any better!” Philza sadly points out. “And 
now he does! We can’t just make him go back to- to living out of a 
boat in fuck off nowhere for months at a time, nobody for kiloblocks 
around! He clearly needs more than that, he wouldn’t- he wouldn't be 
happy anymore!” 


He would learn to be, Benihime bluntly asserts. 


“Don’t fucking do that.” Philza shakes his head. “Don’t fucking pull 
that. You think you want to be this kid’s Ender, but you don't.” A 
shaking sigh. “I know we like him, but please. Think of the poor kid.” 


A whine builds in his throat. He’s not sure who it belongs to. 


He’s just our boy, Benihime sadly says. What’s wrong with that? 


“He never asked to be,” Philza stresses. “He- he needs to be allowed 
to have other options. Even if they aren't us.” 


What if he doesn’t choose us? 


“Then let him! Let him- let him live.” 


A long silence. 


Okay. The pressure behind Philza’s eyes falls away. Okay. For you. 


“Not for me,” Philza sighs, “but I'll take what | can get.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“When are we leaving?” Tubbo asks. 


“Few days,” Philza noncommittally answers. “Maybe a week or so. 
Why?” 


Tubbo rests his head on his knee. “Are we ever gonna come back 
here?” 


“Well... Wilbur and Fundy are my flock,” Philza starts. “So, | am 
always gonna come back here eventually.” 


“Okay.” 


Philza stills. “You know... you could stay here. If you wanted.” 


Tubbo tilts his head. “What, with Wilbur?” 


“Maybe not Wilbur,” Philza corrects, “but we could ask around if 
someone wants to take you.” 


“| bet Schlatt would do it,” Tubbo says. “He’s old and nice like 
Wilbur.” 


“If you wanted.” 


“What about you?” Tubbo says as he looks up to Philza. 


“I'd be alright,” Philza reassures. “I’d just keep driftin’ around. Come 
back here every once in a while to visit.” 


Tubbo leans back. “I like it here. But it’s kind of a lot? | want to go 
back to how it was with you again.” 


Philza’s antlers flick. “You sure about that?” 


“Like you said. We're gonna come back. That’s alright.” Tubbo rolls 
over. “I wanna get a comm. Then | can talk to Tommy if | want.” 


Philza lets out a quick laugh. “That’s it? Comms and visits?” 


“Yeah.” Tubbo scrunches his nose. “What, did you think | was gonna 
run away or some shit?” 


Philza feels his wings shake slightly. “l mean- | would have been 
alright with that! If that’s what you wanted?” 


“Ew, no.” Tubbo kicks his legs back. “Tommy’s a bitch. If | was 
around him all the time I’d fucking murder him.” 


“Fair enough. He does seem like a handful.” 


“Also, you were teaching me cool wizard stuff, so | still wanna do 
that,” Tubbo adds. “Like world eater machines. Beni was gonna 
teach me about pipe bombs.” 


Philza’s feathers puff with shock. “It was gonna what now-” 


-<>Y<>- 


[Tubbo_ has joined.] 


Tubbo_: WHAT’S UP BICTH BOOOOOI 


Tommy!Innit: bicth 


Tubbo_: FUCKK YOU TOO 


TommylInnit: WAIT YOU HAVE A COMM NOW 


[Tubbo_ has blocked you.] 


TommyInnit: NO cCOMe BACK 


Notes for the Chapter: 
He feels his wings ruffle happily around him like a second skin. 


"Don't be a smug bitch about it," Philza dryly says. "He's still 
going to leave one day." 


But not yet. 
Philza sighs. "Not yet." 


24. And One Black Tea 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Niki was having a slow day at work, and then everything 
changed when the Soot family attacked. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: this chapter 
contains minor passages with exotic text. These are deliberate 


stylistic choices and are not intended to be visually/verbally 
coherent. 


A sturdy, square faced human girl slumps on the counter of the 
Honeylemon bakery, blowing a strand of blond hair out of her face. 


SIT -. XL]? the book by her arm asks. 


“People are at work right now,” she explains. 


g2:0 7 TATU I |] TI=SL. 


She snorts, the jarring motion scrunching her hazel eyes. “You say 
that every time I’m bored. Oh, Niki, why don’t you set something on 
fire? That'll really just spice things up.” 


CPU SAT eh Ss Te AIS. RI, Sl the book 
insists. 


“And then people wouldn't be able to go here, either,” she points out. 


“Maybe I'll go upstairs and check if they need anything for the teas,” 
she muses. 


SUR T TLU UITUL -ThK Ob oT AT | U4. TL RLS. 


She groans. “You’re right.” She leans back in her seat. “Why did 
Ghost and Sage both have to take their lunch break? Aaaa.” 


She huffs a breath at the ceiling. 


“| should get a girlfriend or something. Then | can take my own 
annoying lunch breaks.” 


Ji S OT ]fers | LOR, 


Niki cringes. “All the boys that work around here are either kids or 
almost twice my age. No thanks.” A pause. “I! am also not willing to 
go those thrice my age. That was never an option.” 


tip UPd tS See ass: KLAR] Sah. 


Niki chuckles, scooching the open book further along the table. “You 
think there’s a sugar daddy that can afford me? As if.” 


The door swings open, clanging harshly on the shop bell. Niki quickly 
closes the book and slides it into a drawer. 


“-but it ruins the whole idea of the build to do- to use coral, though,” 
Mr. Craft’s soft voice drifts into the shop. 


Mr. Craft is an older elytron man with a silver beard, tired eyes, anda 
sleepy smile, leaning on his cane and speaking in a friendly voice. 
He is, despite Honey’s strong insistence to the contrary, a very nice 
old man- and one of their best customers, tea or pastry, whenever 
he’s in town. He also happens to be Mr. Soot’s father. (Somehow. ) 


Mr. Soot scoffs. “You know, | don’t /ike the coral.” 


“| know you don't,” Mr. Craft patiently says, “but / do.” 


Tommy, Mr. Soot’s practical second shadow, pops up behind them 
with that rapid-fire polite tone he uses whenever he tries to be 
charming. “/ quite like the coral, Phil- I'll be honest with you, it does 
have a really nice touch of-” 


Mr. Soot’s wings rattle irritably as he looms over the boy. “You’re 
such a-” He clicks disdainfully. “Stop suckin’ up t’ Dad!” 


“?M NOT SUCKIN’ UP, MAN!” Tommy suddenly shouts, prompting a 
small flinch from Philza. “| LIKE THE CORAL! IT’S A LOVELY 
BLOCK AND IT’S VERY RARE TO BUILD WITH!” 


Mr. Soot pitches his voice like a parrot. “/ like the coral, | like the 
coral-” 


Tommy leans back, slapping his arms at his sides. “Oh my goa-” 


Mr. Craft shakes with silent laughter, looking to Niki with a vaguely 
despairing expression. 


“Oh, | like the coral-” 


“-Wilobur is fucking stupid!’ Tommy pushes up against Mr. Soot’s 
patronizing lean on his head. “He doesn't like the coral but he likes 
the fucking dirt ‘cause he likes dirt!” He points up at the elytron. “You- 
you inadequate fool.” 


Mr. Soot lets out a puff of air, rolling his eyes with a jagged smile. 


“Are y’ done?” Philza waveringly asks. 


“?m gonna throw you off a pier,” Mr. Soot threatens in Tommy’s 
direction. 


“| don’t care,” Tommy smiles, “I’ll- I'll simply evade your throw, and 
duck.” 


Mr. Craft sighs and abandons them both, heading towards the 
counter. He lifts his veil and gives a weary apologetic smile, even as 
the crow on his hat still clicks chidingly in the direction of the others. 
“| heard you had cheese danishes t’day?” 


“We do!” Niki brightly reports. She looks to the still arguing pair in the 
back. “Anything for them?” 


“If they want t’ keep destroyin’ my blood pressure, they can order fer 
themselves,” Mr. Craft flatly decides. 


Niki snickers and grabs a paper bag. 


“If y;wanna keep havin’ a bloody domestic in public,” Mr. Craft says 
to his companions without even turning around, “mans leavin’ 
without ya!” 


Mr. Soot and Tommy immediately collapse into despairing pleas. 


“He fuckin’ started it-” 


“C’mon, my chocolate muffin!” 


“Phil, ’ve been dealing with this gremlin all week, at least let me get 
something from upstairs-” 


Mr. Craft sharply raps his cane against the wall of the counter. 
“SHUT!” 


The two go quiet with puffed cheeks. 


Mr. Craft turns back to Niki. “And one black tea.” 


“Aw, what-” 


“PHITIL? 


Notes for the Chapter: 


the coral bit is in reference to this bit 
from one of PhiLzA's streams. 


25. Something About Featherless Bipeds 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Behold! A man. 


In Tommy’s defense, he was just looking for his comm. 


Honest to gods. 


Listen. He’s just not used to having a comm! He puts it down, forgets 
about it, and then ah fuck, my comm. 


Today? Accidentally grabbed one of Fundy’s whacky dreamon shit 
instead of his comm, and now he doesn’t know where the fuck his 
actual comm is. 


Fuck. 


Time to dismantle the floorboards to find what random unholy crevice 
the thing’s fallen into. 


It's usually somewhere stupid. Like in the bathroom, or precariously 
close to a furnace. It somehow ended up in the coldbox once. 


But it was not in the bathroom, it was not near the furnace, and it 
was not even in the coldbox. Which means it’s time to start looking in 
the even stupider places that it couldn't possibly be, like the attic that 
Tommy has only been to maybe 5 times ever. May as well be, right? 


Tommy climbs up the attic ladder only to be greeted by... sleepy, 
crooning noises. 


Wilbur and Philza are in the attic- well, Philza’s less of a surprise, he 
uses the place as his room- and they're, uh- they’re certainly doing 
something. 


Kind of just... combing at their own wings, kind of? Combing at their 
own wings and each other’s wings with these vaguely zoned out 
expressions. And Tommy is coming to several observant 
conclusions. 


First of all- now that Tommy thinks about it, this is the first time he’s 
seen Philza’s wings and holy fuck those are huge. Takes up over half 
the damn attic kind of huge. How the honest to gods fuck do those 
things fit in his shell? 


Second of all- both of them have their sleeves rolled up for whatever 
the fuck they’re doing and their life marks are kinda woogly looking. 


(Tommy gets the sense he’s not supposed to know that.) 


Third of all- Philza’s shirt is kind of carelessly open (which again, 
attic, this is his room, not that weird) and Tommy is getting a full view 
of a vaguely concerning amount of scars. 


And another thing. 


“WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOUR NIPPLES?” Tommy loudly says. 


Philza full on spasms at the sudden noise, wings and all, and 
Wilbur’s neck snaps around to look down at Tommy. “Saints on a 
bicycle, what the fuck are you on about?” 


“Mans got no nips!” Tommy shouts. 


“Tommy.” Wilbur's expression is somewhere between disgust, 
disappointment, and stern fatherly disapproval. “Tommy, we're birds.” 


“AND?” 


“Birds aren’t fucking mammals, dipshit.” 


Tommy frowns. “WHAT THE FUCK’S A MAMMAL GOT TO DO 
WITH YOUR STOLEN NIPPLES?” 


Wilbur’s face pulls with a whole new level of untold cringe. “Tommy, 
what the fuck.” 


“MANS SOLD HIS NIPPLES FOR HIS FUCKING WINGSPAN.” 


“Why is everyone shouting?” Philza’s weary voice quietly sounds 
from behind his mantled wings. 


Wilbur’s voice softens as he runs his hand over the other man’s 
wings. “It’s okay, it’s fine. It’s just Tommy again.” 


“Mm.” 


“Tommy, why are you creeping in the attic?” Wilbur finally asks. 


“Lost my comm again,” Tommy bluntly relays. 


“You stuffed it between the couch cushions,” Wilbur asserts. 


“Aight.” Tommy takes in Wilbur's vaguely punch-drunk expression. 
“You good?” 


“Yeah, yeah, | just-” Wilbur rubs his eyes. “Gods, fuck, m’heads all 
cotton now, I’m gonna be fucked up for the next half click.” 


Tommy awkwardly flattens his mouth and climbs back down the 
ladder. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Ugh.” Wilbur shudders. “Damn it, I’m all tingly and gross now, 
fuck...” 


Philza sleepily gathers Wilbur into his arms. “ ‘s alright,” he whispers 
as his preening comb runs over Wilbur’s feathers. “Jus’ relax.” 


“Too late,” Wilbur waveringly insists, “I’m unvibed, | can’t vibe back 
in-” 


And then Philza finds a misaligned feather and tugs it back straight, 
because the goal of Wilbur’s cruel father is to just leave him fucking 
boneless apparently. 


“There y’ are,” Philza quietly chuckles. 


“Fuck you,” Wilbur murmurs into Philza’s shoulder. 


Philza just hums and keeps preening. 


Wilbur lets him. 


26. /parasocial 
Summary for the Chapter: 
He's just cool with the kids. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Accessibility warning for vision or reading impaired: Frequent 
stylistic misspelling. 


[TommyInnit has joined.] 


Tubbo_: ayop 


Tommy!Innit: what's up bigman 


Tubbo_: not much bigmans 


Tommy!Innit: cool cool 


Tommy!Innit: so 


Tommy!Innit: Philza Minecraft, huh 


Tubbo_: what aboot him 


TommyInnit: what’s that like? 


Tubbo_: i mean hes an old guy. FUCKIN RIPPED THO 


TommyInnit: | KNOW WHAT THE FUCK 


Tubbo_: tommy 


Tubbo_: tommy i knead you to understan d 


Tubbo_: i saw this man snap a phantom’s necck barehanded 


TommylInnit: Horrifying! | love it 


Tubbo_: also saw him take out a zombie’s arm by punchin is wing 
real hard 


Tommy!Innit: how is this man real. How he be 


Tubbo_: ... 


Tubbo_: tommy do you have a crush on philza minecraft? Be honest 


TommylInnit: WHAT IN THE FUCK DID THAT COME FROM? 


Tubbo_: you asked me if his featheres were soft once that was kinda 
weirdchamp ngl 


TommylInnit: don’t fucking sue me??? | dunno BIRD TEXTURES? 


Tubbo_: wilbur is Right There 


TommylInnit: his wings different tho. not whatever galactic juice the 
Philza Minecraft wings are on 


Tubbo_: fair i guess 


Tommy!Innit: i just think he is a very interesting man with a nice voice 
and pretty hair is that too much to live with 


Tubbo_: you met him for like four days it’s it’s a little weird 


Tommy Innit: listen i mean all of this respectfully i do not mean this in 
a marriage way. | have too many wives already 


Tubbo_: tommy idk how to tell you this but your plushie cow 
collecshun arent wives 


Tommylnnit: FUCK YOU??? | EMBROIDERED THOSE COWS??? 
WITH MY OWN HAND-STOLEN FABRIC FROM THE TAILOR 
SHOP??? 


Tubbo_: wouldn’t that make them the tailor’s wives? 


Tommy Innit: i 


Tommy!nnit: mm 


TommyInnit: They’re My Wives Now. | Took Them To Church And 
Now They Are Mine 


Tubbo_: who married you to your wives 


Tubbo_: i just wanna talk 


TommylInnit: tommyinnit only marries himself 


Tubbo_: that maybe doesn’t mean what you think it means but i don’t 
know enough about marriage to dispute it 


TommylInnit: i log on to talk about our lord and savior philza minecraft 
only to be interrogated about my wives. the tyranny never cease 


Tubbo_: he’s lterally just some guy why do you like him so much 


Tommy!Innit: no u 


Tubbo_: fair enough he’s pretty pog 


Tubbo_: he just goes “hi m8 :)” and all sorrow ceases to exist 


Tommy!nnit: my crops are watered and my skin is cleared 


Tubbo_: just a little guy 


Tommy!Innit: sir he is twice your height 


Tubbo_: just a funny little dude 


Tommy!Innit: do you have to eat bird things because you live with the 
bird man 


Tubbo_: most of the time no 


Tommy!nnit: do you fuckin uuuuuuuuUUUUUh 


Tommy!Innit: eat cigars 


Tubbo_: a what now 


Tommy!Innit: schlatt eats cigars 


Tubbo_: i don’t know what that is does it taste good 


Tommy!Innit: idk 


Tommylnnit: new sidequest next time you pop over we gonna vore 
Cigars 


Tubbo_: not if i vore them first 


27. An Unexpected Guest 
Summary for the Chapter: 


They're best friends, your honor. 


Ph1LzA: wil was telling me that lagos' got another one of his hunt 
things comin up 


Technoblade: pog 


Ph1LZA: at least he’s grown out of his rivals arc i guess 


Technoblade: bold of you to assume this isn’t part of his rivals arc. 
He keeps randomly texting me about his hunt events and offering to 
send me clips 


Technoblade: wants me to spectate one because it would freak out 
the hunters more 


Ph1LzA: good gods the madman 


Technoblade: listen at least if you squint it ALMOST sounds like he 
has a hobby 


Ph1LzA: got me there kekw 


PhiLzA:gods 


Ph1LZA: i worry about that crazy old fuck sometimes 


Technoblade: i'd worry about him more if he didn’t crash on my 
couch and slide into my DMs when I'm trying to brush Carl 


Ph1LZA: If he's bothering you simply kill him. it would be easy. 


Technoblade: hello to you too Benihime i think i will not kill Lagos 
actually 


Ph1LZA: you've killed plenty of home invaders in the past. 


Technoblade: yes but not this one 


Ph1LzA: why not? we used to fuck shit up. that was a thing. 


Technoblade: that was a thing that happened yes 


PhiLzA: Old times. War times. Phil was having a great time 
whatever happened to that 


Technoblade: i mean you did have a kid that was a thing that 
happened. 


Ph1LZA: son. 


PhiLzA: WILBUR JOINING THE ANTARCTIC EMPIRE IS 
SOMETHING THAT CAN BE SO VERY. 


Ph1LZA: | have found the capital letter button. | do not like the capital 
button. 


Technoblade: very what, enrichment? you gotta stop calling 
everything enrichment you’re not an exotic animal 


Ph1LZA: If I'm NOT an exotic animal. Then why am i a red princess. 


Ph1LzA: Checkmate atheist. 


Technoblade: first of all, who’s been calling you and phil an exotic 
animal. I’m not mad i just want to introduce their faces to brick walls 
for being weird 


Ph1LZA: ... 


Ph1LzA: A dead guy you don't need to worry about. Possibly even 
an ex-husband. 


Technoblade: second of all, lagos is like my not-friend so killing him 
would be awkward 


Ph1LZA: well why didn't you just say that. first. 


Technoblade: maybe you were being spicy today i wasn't going to 
judge 


Ph1LzA: because you love me very much :) 


Ph1LZA: my beloved texture of all time. my emperor snow 


PhiLzA: MY PRECIOUS OINKOINKDKDMEKMEMEI 


Technoblade: oh no. anyways, 


Technoblade: you know what, | think | will go to this hunt. 


Ph1LZA: we were talking about manhunts??? 


Technoblade: Beni had thoughts. 


Ph1LZA: istg do i need to put a lock on this piece of shit 


Technoblade: Let it speak. 


Ph1LzA: fuck no what if fundy tries trick it into thinking i owe him 
money again 


Technoblade: the Antarctic Empire doesn’t condone state censorship 
phil 


Ph1LZA: it’s my roommate and i get to choose the child locks 


Technoblade: Tyrant. Dictator. Horrible man. 


Ph1LzA: So About Those Hunts 


Technoblade: yeah i’m gonna go to one probably 


Technoblade: see what all the fuss is about. 


Ph1LzA: don’t lie to me you just want an excuse to flex a cool outfit 


Technoblade: | just want to look objectively better than the 
bourgeoisie??? Is that too much to ask for in this economy??? 


PhiLzA: and how, pray tell, does His Imperial Majesty wish to clown 
on the feeble mortal nobility this time 


Technoblade: It's been so long since i've heard that | secretly eat 
people. | should start kinning vampire fashion again 


PhiLzA: polish your tusks to really push the red tips and do the 
eyeshadow so you look like you haven't slept, that'll really get the 
rumor mill going again 


Technoblade: you really do love me 


28. Heir Lore, This Ils Your Half Hour Call 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Before the hunt begins. 


[Antfrost has joined. | 


Antfrost: yo where gogy at 


Sapnap: he’s not with you? 


Antfrost: he’s not with YOU? 


Sapnap: wait fuck he was at the viewing room with his parents 


Antfrost: aw fuck should we get him before his mom psyches him out 
of the manhunt 


Sapnap: PROBABLY 


-<>Y<>- 


Every Hunt tends to draw a noble audience. 


Part of it is a genuine investment in seeing the new picks for the 
kingsguard, of course- and that’s certainly how they'll justify their 
attendance. In the end, though, no one’s really fooled. The Manhunts 
are filmed and edited afterwards, afterall- sent to be circulated in the 
server’s newsreels, torn apart by radio news. If these spectators 
really wanted analytics, they would wait like everyone else. 


Ultimately, the noble houses of Greater Prime just enjoy having their 
watch party for a divine sanctioned blood sport, and the Prophet is 
more than happy to oblige. 


Skeppy always preferred to break down the footage afterwards, the 
old game master in him never quite leaving his heart, but when 
weather (and health) permitted, he’d pop in for the watch party 
himself. Especially since Sapnap is participating this time. 


“| just don’t know, ‘Geppy! Sap’s still so young.” 


The stubbornly ageless man just shrugs. “This year, next year, he 
was gonna gun for it eventually. Might as well give him a head start.” 


Bad hums skeptically. “I guess.” He clucks to himself as he swirls his 
wine glass. “They didn’t even let me on the racket this time.” 


Skeppy snorts. “You’d have a conflict of interest with Sapnap on the 
field with you. They probably guessed you’d fuck with the evaluation 
by favoring the younger applicants too much.” 


Bad lightly slaps his tail against Skeppy’s leg. “Language.” 


Sapnap, already in his manhunter uniform, breaks past the curtains 
of the room and makes a beeline for his parents, Antfrost close 
behind. “Have you guys seen George? They're supposed to drive us 
out soon.” 


Skeppy point to their right, where Lord Lore and Lady Lore were 
preening over their son. It’s like watching a little boy get fussed on 
for their first day of Shrinesday school. Sapnap and Antfrost fight 
their immediate urge to cringe. 


“That solves that, | guess.” Sapnap’s eyes flick down to Antfrost. 
“You wanna get him or do you think-” 


“Is that a fucking piglin?” Antfrost hisses. 


Sapnap looks off to the side and sees the Prophet (who looks 
weirdly taller than usual for some reason) conversing with this utter 
fucking brick wall of a man dressed in red pants, a champagne- 
colored vest, and a crisp white shirt all swallowed by a dark coat. A 
shining white streaked mane is tied down with golden thread in a 
careless braid, and there’s white tusks flaring out past a netherite 
mask. 


Skeppy chuckles. “Ah, that's just Techno. Didn't think he was 
coming, but hey, I’m not complaining.” 


Sapnap stills. “That’s Technoblade?” 


Technoblade. The Blade of Hypixel. The Minecraft Monday 
Massacre. The guy with the 1,000 Bedwars winstreak who waged a 
server wide agricultural war that lasted nearly a decade. 


That Technoblade. 


Skeppy snorts. “You’ve met Techno, why are you weirded out?” 


“When | was a baby, maybe!” Sapnap takes a wheezing breath. 
“Prime, he’s almost a full half-block taller than me, that is horrifying.” 


“You're horrified?” Antfrost incredulously asks. “That guy could snap 
me in half!” 


“Please tell me Technoblade hasn't secretly joined the Hunt,” 
Sapnap quietly begs his dad. “Please, we would all die.” 


Skeppy pops a cheese cracker in his mouth. “He just got invited to 
the watch party, it’s fine.” 


Bad nods. “The Prophet and him are friends!” Bad’s mouth flattens 
with an uncertain squint. “Maybe. Probably. Don’t quote me on that.” 


Antfrost looks the gigantic shape up and down. “Wouldn't have 
pegged him for a religious type.” 


” 


“Oh, everybody in the business knows the man’s practically a monk, 
Skeppy flatly reveals. “It’s part of his brand at this point.” 


“| just think me being here is a bit gratuitous, Lagos,” a dulled voice 
floats above their heads. “Sure, I’m spectating, but what’s the point 
in the hunters knowing I’m here?” 


“It's entirely the point,” the Prophet excitedly insists. “Your reputation 
will give them added performance anxiety just by association. It adds 
to the challenge.” 


“| see you're as competitive as always,” Technoblade drawls. 


“No more competitive than you,” the Prophet fires back. 


A humming noise. “Fair enough.” 


Sapnap pulls himself away from eavesdropping any further into... 
whatever those two are going on about in favor of getting to George, 
who’s having his own brand of awkward conversation. 


“You know it’s not too late, Malcolm, we could still pull him out-” 


“-and throw the entire Manhunt off schedule from a missing hunter,” 
Lord Lore finishes in his Lady’s stead with a weary sigh. “Even if | 
were inclined to agree- which I’m not- it would be beyond rude at this 
point.” 


“Mum,” George stubbornly intones, “! want to do this.” 


“You didn’t want anything until that Halo boy started putting his ideas 
in your head,” Lady Lore dismissively insists. 


“| think it’s a good thing he’s been gaining some initiative,” Lord Lore 
interjects. “Let him make like the other boys his age, it'll do him some 
good.” 


“And what if he’s hurt, Malcolm! He’s already suffered enough injury 
in his life!” 


George looks past his arguing parents and straight at Sapnap. “Half 
click call already?” 


“We're getting ready to set our spawns,” Sapnap reports. “They sent 
me and Ant back out to find you.” 


George sighs and puts on his glasses. “That'll be that, then.” 


“No goodbyes?” Sapnap says, looking towards the Lores. 


“They won't even notice I’m gone until the mirror feed starts,” George 
bites. “Let’s just go.” 


29. Premiere 


Summary for the Chapter: 


A fun little movie watching. 


‘Movie theatres’ are okay, Tommy guesses. 


Kinda scuffed as a concept, though. Everyone just piles into a snack 
shop, buys snacks, and then pays another money to pack into freaky 
dark rooms like little, uh- 


-sardine cans or some shit. 


Especially since apparently they didn’t even have food at first? 
Wilbur said that people used to sell food outside the places, which 
would make the owners all pissy until they realized they could sell 
the food themselves inside and make more money. Fucked up if 
true. 


The moral of the story is that annoyance is temporary and popcorn is 
eternal. 


Snacks aside, still kind of boring. Get all sardine packed into a dark 
room where you gotta whisper or everyone else gets all mad, and 


then the fat curtain in the front just blasts to life with whatever bullshit 
it's decided to say today. 


At least there’s little comics and stuff in between the news bits. 


“Why are we here?” Tommy quietly asks as he slumps down in his 
seat. “We can just listen to the radio for this stuff.” 


“They've got the Hunt footage up today,” Wilbur explains. “It makes 
for a good watch.” 


“Didn’t take you for much of a sports guy,” Tommy notes. 


“| don’t really watch it for the sport,” Wilbur concedes. “I just wanna 
take a look at the kingsguard.” 


Tommy frowns. “Why do you need to look at the kingsguard-” 


“Shh, it’s starting.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Oh, hey, Sapnap’s on the manhunt, that’s good.” 


“Why’s that good?” 


“Did he just- oh my god, he did, Hunter just fucking decked a guy 
right out the gate-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Why’s he craftin’ an axe all the sudden?” 


“They start out with minimal items, they gotta make shit from scratch. 
That's half the challenge.” 


“Ooh, aight. Pog.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Pftt- HAHA, Hunter's getting sniped by a skeleton! Wait, is that 
safe?” 


“Yeah, he’s fine, he’s basically a cockroach.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“How’re they filming this, anyway? Do they got some guy that follows 
‘em?” 


“They put cameras on the hunters.” 


“You can do that?” 


“You should see what they do for live footage, they got these floating 
fucking mirrors-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“They're in the Nether.” 


“They've been in the Nether for a while, Tommy.” 


“How are they in the Nether?” 


“| should really show you the community portal sometime, huh?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Ain't he supposed t’ be runnin’ from the hunters?” 


” 


“Yep. 


“He’s runnin’ towards ‘em with an axe.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“That was SO COOL!” Tommy shouts when they finally leave the 
theatre. “The part where he jumped on the strider- or- or- when he 
did that ice the ice boot trick-” 


“What did we learn?” Wilbur interrupts. 


“That Hunter’s fuckin’ badass?” Tommy rhetorically offers. 


“We learned that this is what Hunter does for fun,” Wilbur says. “This 
is Hunter playing. Think about what he’s like when he’s not playing 
anymore.” 


Tommy thinks about leaps over lava. He thinks about whips and 
hooks and axes embedded into stone walls. 


He thinks about the screaming ferocity of an ambush predator when 
it's got nothing left to lose. 


Tommy takes a shaking breath. 


“I’m not pointing this out to scare you, Tommy,” Wilbur kindly offers. 
“Just telling you to keep your eyes open. Hunter’s a dangerous guy. 
You understand?” 


Tommy nods. 


Wilbur’s eyes soften. “Good.” He claps Tommy across the back. 
“Come on. They always make a holiday out of Manhunt days. Let’s 
go find Fundy and try and have some fun, alright?” 


Tommy scoffs. “You just wanna bully Fundy over his man crush on 
Hunter.” 


“Same difference.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Hunt in orphan's path is an event that the prophet hosts where 
hunters try to stop him from making twelve ender eyes from 
scratch by any means necessary. The hunters are a mixture of 
kingsguard and kingsguard hopefuls, and hopefuls who perform 
well will join kingsguard training. 


fun fact about movie popcorn- popcorn stands used to park 
outside of movie theatres, which theatres hated because of the 
cleanup needed and the feeling that food distracted from the 
movie. and then they realized they could sell snacks themselves 
in house. 


re: lagos v hunter- man uses a different name for his 
prophetsona 


30. The Famous Friend 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Wilbur really does know everyone, huh? 


[TommyInnit has joined.] 


TommylInnit: SKSKDKEIM TEC 


TommyInnit: TECH 


TommyInnit: TECHMOBLAED 


Tommy!Innit: HE 


[TommyInnit has left.] 


[Tubbo_ has joined.] 


Tubbo_: what the fuck 


31. The Dream Team 
Summary for the Chapter: 


In celebration of dreams come true. 


“Oh, yo, it’s Hunter.” Sapnap loudly waves the Prophet over. “YO, 
HUNTER!” 


Lagos’ hood tilts to face them, revealing his endlessly smiling rabbit 
mask as always. “Oh, it’s you! The guys from the last Hunt!” 


“Ayup!” Sapnap confirms. He lets out a light chuckle. “No hard 
feelings, right?” 


Lagos snickers. “It’s fine. | Know when to take an L. It was a good 
hunt all around! The footage was really great.” He tilts his head. 
“Since | ran into you guys, might as well tell you right now. You 
passed.” 


George's hands stutter. “We- we did?” 


“Yeah!” Lagos shrugs. “Welcome to the Kingsguard of Greater 
Prime. They'll be expecting you for training in a week.” 


“We got in,” Sapnap whispers. A smile breaks out across his face. 
“Oh my gods, we got in!” 


George lets out a nervous laugh. “I thought | would have flunked out 
for sure! What the fuck?” 


“NOT EVEN CLOSE, BABY!” Sapnap roars with joy as he jostles 
George’s shoulders. “This is great! We got in, we- George, you can 
finally get out of your parents’ place!” 


“l-” George pauses, shoulders going slack with shock. “Oh gods, / 
could.” His voice gains a fragile note. “/ actually could.” 


“Dude, we gotta celebrate! Let’s kick back some fucking shots!” 


Lagos' shoulders shake with silent amusement, arm raised in a little 
wave. “You guys have fun, | guess.” 


Sapnap stops in his one-sided roughhousing, turning to Lagos. “You 
wanna come? I'll buy you a drink.” 


“| wouldn’t want to intrude-” 


“ld want you around,” George pipes up. “You seem like a cool guy.” 


“That-” Lagos ducks his head. “That’d be nice, actually.” He gestures 
carelessly. “Sure, why not? I'll bite.” 


Sapnap and George let out some loud happy whooping noises. “Hell 
yeah! Dream team out on the town!” 


“Dream team.” Lagos' responding giggle is almost shy. “That's a nice 
thought.” 


32. My Best Man 
Summary for the Chapter: 


They're best friends, your honor. 


“YOU CAME!” Tommy shouts across the dock. 


Tubbo’s short tail wags bombastically. “WHY THE FUCK WOULDN'T 
|?” 


They run towards each other and bash their heads together. 


“Fuckin’ Prime,” Wilbur lets out. “Kids these days, huh?” 


Philza lets out a quick burst of laughter. “Like you were any 
different!” He quietly knocks into Wilbur’s shoulder. “Can you point 
me where you guys keep the cemetery?” 


“We got catacombs under the city if that counts,” Wilbur answers. 


“Close enough.” 


Wilbur’s smile softens. “I'll look after the idiots. Go talk to your wife, 
old man.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Tommy leans with the most mega swagger (mwagger, if you will) 
against Schlatt’s apothecary counter. “Your finest cigars, sir.” 


Schlatt snorts loudly. “Nope. Not doin’ this today.” 


“Wilbur wanted ‘em,” Tommy lies. 


“Wilbur does his own smoke shopping,” Schlatt reveals. “And he 
doesn't use cigars.” 


There’s a crash in the back of the shop. 


“Tommy, is Tubbo breaking into where | keep the cigars?” 


“You can't prove anything.” 


Tubbo runs out the back. “YOU’LL NEVER TAKE ME ALIVE! 


A silence. 


“You can't prove anything,” Tommy insists. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Tubbo?” Tommy turns around the corner of the orchard and freezes 
at the sight of his ramlin friend covered head to toe in bees. “Fuck, 
not again.” 


“The bees have taken me as their brother,” Tubbo ominously says. 


“We were supposed to have lunch,” Tommy despairs. “Come home, 
Tubbo.” 


“lam home.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tommy lets out an adoring noise. “Oh, hello!” 


Tubbo follows his eyes to the gold-furred cow covered in mosses 
and flowers. “Tommy, that’s a moobloom. That’s a fucking possessed 


” 


COW. 


Tommy hops over the fence. “I’m gonna give it a kiss on the nose.” 


“Tommy- Tommy, come back, don’t you take one more step- Tommy, 
that thing’s got a fucking dreamon in it, what if you catch something-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Tubbo puts peppers and cherries in his ice cream. 


Tommy cringes. “What the fuck, man?” 


“Phil told me to,” Tubbo says. 


“Bullshit he did.” 


Tubbo silently stares at Tommy. 


Tommy adds peppers and cherries to his own ice cream. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“BEE BOY!” Tommy shouts as he marches over with a picnic basket. 
“| have found the ultimate Tubbo food.” 


Tubbo sips on a carton of juice. “Lay it on me, bossman.” 


Tommy takes out two hashbrowns and uses them to sandwich a 
piece of honeycomb. 


“My god, you did find the ultimate Tubbo food.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Tommy?” Wilbur calls. “Come here a bit, I’ve got something for you.” 


Tommy sidles to Wilbur, who’s pulling these big thin leather sleeves 
out of his bookshelf. He turns to Tommy and holds the two things of 
leather out in his hand. 


“| want you to have these.” He looks at Tommy’s frozen expression 
and chuckles. “Relax, it’s not a bomb or anything! Go on, have a 
look.” 


Inside the sleeves are two fat music discs. 


“Mellohi and Cat,” Wilbur elaborates. “They're part of the C478 set. 
First 12 pieces to ever be recorded on vinyl. Pretty much anybody 
with a music hobby tries to get their own copies for a collection.” 


“Huh.” Tommy blinks. “D’you want me to, like- play this at work for 
the customers?” 


Wilbur snickers. “Nah. | just- | just wanted you to have a little 
something, y'know? Something that isn’t for work, or a business 
expense. Just yours.” 


“Okay.” Tommy frowns. “Why?” 


“Tommy.” Wilbur’s smile softens in an odd way that Tommy doesn’t 
quite understand. “Tommy, it’s been a year.” 


A year. The whole eighteen months. 


A year since Wilbur first hired Tommy. 


A year since Tommy’s first pair of clothes that wasn’t a lab uniform. 


A year since Tommy Atkins Innit was written down right next to 
Wilbur Sam-seong Soot and the eyes of the law called them 
brothers. 


(A year since Minos.) 


“Oh,” Tommy shakily realizes. 


“Happy birthday, | guess.” Wilbur huffs. “Or anniversary, or whatever 
the fuck you wanna call it. l’m not gonna police you on your own lore. 
It’s yours now.” 


Yours. 


Tommy’s hands curl gently around his discs. 


“Yeah. Mine.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tommy and Tubbo sit on a bench, letting Mellohi’s melody play on 
the jukebox beside them. 


“You were right,” Tubbo concedes, leaning back in his seat. “This /s 
pretty nice.” 


And Tommy looks at him. 


Stubby, black nailed fingers relaxed against the wood. Too tiny, 
delicate hooves brushing against uncut grass. 


There is no wind strong enough to jostle the collar of his shirt, but 
there is wind nonetheless- catching against the tree they've made 
their shade, casting rippling dappled shadows on flaxen hair. 


Tommy is just shy 7 years old when he looks at this and decides he 
wants to make this the rest of his life. 


“Come home with me,” Tommy hears himself say. 


Tubbo snorts. “We’re gonna go home right after this, dumbass.” 


“No, no- | mean-” 


Tommy stutters and stumbles over his words, wishing just this once 
he’d had Wilbur’s talent for speaking. 


“-we're gettin’ older, right?” he starts. “I've got my job with Wilbur, 
you'll be doin’... whatever you wanna do. Land’s pretty cheap around 
here as long as you can work it. | reckon | could get myself a nice 
chunk o’ land. Build up a little house.” 


“That's somethin’ you’ve been thinkin’ about?” Tubbo asks. 


“I’ve been thinkin’ about it alot,” Tommy admits. “I think about the 
house that | could build, and what | could build in it, and- no matter 
what | put in it, | just see you. My best man in the big wide 
everything.” Tommy’s voice turns shy. “Every time | try to imagine 
home, | just see you.” 


“And Philza Minecraft,” Tubbo snarks. 


“Don’t call me out,” Tommy despairs. “lI just- not today, but... one 
day. I'll have a home. Come home with me.” 


“lll put a bee farm in your backyard,” Tubbo insists. 


“Do whatever you want, king,” Tommy offers. “That’s our backyard.” 


Tubbo smiles darkly. “I’m gonna shove spiders in your bed.” 


“Jokes on you, | love spiders,” Tommy fires right back. 


“I’m never gonna leave you, even when you get sick of it,” Tubbo 
spitefully promises. “I'll be drowning with no sign of land, and you're 
gonna come down with me-” 


“-hand in unlovable hand,” Tommy finishes. 


“And | hope you die,” Tubbo continues with a smile. 


“| hope we both die,” Tommy says. 


A silence. 


Tommy and Tubbo collapse into laughter. 


“We really- we really just had a Mountain Goats moment right there, 
huh?” Tommy snickers. 


“Yeah. We did.” 


“I'm not hearing a no,” Tommy cleverly points out. 


“Seems so.” Tubbo puts his hand on his chin and smiles. “Bet you I'I/ 
get us a house first,” he quickly says. 


“Is that a fucking bet?” Tommy dares. 


“Might’ve been,” Tubbo concedes. 


“Is that a challenge?” 


“Might’ve been,” Tubbo repeats. 


“I’m gonna take you up on that,” Tommy promises. “I’m gonna get 
such a poggers house and then you'll be sorry.” 


“I’m counting on it, bossman. I’m counting on it.” 
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Tubbo isn't Philza's son, but then again- he doesn't have to be. 


Flocks never needed those kinds of labels, anyways. 


Call. 
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Once upon a time there is a bird, a boy, and a box. 


The box was an empty fireworks crate that used to belong to a 
circus. It was, much like the boy, stolen, abandoned, and stolen 
again. 


The boy is Tubbo. He is a ramlin-testificate mix and he is seven 
years old. He was stolen from a circus, abandoned, and then stolen 
again by a bird. 


(The bird in question is named Philza, but only sometimes.) 


A bird, a boy, and a box live on a flying ship called The Charon. The 
boy sleeps in the box in the bird’s room, but he doesn’t really mind. 
He’s still a very little boy, after all, and it would be strange to sleep in 
the same bed as a bird. 


Tubbo is a little boy, but he’s not a dumb one. He knows Philza 
kidnapped him. On pure technicality, of course- it’s not really his fault 
that his elytra decided to sleepwalk snatch a whole entire child, and 
he did offer to send Tubbo back to the circus. Tubbo just didn’t want 
to go back, and so he didn't. 


Hopefully Philza doesn’t get in trouble for that. He’s very nice. Tubbo 
doesn't want Philza to get in trouble just because someone else 
wanted to run away from the law. 


Because he has, despite it all, gotten a little attached to that bent old 
fellow. He’s gotten used to that aged Talon accent, the weight of 
worldwalking wings draping over him in his sleep, the grey of a 
crowsworn coat lingering just out of his field of vision. 


He got used to it. 


He just... got used to it. He got used to every part of Philza just 
being there. 


And he thinks Philza might have gotten used to him, too. 


That goes for both halves of that strange horned elytron. 


Philza’s elytra is named Benihime and it overtakes him sometimes. 
Phil and Beni. It's the same guys at the end of the day, really. Just 
running on different storage space. Philza is nice and Beni is nice! 
(Even if Philza thinks that Beni spoils Tubbo a bit.) 


And Tubbo got used to it. 


-<>Y<>- 


“How come you never call him your dad?” Tommy asks one day. 
“Does he not like it?” 


“He’s not my dad,” Tubbo corrects. 


“So you don’t like it,” Tommy concludes. “Why not?” 


Tommy is... an interesting human. He’s younger than Tubbo, but he 
already looks like he’s a teenager- a baby-faced adult, even. 


And he’s a little weird about dads. 


“Wilbur takes care of you and you don’t call him your dad,” Tubbo 
points out. 


Tommy scrunches his nose. “He’s like my brother.” 


“His son is older than you.” 


“But he’s Wilbur,” Tommy insists. “| dunno. He doesn’t feel like a 
dad.” 


Tubbo snickers. “And what? Philza does?” 


“If | was with Philza Minecraft, /’d call him my dad,” Tommy decides. 
“He’s- | dunno. He just feels kinda safe, innit?” 


Tubbo’s ear flicks. “You’re so weird.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Tommy was right, though. (Even if his weird fanboy... thing about 
Philza is still kind of weird.) Philza always does feel safe- he feels so 
safe that it’s kind of creepy. The same way that Tommy’s ‘brother’ 
Wilbur could charm people into anything and everything, Philza (and 
Beni, too, in its own way) could make people feel safe. 


This tall, looming bird of prey with bleeding antlers and starry wings, 
forever followed by crows. He’s frightening to behold, and then he 
gazes back with his tired eyes, a soft hi mate falling from his gently 
curling smile, and he just- tricks people into forgetting it. He makes it 
So, So easy to look at him as a harmless old man and not something 
that could and did crush skulls under his bare talons. 


That, and he looks like he hasn’t slept since the dawn of time. It’s not 
exactly something that inspires pity, per se, but it makes people feel 
like he really needs a fucking break from life’s harsh cruelties. 


Philza makes people think he’s safe. Wilbur makes people think he’s 
charming. 


(Wilbur is Philza’s son. Maybe it runs in the family.) 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur does a double take as he looks down at Tubbo. “Are you 
making blacktalon bullets?” 


Tubbo looks up from his scattered halo of notched hollow bullets. 
“It's those crowsworn bullets, yeah? Phil taught me how. We're 
gonna go shooting later.” 


“Zombie hunting, you mean.” Wilbur chuckles and leans against the 
wall. “Jeez. | don’t know how anybody thinks you're harmless. You 
really are just like Phil. It must run in the family." 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Do you think I’m your son?” Tubbo asks the old man one day. 


He doesn’t know who answers him- Phil or Beni, or some drifting 
combination of both. 


“You reminded me of my son,” it says. “At least at first. But we 
thought that wasn’t fair for you, so we stopped trying to think like 
that.” 


Tubbo tilts his head. “So, what am | now?” 


The elytron leans down, antlers swiveling back as it knocks their 
heads together with a soft chirp. 


“You're Tubbo. That's all.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tubbo points at an old ribbon covered in heart shaped beads. 
“What's this?” 


“That’s my flocknot,” Fundy says. “Got it when | was nine.” 


“What’s a flock and why do you knot it?” 


Fundy snickers. “I dunno, it’s just- it’s an elytron thing? Y’know, like a 
family, sort of.” 


“Neat.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Flock is a call Philza does under his breath. It’s a soft clicking chirp, 
hidden under his words and even in his silence. He calls for Wilbur, 
he calls for Fundy. 


He calls for Tubbo. 


Tubbo’s not his son. He’s not Tubbo’s dad. 


But he calls. 


And Tubbo got used to it. 


“Tubbo!” There it is again- that little clicking chirp laid out in a little 
row after his name. 


Tubbo bleats back. 


Philza stills. His eyes nictitate. He click-chirps again. 


Tubbo bleats again, softer this time. 


Philza laughs lightly, a small wide-eyed smile painted on his worn 
face. 


(And they do not question it again.) 
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Summary: 


This duel is meant to be the Dreamweaver's swan song- one final 
hurrah between gods before he holes away in his distant server for 
good. 


And then Philza sees Death in the mirror. 


1. Both God And Place 


Author's Note: 
This work is part of a series, read it and weep. Fuckers. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


In Greek mythology, Tartarus is both a deity and a place. 


Tartarus, third of the Protogenoi- eternal abyss, father of Typhon, 
father of monsters. A realm as far from Hades as the earth to the 
sky, it was used by the gods as their favored dungeon of torment, the 
prison which with they enacted their divine punishments. 


The shattering of glass interrupts his reading. His ear twitches, 
barely bothering to acknowledge the sound. “Lagos, use the door.” 


Though originally Tartarus was only used to confine those that posed 
danger to the Olympian gods, in later mythologies it became a space 
dedicated to the imprisonment and torment of mortals who had 
sinned against the gods, such as the famed Sisyphus- 


“Techno!” An orb of smiling white clay invades his vision, nudging the 
book away. “Greet your guest.” A pause. “It’s me. | am the guest. 
You may have noticed on account of me being inside of your house.” 


“The house that you invaded by breaking one of my few glass 
windows. Yes, | recall.” Technoblade turns to the window in question, 
which is looking suspiciously undamaged for something that had 
been visibly broken just a moment before. “And?” 


“Mr Beast wrote back!” 


“Heh?” 


Technoblade remembers a Mr. Beast. That was definitely a person 
who existed at some point. (A folding chess board with a snowy 
feather carved into its insides prevents him from ever forgetting it.) 


“Did you forget already?” Lagos incredulously asks. “The duel guy? 
The money you totally need since the potato war. You know!” 


Mm. Chess. Yes. Definitely one of the games of all time. (Does 
Elijah’s grave even exist anymore? Technoblade realizes he doesn’t 
know.) 


“Jimmy,” Lagos elaborates. “Jimmy Beast?” 


Technoblade blinks. “That colorful little avis boy? | might have met 
him. Why?” 


“He’s gonna set up our duel!” Lagos excitedly reports. “They've got a 
bunch of new arenas they want us to test out.” 


A silence. 


“Oh, so the duel thing wasn’t a joke,” Technoblade finally says after 
too long. “My bad.” 


Lagos sputters. “You publicly said yes!” 


“| thought we were doing a bit!” Technoblade defends. 


“We had like three different radio interviews talking about the duel!” 
Lagos shouts. 


“| thought we were just being dedicated to the bit!” 


Lagos goes quiet for a moment. “So, you don’t want to do it?” he 
finally asks. 


“’m not rejecting the idea,” Technoblade clarifies. “Just kind of lost 
on why you're going all these extra kiloblocks about it. Going too 
hard on a two-man rivalry’s more my brand than yours, not gonna 
lie.” 


Not that Technoblade really expects an answer. Trying to get an 
honest answer from Lagos about Lagos is like pulling teeth. He 
doesn’t even know when the man’s birthday is. 


“Thought it would be fun.” Lagos tries to lie. 


LIES 
LIAR 
“I don’t even like you” YOU DO 
Liar. baby, baby liar 
bunnyboy actin kinda sus ngl 
Sus? 


SUSSUS?? AMONGUS??? 


Technoblade hums skeptically. “Uh- huh.” 


“I'm not lying!” Lagos immediately says. 


Technoblade sighs. “Alright. Keep your secrets. I'll just get back to 
my cool book that doesn't lie to me.” 


Lagos slips the book out of Technoblade’s hands. “More Greek 
mythology? Really?” 


“It’s literal classic mythology, Lagos.” 


Lagos briefly skims the contents. “Reading about mortal takes on 
gods seems a bit vain, considering what we are.” 


“Those who don’t remember history are doomed to repeat it,” 
Technoblade puts forth. “And doomed to look cringe while they do 
it.” He takes the book out of Lagos' bony grasp and puts it back in its 
old shelf. “I’m not asking for your tragic backstory or anything. | just 
wanna know what you want out of this. Can’t keep up a proper rivals 
arc if we don’t know where the plot’s headed.” 


“Well, un-” Lagos squints unevenly. “You know I’ve been around for a 
long while.” 


“I’m surrounded by old men,” Technoblade deadpans. “Such is life.” 


“And- and my server’s never changed hands since | took it,” Lagos 
continues. “Not once.” 


“Mm.” 


“I’ve just... with... recent changes,” Lagos slowly says, “Time going 
on and all that, I’ve realized that | can’t keep leaving forever.” 


Technoblade blinks. “Your dolls.” 


“lam the server and the server is me,” Lagos surmises. He looks 
down at grey clay joints in his fingers. “This was never going to last 
forever. This- this might be my last doll that'll be able to leave. Before 
| need to focus on home for good.” 


Technoblade tilts his head. “Why did you always sneak around on 
other servers? It’s kind of weird for a domain god to even want to 
leave in the first place.” 


“| just wanted to see the world,” Lagos simply says. “Is that so bad?” 


Technoblade nods. A lie within a lie, a truth within a truth. He can 
understand, for now, that this is as much as he can get. “So- this is 
like, what, your final hoorah? Big old bucket list getting checked off?” 


“A bit, yes.” Lagos' head rotates idly in its orbit. “Might as well go 
down swinging, right?” 


It's like dying, in a way. Not literally, not in any way that Lagos is 
choosing to admit in his words. But it’s a death of something. 
Something Technoblade cannot place. 


“Do you want this body to die in the duel or are you getting it 
peacefully retired?” Techno asks. 


“No lives at stake,” Lagos clarifies. “Just a good ol’ fashioned public 
brawl.” 


Technoblade squints. “How public is the public brawl?” 


“Nothing too bad,” Lagos reassures. “Just spectated. And radio 
broadcasted. During the next and nearest Brood festival.” 


OHOHOHO? 


Help girl i'm drowning in the trench of public scrutiny 


What if we were rivals 


And we fought in the duel of the century 


Jk jk... unless? 


“Oh boy,” Technoblade says. “Business as usual, then.” 


“Winner gets a 100 thousand gold,” Lagos helpfully adds. 


A pause. 


“| do like money,” Technoblade notes. 


2. On The Subject Of Regality 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Lagos and Techno argue textiles. 


“See, | would go with netherite, but it’s so gratuitous for casual 
combat.” 


“You do have a point. Ugh, people would probably analyze the alloy 
too, it would be so annoying.” 


“Iron?” 


“It wouldn’t last one round with either of us, we both know that. 
Diamond grade is probably better.” 


“But then we’d have to change the padding of the gambeson to 
account for the specific brittle points of diamond armoring-” 


Techno and Lagos are debating textiles. 


Again. 


When they almost seemed to agree just yesterday. 


Understandably, it’s a bit difficult for Philza to keep track of the 
conversation when half of it is already flying over his head with the 
amount of specific reference that only those two would understand. 
That, and bigger populated areas were always so everything. So 
much light, so much sound, so, so many souls. 


It’s enough to make a grown man cry. Thankfully, as a feathered 
biped, Philza Minecraft does not file under Plato’s definition of man 
(featherless biped) and is thus exempt from anything that would 
make a grown man cry. 


The Angel of Death is just too full of cosmic horrors to ever weep 
again. 


Just the other day you cried from a parrot calling you pretty, Chatters 
points out. 


“Maybe, but you can’t prove shit,” Philza quietly refutes. 


“Should we go for hems on the gambeson?” Philza hears Techno 
ask Lagos. “Silver, gold, y’know. Nothing too much, just-” 


-enough for a nice line of thread, Ender murmurs as a finger curls 
around sungold hair. You’d hardly miss it. 


Philza lets out a snort, lightly batting his hand on a large pale wrist. 
You and your weirdchampin’ on my hair again. Dunno what’s 
worth all the fuss. 


It’s a beautiful color, Ender insists. And it does have a lovely 
shine to it. 


Well, I’m not keen on partin’ with it anytime soon, Philza says. 
Look int’ gold thread, that’d be more what yer lookin’ for. 


Ender raises pale brows. Gold can be made into thread? 


It’s expensive to do, but it ain’t uncommon, Philza_ explains. 
Some people just do it for the flex, but if y’ do it right- 


“-the gold adds kind of a regal touch,” Lagos hesitantly decides. 
“What do you think-” Human eyes blink. “Phil?” 


“Hm?” A starry finger Philza didn’t even realize was twirling in his 
own hair stutters to a pause, eyes sluggishly nictitating back into 
focus. He blinks sharply. “Right, yeah- gold- gold thread would be 
nice, if- if you’re alright with it gettin’ a bit fucked up afterwards.” 


“That'd be kinda pog, actually,” Techno points out. “Battle scars on 
the clothes. It'd be a nice souvenir.” 


“Yeah, that’d be great,” Lagos agrees. 


Their talk drifts to selecting patterns. Philza’s eyes drift toward the 
slow path of a snail in a fish tank. 


It’s been 200 years now. 


...200 years. 200 years and it stills creeps up on him like this even 
now. 


Gods. 


Philza lets out a shuddering sigh, lets the old arguments of old 
friends drift around his ears, and tries to let himself forget. 


3. The Good Shirt 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Something about a small world. 


[KarlJacobs has joined.] 


KarlJacobs: bad news babe i can’t quit my job until i do this last 
Super Mega Job 


Sapnap: i'm gonna snap mr beast’s kneecaps 


KarlJacobs: no my paycheck! 


Sapnap: o no u right. Carry on 


KarlJacobs: besides this one’s pretty wild 


Sapnap: what batshit stunt are you coordinating this time 


KarlJacobs: we’re hosting a god duel next Brood Festival 


Sapnap: BRUH WAHT 


KarlJacobs: yea 


Sapnap: wait wait what gods 


KarlJacobs: uuuuuuUuh the blood of the dovenent 


KarlJacobs: COVENANT 


KarlJacobs: and this green prophet guy idk his name was hunters or 
smth? 


Sapnap: . 


Sapnap: sir that is my boss 


KarlJacobs: ON GOD? 


Sapnap: YES??? 


KarlJacobs: small world moment 


Sapnap: god damn it now i HAVE to go see this shit 


KarlJacobs: can’t miss your chance to see your boss get his ass 
kicked 


Sapnap: haha what if you dipped on your job because i stole you 
anyway right when the duel started 


Sapnap: jk jk 


Sapnap: (unless?) 


KarlJacobs: no <3 


Sapnap: i thought you loved me 


KarlJacobs: perish <3 


Sapnap: how dare you now i have to pick out a good outfit when we 
meet up so i don’t look like A Fool during the fucking festival 


KarlJacobs: you're gonna look hot oh noooo0000 


-<>Y<>- 


[Sapnap has joined.] 


Sapnap: yo i’m packing clothes for the duel trip can i yoink your 
printed shirt 


Skeppy: Do NOT fucking touch. taking your father to McPuffy’s 
tonight 


Sapnap: what about after you take dadboyhalo to mcpuffy’s 


Skeppy: yeah Imao idgaf 


Sapnap: poggers 


Notes for the Chapter: 


this is what the reference 


4. Be Our Guest 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Cordially invited or some shit. 


Wilbur Soot and family 


16 Shrinewood Row 


District Lore, Greater Prime Province 


MR. BEAST invites you to see the: 


-100K DREAMHUNTER VS TECHNOBLADE DUEL- 


Two of the best fighters IN THE ENTIRE DIVINE HOST set in fair 
combat! 


This is a “best attempt” duel. They will fight, over the course of TWO 
WEEKS, a series of 10 EQUALLY BALANCED ROUNDS. First to 6 
points wins. To keep things fair, every round will rotate terrain and 
weaponry in 3 ALL NEW ARENAS. 


THIS WILL BE PEAK EPICNESS. 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur squints down at his mail. “Oh, what the fuck?” 


Tommy looks up from his sewing. “What's up, Wil?” 


“Hunter and Technoblade are gonna have a public bloody domestic.” 
Wilbur waves his mail distastefully. “If this is where Phil’s gone and 
vanished off to, I’m gonna kick ‘im in the fucking shins.” He looks 
down at Tubbo, who is disassembling a radio on the living room floor. 
“No offense to you, Tubbo,” he adds. “You’re a darling and I’m glad 
you're here.” 


Tubbo hums. “It’s alright. Gives me and Tommy time to sort out our 
house.” 


Wilbur raises his eyebrows. “You lot are still on about that? It’s been 
like two years.” 


“Rent’s expensive,” Tommy whines from the floor. “Get off my dick.” 


“What rent?” Wilbur snarks. “I don’t even charge you.” 


“?’m gonna get a job with Schlatt, probably,” Tubbo decides. “He likes 
me.” 


“/ could always use an extra hand,” Wilbur lightly offers. 


Tubbo sticks out his tongue. “I’m not gonna be a drug runner for you, 
old man. That’s what Tommy’s for.” 


“It was worth a shot.” Wilbur holds his comm in front of the invitation, 
taking a picture with a loud click. “I’m gonna ask if Schlatt wants to 
come with this time. He always makes me buy shit in bulk when | 
hop back to Sky.” 


“Can we come?” Tommy whines. 


Wilbur snorts. “What was | gonna do, leave you with Fundy for two 
weeks? He’s coming, too.” 


“Two weeks?” 


Wilbur turns the invitation around. “Yeah, looks like they’re really 
spacing out the fights. There’s a festival right about now in that area, 
makes sense they’d milk it like that.” 


“VACATION!” Tommy whoops. 


Tubbo squints suspiciously. “Why are you getting a personal invite to 
something like this happening in a different server?” 


Wilbur shrugs. “Techno’s a family friend.” 


Tommy and Tubbo look at him in shock. 


“YOU'RE FRIENDS WITH TECHNOBLADE?” 


Wilbur’s feathered ears flatten against his head. “Prime’s fuckin’ 
sake, it’s not like he’s my lost twin brother or anything!” Wilbur 
defensively sputters under the sudden scrutiny. “He just taught me 
maths and shit as a kid. Sends me stuff in the mail sometimes.” 


“Are we all gonna have to pack into Phil’s boat?” Tubbo wonders. 


“Gods, no.” Wilbur slaps the rest of his mail on the table. “I'll look at 
the schedules for the airships, connect some flights together.” 


“Are we gonna bring the van?” Tommy asks. 


Wilbur hums with thought. “The ratchety old thing is inventory 
collapsible. But someone’s gonna have to sacrifice their ender chest 
to do it, so maybe not. Besides, it’s a vacation. Gotta leave room for 
souvenirs.” 


Tubbo leans next to Tommy. “Buy me tourisms.” 


“Tubbo, please, my budget,” Tommy despairs. “I’m trying to become 
a homeowner.” 


“Ambition is temporary. Carny snacks are forever.” 


“Buy your own carny snacks, Tubbo,” Wilbur says. 


“No.” Tubbo paws at his budding horns. “I am but a tender young lad 
in unimaginable pain. Pity my poor bones.” 


“You try to trick Phil into giving you extra allowance, don’t you?” 
Wilbur flatly guesses. 


“You can’t prove anything,” Tubbo sweetly says. 


“Criminals,” Wilbur wearily concludes. “Criminals harbored under my 
roof. Slander upon my good Prime-fearing name. How shall | live 
with this shame?” He stirs his drink and takes a long sip. “Just don't 


get arrested again, you ingrates.” 


Tommy puffs up angrily. “THAT WAS ONE TIME-” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


wilbur's just chronically allergic to saying any biographical 
information about himself 


5. All | Need To Know 
Summary for the Chapter: 
On the flight to Sky. 


“Hello, Niki,” Mr. Soot casually greets as he walks along the deck of 
the ship. 


“Hello, Mr. Soot.” 


“Ah, you can just call me Wilbur,” he insists. “Mr. Soot makes me feel 
old.” With a quick motion, he lights his dyuers, letting purple spark on 
its tip. “You heading out to the duel, too?” 


Niki turns to the elytron with a shy smile. “Yeah. Ghost and Sage 
asked if | wanted to tag along.” 


Wilbur hums. “That’s nice of them. They’re nice people.” He scoffs 
sharply, the motion disturbing the colored smoke as it drifts off the 
side of the ship. “As nice as a crotchety pair of 20-somethings like 
me can be.” 


Wilbur Soot- elytron, 25 years old. He’s got a missing talon on his 
right foot, he barely ever takes off those red glasses, and his downy 


wings look like they belong on a child. 


He’s a strange man. It makes people talk. 


But as strange as he is, the way he seems to be anywhere and 
everywhere, he looks out for people. He looks out for the things 
people need, puts other people together to make it happen. 


Back when Niki was too young to remember, Wilbur Soot had raised 
funds to build L:manburg’s walls when Lord Lore would not- placed a 
good chunk of the bricks himself. When the papers asked him why, 
he said he wanted to keep his son safe. 


Everything else aside, that alone tells Niki all she needs to know. 


“You're nice, too,” Niki asserts. 


The light lines of the man’s face soften just a bit. “Y’think so?” 


“| do.” 


“You guys should book inns with us,” Wilbur offers. “Get the 
L’manburg crew sticking together and all that. Could be fun.” His 


smile gains a teasing note. “If Fundy and the boys won't drive you 
crazy.” 


“Maybe | will drive them crazy first,” Niki challenges. “What do you 
say to that?” 


“Good. They deserve it.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“C’mon, loosen up a little,” Sapnap insists. “It’s just me and the dads 
on a family vacation.” A pause. “And also you. You're here, too.” 


“Sorry,” George nervously apologizes. “Just- it’s such a large 
gathering. With all those strangers.” 


“It’s fine,” Sapnap asserts. “It’s the Brood festival! Everyone’s gonna 
be too busy placing bets and getting into food comas to try anything.” 


George curls up tighter on his cabin bed. 


Sapnap’s face twists with worry. “It's been months, George. It’s not 
good to keep holding onto that paranoid shit like this.” 


“Nine months,” George corrects. “It hasn’t even been a year.” 


It had been nothing at first. King Corvus had just taken ill after 
George and Sapnap had joined the Kingsguard. 


But then he hadn't gotten better. Every attempt to treat him seemed 
to wear him down more and more. Never enough to think he’d been 
in danger of death, but just enough to delay council meetings, to 
delay the passing of laws he would be unable to sign into place. 


And then the paranoia had set in. 


Startling at sudden noises. Always looking behind himself. Asking 
guards to double, triple, quadruple check the most arbitrary sections 
of the castle. 


He starts signing laws that grind enderpearl sales to a practical halt 
but reward the slaughter of endermen. Apothecaries start going 
under unfair investigations. The architect dragged into sudden 
shouting matches with the king because it must be something in the 
building itself, something in the vents or passages that haunts him, 
poisons him. 


They kindly stopped letting him sign in any other laws after that. For 
his own sake. 


The Prophet had been asked to take on the role of regent until the 
King recovered, and he had accepted with hesitant hands. 


When Corvus Jasper suddenly, finally died in his sleep nine months 
ago, at age 36, the noble council had collectively called it a 
kindness. 


George did not. 


...Because King Corvus didn’t start going ill until right before he was 
going to announce his heir. 


Sapnap grabs George’s hand. “You’re gonna be fine. It’s a totally 
different server. No one there’s gonna have anything to gain from 
hurting us. Besides, there’s gonna be gods running around! No one’s 
gonna pull shit in that kind of crowd.” 


George lets out a shaking sigh. “You're right. | shouldn’t let myself 
get worked up over nothing.” 


“That’s the spirit.” Sapnap stands. “C’mon, let’s get some air.” 


They go back up the deck, only to see- 


“YOU AGAIN?” George incredulously shouts. 


Mr. Soot’s ashy wings snap defensively behind him. “Fuckin’ hell, 
can't a man go on vacation?” 


“To another dimension?” 


“’m FROM SKY, DUMBASS-” 


6. Place Your Bets! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Interviews before the big event. 


-AND WE’VE GOT KARL JACOBS AT THE MIC WITH ONE OF 
THE TITULAR DUELISTS, HUNTER! TAKE IT AWAY, KARL! 


“So, how do you think this is gonna go?” 


“Oh, | wouldn’t want to make any predictions now...” 


“But if you had to make a prediction. What’s your gut going with, 
Hunter?” 


“It could go either way, really! Technoblade’s the king of the 
sword swing, anyone with half a brain knows that, but I’m no 
slouch at axe combat myself. There’s an equal amount of 
rounds with each weapon set, so | won't be surprised if it’s a 
close win or even a tie.” 


“And what if it is a tie? Would you push for a tiebreaker?” 


“If Technoblade goes for it, sure, but | don’t really need one. It’s 
all in good fun, y'know? We’ve always wondered who would win 
in a fight.” 


“Well, if I’m not being too biased here, | think you’ve got a strong 
chance for a solid win!” 


“Thank you! I'll do my best.” 


7. Throckmorton Throckmorton & Throckmorton 


Summary for the Chapter: 


It is inevitable in one's lifetime that they must become the Man 
From Math Problems at least once. 


Schlatt slams open the inn room door. “MINION!” 


Tommy screams and falls off his bed. 


Tubbo barely flicks an ear at the intrusion. “Yes, hello. | am the 
minion.” 


“It is time,” Schlatt darkly whispers. “We must plunder the lands of 
plenty.” 


Tubbo nods sagely. “| knew this day was coming. I'll get the 
bundles.” 


Tommy gasps. “Tubbo, are you descending to a life of piracy? | 
thought | knew you.” 


“We're buying cheap shit in bulk from the bazaar,” Tubbo explains as 
he grabs his pack. “Schlatt’s just being dramatic.” 


“Listen,” the old ramlin says. “| have one- one- thing going for me 
and it’s that | sound ominous as shit when | say loud stuff. What's the 
point of sounding like a hellfire preacher if | can’t put the fear of God 
in people every once in a while?” 


Tommy raises a finger to argue otherwise, and then drops it. “Okay, 
yeah, you got a point.” 


“Mmmm.” Tubbo’s gaze turns wistful. “Bug flour.” 


Tommy chokes. “I’m sorry, bug flour?” 


“YEP!” Schlatt loudly barks. “Bees, crickets, cicadas, the whole 
shebang. The stuff is super fucking cheap here, especially during the 
Brood.” 


“You eat bugs?” Tommy disgustedly says. “That is horrific!” 


“What else are they gonna do with the fuckmillion bugs flying around 
everywhere?” Tubbo rhetorically asks. “Not eat them?” 


“That's so cursed.” 


“The sausages you ate for breakfast were made of bees,” Tubbo 
points out. 


“Oh gods, why did you have to fel! me that?” Tommy falls back onto 
his bed with a groan. “This is a hatecrime. You’re hatecriming me, 


Tubbo.” 


“Die, then.” 


“Tubbo,” Tommy whines. “If | die, who's gonna help you kidnap those 
bees?” 


A pause. 
“Die later,” Tubbo amends. 
“| feel so loved,” Tommy deadpans. 


Schlatt squints. “You two need help with that kidnapping?” 


“| would not risk the shattering of your tender powdery bones, 
bossman,” Tubbo gravely intones. 


“Hey!” Schlatt furrows his brows. “This powdery boneman committed 
so many crimes yesterday!” 


“What?” Tubbo snorts. “Public Disorderlinessess?” 


“Screw you, kiddo.” Schlatt throws a puffy jacket onto Tubbo. 
“Anyways, have this random thing you didn't ask for! You'll need that 
for Sky, it's pretty cold.” 


“You’ve been to Sky before?” Tommy raises his eyebrows. 


“’m from there, actually,” Schlatt reveals. “Same server as Wilbur.” 


“Really?” 


“Oh, yeah. Pretty much everybody in L’manburg older than Fundy all 
came from the same backwater Hypixel district.” 


“Even big man Philza?” 


“Ol saint Phil?” Schlatt tilts his head. “I don’t know if he’s from there, 
but he definitely lived there when Wilbur was a kid.” 


“You all just up and moved one day?” Tubbo asks. “What for?” 


Schlatt puts his hooved hands together in front of his face. “Would 
you believe me if | said a bank robbery was involved.” 


“Honestly? That was to be expected, Schlatt.” Tubbo giggles. “Was 
there a riot, too?” 


“Multiple riots, actually.” Schlatt looks off to the middle distance. 
“Man. Wonder how those guys are doin’. Been a while.” 


“Aw, man! | wish | could do a riot,” Tommy pouts. 


Schlatt snorts loudly. “Me and Tubbo are gonna go terrorize a public 
space for fun and profit, does that count?” 


“Alas, | have no riot skills except for being massive and loud,” 
Tommy despairs. 


“Those are perfect riot skills, actually,” Schlatt snarks. 


“Though you're lacking the charisma to lead one,” Tubbo concludes. 


“HEY.” Tommy rears back up with a shout. “I’m plenty charisma-tic.” 


“Prove it,” Tubbo challenges. 


“Tubbo, give me your shoes.” 


“No!” 


“Pleaaase.” 


Tubbo looks back flatly at him. “You’re already holding my shoes, 
aren't you?” 


“Because | distracted you with my charismatics,” Tommy asserts. 
“Checkmate.” 


“Property theft,” Tubbo quickly fires back. “You owe me now. Pay for 
your crimes in labor, you have to help us terrorize the public for bug 
flour.” 


“Fuck.” 


-<>Y<>- 


A tall blond human loudly opens the door of a wholesale store. 


“HEY THERE, CITIZEN!” the human shouts as two ramlins follow 
close behind him. “THROCKMORTON, THROCKMORTON, AND 
THROCKMORTON HERE, WE’D LIKE YOUR FINEST CICADA 
FLOUR-” 


8. Manifold, Tenfold! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Only fitting to make an entrance now. 


“WILBUR!” 


Wilbur turns around, a mild disbelief caught on his face. “Good gods, 
the old man is still kicking.” He smiles and waves to the distant 
figure. “Did your arm explode again yet?” 


Fit grins sharply past his perpetually bushy beard, spitefully 
gesturing with his godforged arm. “You wish! I’ve been doin’ too 
much desk work these days for that.” 


“Yeah, yeah.” Wilbur scoffs. “Bet the Library wishes they could be rid 
of your antics.” 


There's a light cough behind them. “Gentlemen.” 


Fit’s smile brightens. “Ah, can’t forget that!” He pushes a bony, thin 
faced young human man in front of him. “My apprentice, Jack 
Thunder. If you’ve been wondering why I-” He interrupts himself with 
a light laugh. “-why | kinda dropped off the map for the five years.” 


Jack Thunder wears sturdy boots, baggy pants, and a striped blue 
hoodie. His knobbly hands rustle over a scratchy buzz cut head of 
brown hair, blue eyes darting about. 


Well. One blue eye. The right one, squinted halfway shut with 
nervous energy, is a pretty strong nonsensical red. 


“Had ‘im with me since he was 3 years old,” Fit explains. “He’s 
basically my son at this point.” 


“Suppose that’d make us cousins, then,” Jack quickly quips. “Or 
somethin’ like that.” 


“Or something like that,” Wilbur says in agreement. “Welcome to the 
family, Jack.” He nods towards Fundy and Tubbo arguing redstone 
outside a candy shop while Tommy eggs them on. “Hang out with- 
with the rest of the lads if you want. Fit and | are gonna be all boring 
for a good bit.” 


Bless his heart, the boy /s a little too eager to be free of the company 
of old men. As soon as he gets the go-ahead he practically vanishes 
from sight. 


“What's up with him?” Wilbur asks when the human boy is out of 
earshot. “That’s not a normal kid, don’t tell me he is.” 


“Heroic vassal,” Fit reports. “Tied to the Manifold. His- his parents 
gave him up to the Library when they realized. They thought it'd be 
safer.” 


Wilbur lets out a heavy breath. “Poor kid.” 


“| know his life’s gonna go to shit one day,” Fit sadly smiles. “And | 
think he knows it too. But | gave him the best time | could before the 
universe starts puttin’ him to the grindstone.” 


“It's not gonna stop him from going through the wringer,” Wilbur 
pessimistically points out. 


“But it might let him live to see the other side of it,” Fit gently pushes 
back. “That’s all | can ask for.” 


Wilbur nods, eyes flicking to Fundy. “That’s what we all ask for in the 
end.” 


Fit hums in agreement. Somewhere, Jack is showing off a radio 
headset to Fundy and trying to keep it away from Tubbo’s 
screwdriver. Tommy has temporarily taken up the mantle of his 
valiant defender. 


“How’s that little quest of yours going?” Fit lightly asks. “You still 
trying for godhood, or-” 


Wilbur makes a noncommittal click in his throat. “Had t’ take a detour 
from it for a while when Fundy came into the picture. I’m not too 
fussed about it.” He thumbs over the warped line of life marks on his 
wrist. “I’m- I’m getting back into the swing of things for now. If it 
happens, it happens, y'know? I’ve got the time to see where it goes.” 


Fit frowns. “You haven't felt anything? Like- nothing divine in all that 
time? I’ve read accounts of ascension before, Wilbur, usually they 
feel and get more powerful before...” 


“What are you trying to say?” Wilbur levelly intones. 


“You know ascension’s not a cut and dry thing for demigods,” Fit 
points out. “There’s more demis than gods running around, that’s 
proof enough. What if you aren't... meant-” 


“Be quiet,” Wilbur hisses, his magic coming over him. 


Fit’s mouth flattens. 


Wilbur sags slightly. “Sorry. I’m sorry, | shouldn't do that. It’s just- I’ve 
been kind of getting the idea that the more | try to force it, the less 


anything’s gonna happen. My powers have shifted during my little 
parental leave more than they ever did before that. So I’m just trying 
not to push my luck.” 


Fit lets out a thoughtful noise. “You could ask your dads about how 
they ascended? That could help?” 


Wilbur trills contemplatively. “Phil wanted me to just be a kid. This 
whole deal I’ve got going happened a bit behind his back, like- he 
says he’s alright with me doin’ what | want, but-” A sigh. “He was 
pretty upset about it. Thought | was bein’ reckless with my own life.” 


He shrugs. 


“Besides, this is something I'd rather achieve on my own merit. 
Y’know? And- and | don't want anybody to taint that, or- or have to 
get all fucked up in my stead. Maybe something happens that I'm 
destined for, that-” Wilbur waves his hand erratically, “-that I'll create 
or destroy with my own hands.” 


“You never struck me as someone devoted to fate.” Fit snaps his 
fingers. “Why not just ask a fate god. | bet there’s one in that server 
you live in!” 


Wilbur snorts. “Daydream and the Dreamweaver are the only two 
gods mucking around on the Dreamlands. The Dreamweaver himself 
made sure of that. Pretty sure the only reason he didn’t bap me out 


of the server the minute | showed up is ‘cause Phil actually scares 
him.” 


“And if it's never meant to be?” Fit presses. 


“Then | will make it,” Wilbur asserts. 


“That’s not how that works, Wil.” Fit ducks his head, breathing out a 
punching laugh. “Ah, I’m not saying it’s impossible, just- | don’t know. 
| don’t want you to bet your life on it.” 


It’s a bit too late for that, my friend. 


Wilbur laughs nervously. “Yeah... | would never do that, Fit.” His 
hands twitch. “I would never be as reckless as that. I’m not exactly 
burning the candle at both ends here.” 


Is it still burning at both ends when the candle is given more wax to 
spare? Asking for a friend. 


Fit shrugs. “Alright. If you say so.” He roughly slaps his chest, letting 
out a sharp noise. “Gods, that was a talk. Wanna get a drink and just 
forget about all that? I’m just remembering you’re old enough to pop 
a cold one now.” 


“Maybe after the kids are asleep tonight.” Wilbur smirks. “Or back to 
pretending they sleep. | know for a fact Niki’s been trying to make 
potion experiments with Fundy.” 


“If we fuck off for beers then we have even more of an alibi when our 
kids set something on fire,” Fit offers. 


Wilbur leans his head back. “True.” 


“Jack set the library on fire yesterday, by the way,” Fit proudly relays. 
“A whole week without explosions. It’s almost a new record.” 


“| don’t need another arson child, thanks.” 


Fit looks over to where Tommy is aggressively throwing Jack’s 
hoodie over his head. 


“No, not Tommy,” Wilbur clarifies. “Tubbo.” 


“Still too late. He’s still getting gang adopted as we speak.” 


“Fuck.” 


9. Mirror Check 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Before the rounds begin. 


“Welp.” Lagos awkwardly claps his hands at his sides. “Six clicks 
until the first round.” 


“You mean three clicks before they separate us like a pair of 
blushing brides,” Techno sarcastically corrects. 


“In the interest of fairness, of course,” Lagos continues. 


“Because we totally care enough about mortal wealth to cheat about 
who gets it,” Techno concludes. 


“If you’ve got three clicks together, that’s three clicks until / have t’ 
fuck off so Wilbur doesn’t think | went senile an’ got lost 
somewhere,” Philza notes as he idly inspects the golden clock in his 
hands. “Honestly, with the amount 0’ people showing up, | might just 
ditch them all for th’ balcony seats.” 


“Ah, yes. The balcony seats,” Techno says. “The balcony seats with 
all the gods who are either terrified of you or trying to cozy up to you. 


Those balcony seats?” 


“At least they'll be quiet,” Philza points out. 


“We can be quiet!” Lagos huffs. “It's just exciting, you know? Fighting 
in front of all those people.” 


“Those people are going to be delightfully screaming their lungs out 
on th’ ground. I’m gonna go with the bird’s eye view no matter how 
many gods are gonna get a heart attack from- what was it?” Philza 
snaps open his golden fan with a spiteful scoff, the sleeves of a pink 
haori covering his mouth. “The unique singular terror inspired by th’ 
Angel’s presence.” 


Techno huffs with a subtle laugh. “Do you need something to get 
your mind off it?” 


Philza hums. “You could stand to change your hair to a crown 
braid.” 


“The braid I’ve already got isn’t gonna break in the first round,” 
Techno lightly refutes. 


“Imagine if it did, though,” Philza insists. 


“It’s not like I’m gonna cut it off, Phil!’ Lagos chuckles. “But why not 
change it anyway? Passes the time.” 


Techno blinks. “Okay, but my face is the only part of me that’s 
participating in this. I’m refusing to be any further cooperative on 
principle.” 


“Refusing to be anything other than a stubborn bullhead as always,” 
Philza good-naturedly asserts. “Gimme your hair stuff.” 


Out of the corner of his eye, Philza sees Lagos flop backwards in his 
seat. “Third wheeled at my own event,” Lagos despairs. “I see how it 
is.” 


“Find somethin’ t’ do with yer own hands then, dumbass,” Philza 
says as he undoes Techno’s old braid. 


“There’s nothing to do with my hands,” Lagos insists. “All our 
equipment is in the separate prep rooms.” 


“What for?” Philza lightly asks. 


“Control of variables,” Techno drawls as he leans his head back. 
“Can't let anything get tampered with one way or another.” 


“Nothing to doooo,” Lagos continually despairs, waggling his clay 
hands in the air. “| am a listless, deprived old man _ without 
enrichment.” 


Techno snorts loudly. 


“Fine then,” Philza offers. “Why don’t you braid my hair?” 


Lagos sits up. “Wait, what?” He squints. “You’re hair’s kinda short, 
though.” 


“Still long enough to do little section braids.” Philza shrugs, elytra 
shifting under his shawl with the motion. “Might as well look a little 
fancy.” 


Lagos fiddles with his hands. “Are you sure? I’ve never done this 
before.” 


Philza cards a sturdy hairstick through Techno’s large curls as he 
parts off different sections. “That’s why it’s my hair and not Techno’s.” 


“Could you imagine sending me to a hairdresser?” Techno snickers. 
“Their tools would just get stuck on me. Horrific.” 


Lagos hums and puts his hands on Philza’s head. “Eh, alright.” 


And it’s fine, sort of, until Philza sees thin white fingers out of the 
corner of his eye and his hands stutter in place, the touch suddenly 
cold and familiar and- 


-and Philza blinks and it’s gone. 


“You don’t have to be so careful,” Philza quips. “My hair’s not made 
of gold or anything.” 


“... But you flinched?” Lagos points out. 


“Your hands were bein’ all feathery and dainty,” Philza decides to 
say. “Wasn't expectin’ that.” 


“’m not really used to how real hair works,” Lagos defends. 


“Just treat it like your own hair and it'll be fine,” Philza insists. “It’s not 
too far off.” 


“lll try,” Lagos concedes, “just stop me if something’s wrong.” 


Lagos' hands are cold- colder than any living, blood filled thing would 
be- but not exactly freezing. Just predictably exactly like clay, no 
matter what shape they took. 


Base ead felt tikeiron—S Hat | ere 
erndstene- 


Philza ties Techno’s layers of braids together, circling them around 
his head and tying it all in place with the ever-shifting golden laurel 
that could never stand to be parted from him. 


“You're slow,” Philza jokes. 


“You keep moving your head around,” Lagos defends. “What are 
you, a pigeon?” 


“If | say yes, will you get me fancy god bread?” Philza snarks. 
“Asking for a friend.” 


“Feeding Angels communion bread like a little old lady on a park 
bench,” Lagos flatly says, “what has my life come to?” 


“Lagos, stop being funnier than me,” Techno pleads with mock 
urgency. “If | can’t be funny, my perch viability is all | have left.” 


Philza giggles ungracefully at the exchange, determinedly looking 
away from the warped shadow of dark eyes and pale horns creeping 
in the mirror’s reflection. 


Stop that, a crow might have clicked at the glass. Fuck off. Let him 
have this. 


“There!” Lagos shouts in triumph. “I did it.” 


Techno snorts. “Phil- Phil | don’t think you should look in the mirror.” 


Never look at mirrors ever, Chatters agrees. 


“IT'S NOT THAT BAD,” Lagos loudly insists. 


” 


“Chatters, what does it look like?” Philza asks. “Be honest. 


6/10 not enough braidage 


FALSE 
Clayman needs practice 
10/10 one of the attempts of all time 
jon snow type beat 


NOW PUT CAT EARS ON- 


“Oookay,” Philza interrupts as he clamps the last crow’s mouth shut 
between his fingers. “That’s enough from you.” 


“Do you need me to put that one in the birdcage jail?” Techno leans 
over, gently letting the last crow perch on his hand. 


“No need for that. It knows what it did.” 


Besides, seeing himself through Chatters’... completely normal and 
mortally accessible amount of eyes, Philza thinks it’s not a horrible 
job. Certainly not professional but certainly not terrible. 


World’s okayest tiny braid. 


Philza puts his hat back on. “If anyone asks, I'll say a little girl held 
me hostage. Or my grandson.” 


“I’m older than you!” Lagos points out. 


“Try tellin’ that to all the gods that think | must have sprouted outta 
the ground with a cane at the dawn of time,” Philza flatly challenges. 
“Y’ turn four thousand in the divine community and suddenly yer a 
fuckin’ pensioner!” 


Techno scoffs. “I’m pretty sure we hit that point around the first 
thousand year mark, not the fourth.” 


“And you wonder why | prefer using a less elderly form,” Lagos slyly 
points out. 


“I’m sure looking younger is worth all the times other gods have tried 
to pull the age card on you,” Techno snarks. 


“Or that time someone called you my son when we were standing 
next to each other at the same summit,” Philza adds. 


“It's better than being treated like glass!” Lagos retorts. 


“| was already being treated like glass even when | did look young, 
so there’s not really much of a difference.” Philza stands and 


stretches, back loudly popping with the motion. “You do get t’ not 
deal with fucky old man bones, though, so you've got that goin’ for 


ya. 


“lll be sure to look more like an old man the next time | want better 
seating on the train,” Lagos snarks. 


Philza flips Lagos off as he grabs his cane. “Have fun gettin’ preened 
at for the crowd, y’ pair o’ bastards. I’m gonna go tell my son | didn’t 
keel over in a ditch before | throw him to the wolves of common 
seating.” 


“Don’t run face first into a glass window on your way out,” Techno 
sarcastically warns. 


“Don't lose or I'll disown my earring,” Philza jokes, an emerald star 
flicking on his ear as he leaves. 


-<>Y<>- 


Technoblade: phil 


Technoblade: phil that was a joke right 


Ph1LzA: why wouldn't it be Imao 


Technoblade: okay 


Technoblade: so definitely DEFINITELY a joke right 


Ph1LZA: they said turn off comms in the auditorium bye m8 


Technoblade: pHILZA 


[Ph1LzA has left] 


Technoblade: AAAAAAAAAAA 


Notes for the Chapter: 


(after the first round) 

philza: yoo congrats on winnin the first round what the fuck are 
you okay 

techno: (in near tears) phiLLLL 

philza: m8- m8 it was a joke, | literally told you it was a joke, 
techno: ueueueueue 


philza: (awkwardly patting techno) there there you fucking 
dumbass 


10. Heroes, Doubly So 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Tommy and Jack listen to the radio. 


“What's up with your lil’ radio thing?” Tommy asks. 


Jack puts up one ear from his headset. “What about it?” 


“It's not even on,” Tommy points out. “Why are you wearing broken 
radio bits?” 


“It's on all the time,” Jack corrects. “But, like- I’m not listening to radio 
stations. | use it to make shit quiet so | can hear straight.” 


Tommy frowns. “Hear straight?” 


“|, uh-” Jack’s mouth flattens. “The radio tells me things. When | turn 
it to empty channels?” 


“Aw, what?” Tommy tugs on the ear of Jack’s headset. “Lemme have 
a go.” 


Jack snickers. “You're not gonna hear anything!” 


“Tough luck, son, Tommy Innit hears the unhearable.” He shuffles the 
headset off of Jack’s scratchy head and plops it over his own ears. 


His mouth flattens. 


“Told you,” Jack says. “I’m the only one who can hear that shit.” 


Tommy shushes with his mouth. “Gimme a sec, I’m- I’m pickin’ up a 
thing.” 


That one’s Tommy, right? 


Yeah, the tall one’s Tommy- no, no, he’s not my son, the kitsune mix 
one’s my son- 


You have a kitsune wife? 


| did-d-d-dd--d-d-d- LOOK AT THAT IT’S LIKE LOOKIN’ AT A MINI 
ME! 


Schlaaaaat, stop fucking up my hair- 


Tommy takes a shaky breath. “What the fuck...” 


Hunter, no! You lost the first duel, what happened?//Well, it’s fine! 
It’s fine, it’s his version, he can- he can take the d-d-d-d-d-d-d-d- 


KKKKKKKKKKK 
TLLLLLZLLLZL2LLLLZLZLL2ZL2L2Z 


... Theseus? 


Tommy rips the headset off his ears. 


“Woah!” Jack’s red and blue eyes are wide with shock as he 
scrambles to catch the headset. “What the fuck, man?” 


“Son of a bitch said my name outta nowhere,” Tommy darkly mutters. 


Jack stills. “It said your name? You- you heard your name?” He puts 
the headset back over his own ears and squints with concentration. 
His face shifts with a weird expression Tommy can't place. “Tommy, 
uh... this is probably gonna be a weird question, but do you know 
what a heroic vassal is?” 


“Pm normal,” Tommy quickly says. 


“I’m not,” Jack admits. 


Tommy stills. 


“Im gonna get put on a hero’s journey one day whether | like it or 
not,” Jack explains. “The Manifold tells me it’s, like- sorry about the 
whole thing? That it doesn’t really get t’ pick and choose who gets 
saddled? But it’s still my life.” Jack looks to the side. “Still fuckin’ 
sucks.” 


He flops back onto the bed. 


“| wanna do a movie theatre,” Jack says. “Just collect movies! Pop a 
cold one with the lads. That’s what | want. | don’t wanna get tied up 
in some mythic bullshit until | fuckin’ kark it.” 


Jack sighs. 


“?’m not tryin’ to call you a fucked accident o’ nature or anythin’,” he 
adds. “Just- | dunno. Thought you might be like me. That wouldn't be 
so bad.” 


For a while, no one says anything. 


“They made me,” Tommy says. “I didn’t even get to be born, they just 
made me. To be the hero of... something.” Tommy digs his hand into 
his face. “They just made me.” 


Jack hums. 


“Do they have a movie theatre?” Jack asks. “Where you live?” 


Tommy sputters a laugh. “What the fuck?” 


“Well?” Jack presses. “Do they?” 


Tommy flops onto the bed beside him. “Nah. There’s one way out in 
the capital district. We have t’ make a whole day trip out of it just t’ 
see the news.” 


“I’m gonna build a theatre there,” Jack decides. “And then you can 
just pop in whenever you want. And I’m gonna live there and we can 
just... | don’ know. Visit each other. Grab sodas. Blow lil’ fireworks at 
each other’s houses.” 


“Just like that?” Tommy dares. 


Jack shrugs. “Why not? We’re both stuck on this shitty hero’s 
journey. Reckon we might stand a better chance together.” 


Tommy looks up at the ceiling and listens to the cicadas outside. 


“That'd be nice, actually.” Tommy closes his eyes at the thought of it. 
“That'd be nice.” 


11. On The Contemplation Of Stars 
Summary for the Chapter: 


After the first round, a breath. 


STARTING, 


FIGHT! 


AND THE DUEL HAS NOW BEGUN. 


“C'mon, Techno! Why’s he just standin’ there?” 


100 GRAND ON THE LINE- REPUTATION ON THE LINE, 
EVERYTHING- 


“I’ve never seen people battle with fishing poles before.” 


“Battle hooks. It- it makes you knock back, that’s the thing-” 


OH- TECHNO’S ALREADY DOWN- IT’S EVENLY MATCHED- OH 
MY GOSH, TECHNO’S ON THE ADVANCE- 


“Ah, yeah, look at the points, Hunter’s got like- half a heart extra-” 


“Oh- wait- oh, OH, NO-” 


“Oh, YO, TECHNOOOOO!” 


TECHNO WON’ THE’ FIRST DUEL- TECHNO, YOU’RE 
INCREDIBLE! ANY WORDS? 


“| CAN’T GET 10-0’D NOW, GUYS!” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“He was tryin’ to like, position himself at the side,” Techno relays, 
“and I’m like get out of here nerd, I’m just gonna sit here -” 


Wilbur snickers. “The strat. Just sit there ‘til you win.” 


Techno shrugs. “Hey, if it works, it works.” 


“What, you couldn’t do it blindfolded with one hand behind your 
back?” Philza snarks. 


“Who knows?” Techno muses. “Maybe they'll spice things up for 
round two.” 


“Gods, could you imagine?” Philza tiredly wheezes. 


Techno frowns lightly. “You alright?” 


“I’m fine, mate.” Philza loosely waves his hand. “Jus’ kinda got 
mobbed by the god crowd after the round finished- wore me out a 
bit. Keep forgettin’ how many people think I’m all approachable and 
shit when you're not around glarin’ bloody murder at everythin’ right 
behind me.” 


“It's the friendly old man energy,” Wilbur insists. “They all want to 
adopt you.” 


“This is why | keep t’ the fuckin’ rafters in Mojang,” Philza quietly 
hisses. 


“What if you just started wearing skulls?” Techno offers. “That'd 
really kill the inviting mood.” 


“| have a bone rosary,” Philza offers back, “does that count?” 


“Every time someone starts thinking you’re approachable, just start 
praying to your wife.” Techno claps his gold freckled hands together. 
“Boom. Instant unapproachability.” 


“Is that what you do, Techno?” Lagos snarks. 


Philza loudly rattles his wings as he startles. “Shit the bed, dude. 
Give a fuckin’ warning before y’ sneak on someone.” He snaps his 
head around to face Lagos. “When th’ fuck did you get here?” 


“Just now,” Lagos says. 


He loudly sips on a straw of what could be a brown sugar boba iced 
matcha milkshake, but could just as likely be literal wet clay. The 
color of the ambiguous, grainy liquid makes it hard to tell. 


As well as the presence of a useless, clinky paper umbrella. 


And gummy worms. 


And candy hearts. 


“Also, | just finished my interview,” Lagos continues when he stops 
slurping like the cursed noise generated by his cup is the gods’ gift to 
man. 


“And y’ come back t’ stalk us all,” Philza mock despairs. “Fuckin’ 
hell.” 


“Lam literally part of the main event here-” 


As the two of them descend into argument (and apparent attempted 
milkshake theft on Chatters’ part), Wilbur turns to Techno. “So.” 


“Hallo,” Techno drawls. 


“How’ve you been, Technoblade?” Wilbur asks. “It's been a while.” 


“Despite everything your dad might have told you, | did not in fact 
have a mid-life crisis,” Techno insists. “Potato warfare is a completely 
normal and acceptable response to boredom.” 


“I'm sure it is,” Wilbur indulgently agrees. 


“How have you been?” Techno asks right back. “I know I’m kind of 
crummy at keeping in touch, but still. | want to hear from you.” 


“Ah, y'know. Kid’s gettin’ older.” Wilbur shrugs. “Wife died a few 
years back.” 


“Oh, jeez.” 


“It’s alright,” Wilbur deflects. “I’ve- I’ve been living, y know?” 


“And that’s it?” Techno presses. 


“And that’s it,” Wilbur agrees. 


Wilbur does not talk about drugs. He does not talk about district 
Lore. He does not talk about L’manburg. He does not talk about the 
death of kings and he does not talk about revolution. 


And Technoblade does not ask. 


“Why did you give me an emerald?” Wilbur suddenly says. “When | 
turned nine?” 


“Because | like you,” Techno says back, like that alone is reason 
enough. (Maybe, to him, it is.) 


“You like Philza,” Wilbur corrects. “You made the first emerald star 
for Philza. Why did you make another for me?” 


“It's a promise,” Techno explains. “One that | made first to him, and 
to all my students after. And now to you. That no matter where you 
are, or what you might need, | will find you when you ask.” 


He’s not wearing his mask. Wilbur sees his lined face and gold 
flecked snout, heavy snowstruck brows softened by his words. 


“Does that promise mean anything less just because I’ve made it 
before?” 


A silence. 


“No,” Wilbur decides. “No, it doesn’t. It makes it one you can keep, | 
think.” 


“You keep hold of that little star, eyas,” Techno gently reminds him. 
“You've only got the one.” 


Somewhere outside, there’s a screaming noise that sounds 
suspiciously like Tommy and Jack. Wilbur sighs. 


“Sounds like a small explosion happened. You gonna get that?” 
Techno asks. 


“Yeah, yeah.” Wilbur pushes Techno’s snout aside as he moves to 
leave. “I'll get it. Don’t break your back, old man.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


the announcer portion was taken from the actual Mr Beast video 
of the real duel. 


12. TRANSCRIPT- ROUND 2 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Broadcast transcript- Dreamhunter VS Technoblade $100,000 
Duel. 


BEAST: TECHNO[BLADE], YOU ARE CURRENTLY UP ONE 
GAME. 


CHRIS: YOU GOT THIS- IF YOU WIN ANOTHER ONE, YOU 
BEAT HUNTER ON HIS HOME FIELD, AND THEN YOU CAN 
PRETTY MUCH WIN. IT’S OVER FROM THERE. 


BEAST: WE HAVE NOW SWITCHED VERSIONS AND KITS. 
SO THIS NEXT GAME’S ACTUALLY GOING TO BE ON 
HUNTER’S HOME FIELD. 


CHRIS: TECHNOBLADE’S ALREADY READY, ~ HE’S 
CONFIDENT! 


BEAST: HUNTER, THIS IS NOW YOUR VERSION- BY ALL 
MEANS, YOU SHOULD GET THE DUB HERE. 


HUNTER: HE’S DONE A LOT OF TRAINING, HE’LL BE A[N] 
ADMIRABLE OPPONENT. BUT | SHOULD. 


JACOBS: THIS IS YOUR GAME TO LOSE. 


CHRIS: [TO JACOBS] HE’S BEEN PRACTICING THREE 
CLICKS A CLOCK- 


JACOBS: [TO CHRIS] THEY MADE CLICKS THAT SMALL? 


BEAST: ALRIGHT! GENTLEMEN, GENTLEMEN, SIMMER 
DOWN, SIMMER DOWN. HUNTER, ARE YOU READY? 


HUNTER: I’M READY. 


-[LIVE COMMENTARY]- 


BEAST: THE FIGHT HAS [sic] BEGAN! HUNTER IS COMING 
OUT HOT! 


CHRIS: THEY’RE JUST LOOKING AT EACH OTHER. 


JACOBS: HUNTER’S GOT THIS. I’M NOT EVEN 
CONCERNED. 


CHRIS: NO ONE’S GOING FOR EACH OTHER- YES! 
TECHNO[BLADE] WITH THE FI[RST HIT]- 


CHANDLER: WOW. 


JACOBS: HOLY COW, THIS IS CLOSE. OH MY GO[D]- YES! 


BEAST: HUNTER GOT THE DUB! 


[JACOBS INAUDIBLE IN THE BACKGROUND] 


BEAST: HUNTER GOT THE DUB. OKAY, IT IS NOW TIME 
FOR- DUDE, IS ANYONE ELSE’S HANDS SWEATING, AND 
YOU'RE NOT EVEN PLAYING? 


JACOBS: THAT IS WHAT WE DO, HUNTER! 


-[DUELISTS REACHED FOR COMMENT.]- 


HUNTER: IT’S A RESET! IT’S- IT’S A RESET AND ILL GET 
TO BEAT HIM ON HIS OWN VERSION. 


TECHNOBLADE: HOW MUCH HEALTH [POINTS] DID HE 
HAVE? 


JACOBS: UH, FULL. DON’T EVEN WORRY ABOUT IT. 


[TRANSCRIPT NOTE: HUNTER HAD THREE HEART POINTS 
AT THE END OF THE MATCH.] 


TECHNOBLADE: BS! 


-[INDIVIDUAL INTERVIEW]- 


BEAST: 10 MILLION PEOPLE ARE LISTENING, WHAT DO 
YOU HAVE TO SAY TO THEM? TIE IT UP INONE WORD. 


HUNTER: ...UH. [LAUGHTER] lM GONNA WIN! 


[OVERLAPPING LAUGHTER FROM HOSTS] 


JACOBS: NO, WAIT, | SEE WHAT HE’S_ SAYING. 
[OVERLAPPING WORDS] 


HUNTER: THIS IS WHAT- THIS WHAT | HAVE TO SAY, | DO- | 
DO HAVE SOMETHING TO SAY. | DO HAVE SOMETHING TO 
SAY. 


CHANDLER: YEAH? WHAT? 


JACOBS: GO AHEAD. 


HUNTER: TECHNOBLADE IS AN AMAZING DUELIST AND | 
RESPECT HIM ALOT- 


JACOBS: [OVERLAPPING] BOO! 


CHRIS: | DO LOVE TECHNOBLADE, BUT YOU KNOW WHAT 
| DON’T LOVE? A SIMP. 


HUNTER: [LAUGHS] 


CHRIS: YOU KNOW WHAT, IF THEY WANT TO BE 
RESPECTFUL, THEY CAN. THEY DON’T HAVE TO HATE 
EACH OTHER. SEE, HUNTER DOESN’T WANT TO BE 
COCKY BECAUSE HE KNOWS THERE’S A GOOD CHANCE 
TECHNO’S GOING TO- 


BEAST: ALRIGHT, ALRIGHT GUYS, SIMMER DOWN. 


HUNTER: THERE’S ALWAYS A GOOD CHANCE. THERE’S 
ALWAYS A GOOD CHANCE. 


-[INDIVIDUAL INTERVIEW]- 


TECHNOBLADE: | THINK MY ROD PVP AT THE START [OF 
THE FIRST ROUND] COULD HAVE USED SOME MORE 
WORK, BUT OVERALL A PRETTY CONVINCING VICTORY, 
AND WE HEAD INTO THE SECOND ROUND, WHICH IS 1.16 
PVP- WHICH [HUNTER] IS MORE KNOWN FOR. 


TECHNOBLADE: NOW WE’RE BOTH PLAYING A BIT 
CAUTIOUSLY HERE- | THINK 1.9 PVP, IT REALLY FAVORS 
THE DEFENDER, SO I’M- I'M TRYING TO GET HITS IN 
BEFORE | GO FULL ON AGGRO. AND USE THE SHIELD, 
BECAUSE AXE CRITS ARE THE BIGGEST THING IN 1.9. I’M 
TRYING TO USE THE SHIELD TO DISABLE AN AXE CRIT, 
AND NOW AT THIS POINT I'M THINKING | HAVE A HEALTH 
LEAD- 


[THIS TANGENT GOES ON FOR SEVERAL MINUTES 
WITHOUT HOST INPUT.] 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Watch Mr. Beast's video on the actual duel here. 


Watch Technoblade's analysis of the duel here. 


13. What Else Can You Do? 


Summary for the Chapter: 


And time goes on. (Your kids do, too.) 


[ Thunder1408 has joined.]| 


Thunder1408: I’m with Tommy and the boys 


FitMC: Pog. 


Thunder1408: they been telling me about I’manburg 


Thunder1408: and 


Thunder1408: and you know there’s always been that one thing | 
was wanting to do 


Thunder1408: so uuuuuuUh 


Thunder1408: i kind of wanna do a movie theatre in l’manburg 


FitMC: My child is leaving me at the ripe tender age of eight (8) 
years. Dear god. What is a father to do in these conditions? 


Thunder1408: it’s a good locale. They don’t got much on the media 
side past radio, it'd be a good place to get a market on the medium. 


FitMC: And it definitely doesn’t have anything to do with finally 
having people your age to live nearby. 


Thunder1408: | mean no offense, 


FItMC: It’s fine, kid. | was never gonna make you take up the 
monkish nonsense of the Library. 


Thunder1408: i still like history! | do! 


Thunder1408: but i also wanna do it through the lens of like... movie 
history. Films and shit, y know? 


FitMC: I’m not shooting you down, kid. You can go for it. 


Thunder1408: ...i didn’t think i'd make it this far. Fuck 


FitMC: Plenty of kids start to strike out at your age. Besides, you 
won't be on your own. You'll be with family and friends. 


FitMC: And I'll still be around. And IF iim not around, you know Phil 
won't be far from wherever Wilbur is. 


FitMC: So if this is what you want, sure! Why not? 


FitMC: If things get hairy, you can always come back to the Library, 
y'know? 


Thunder1408: yeah 


Thunder1408: yeah aight 


Thunder1408: thanks for 


Thunder1408: bein okay with me 


Thunder1408: i Know it was hard taking a hero kid. 


FitMC: Not to me. Not for you. 


Thunder1408: okay. 


[ Thunder1408 changed IGN to JackManifoldTV.] 


[JackManifoldTV has left.] 


-<>Y<>- 


“Phil?” Fit starts up. 


One blue eye squints open. “Yeah?” 


“Did it hurt?” Fit asks. 


Philza snorts. “You’re gonna have t’ be more specific, mate. Lotta 
things hurt, comes with the whole package.” 


“Did it hurt when Wilbur left?” Fit dares to elaborate. 


Philza’s smile dims, just a bit. “Ah, that.” He leans back, letting out a 
long hum as he does. “It wasn’t surprising,” Philza decides. “ ‘cause 
we’d already been talkin’ about it for a good bit.” A bursting laugh. 


“Th’ way he left was a bit ‘f a nasty shock, but not that he’d left.” 


“| notice you're actually avoiding the part about it hurting,” Fit dryly 
points out. 


“Benihime was a fuckin’ wreck,” Philza bluntly admits. “Dunno what 
that says about me, but it- pfft- prolly says summat about my 
repressed nonsense about it all.” A sigh. “I don’ know. It didn’t really 
hurt. But | guess- | guess it felt kinda sad, in a way.” A quiet chuckle. 
“| missed the company.” 


“It's like- we can’t keep them safe from everything anymore,” Fit 
haltingly says. “Maybe we never could.” 


“Yeah,” Philza agrees. “That's just how it is, innit?” 


Fit laughs despairingly. “Don't act like you're just okay with that! We 
both know you're not.” 


Philza smiles sadly. “Can’t exactly do anything else, can |?” 


“No. | guess not.” Fit knocks back his cider tankard and slaps it 
roughly on the table. “Gods, | need another drink.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 
orp years make funny number hehehoho 


anyways you'll notice that kids tend to be doing stuff from a 
"young" age in orp consistently, to which i say: the concept of 
there being a_ kid/teen/adult distinction and it specifically 
mattering is like- Very Modern. and more rooted in the advent of 
child labor laws from the industrial revolution 


14. Round Four? Oh, What For? 


Summary for the Chapter: 


It's all very calculated, | assure you. 


Wilbur squints down at the arena. “Oh, what the fuck are those two 
doing?” 


Tubbo hums. “Shearing the wood?” 


“In the middle of the fucking match?” Wilbur skeptically says. 


He gestures at Techno and Lagos, who are... randomly shaving at 
the timber of the arena floor. 


They aren't even swinging at each other. 


They’re just. 


Running around. 


Shaving the floor. 


With their battle axes. 


This has been going on for the last five tocks. 


“Maybe it’s strategic,” Tommy offers. 


“What, like they’re tryin’ to upset the terrain and get the other guy to 
lose footin’?” Jack asks. 


“| ‘on’'t fuckin’ know, I’m not a strat-man.” Tommy turns to Wilbur. 
“Wil, are you sure that Hunter’s actually a threat? ‘Cause...” he looks 
at the rampantly ragdolling man gleefully shaving the floor. “...it really 
doesn't look like it.” 


Fundy’s ears perk up. “Why would Dreamy be a threat?” 


Tommy chokes on a laugh. “Dreamy.” 


“Oh, Dweeeamy,” Tubbo sweetly croons. 


Fundy sputters, face going red with embarrassment. “Dreamweaver- 
Dreamweaver's prophet, | meant to say Dreamweaver's prophet-” 


“Sure you did,” Tommy teases. 


“My own son, besotted by a man of God,” Wilbur jokingly despairs. 
“Where did | go wrong?” 


Fundy coughs his throat clear. "Seriously, though. Why would he be 
a threat?" Fundy squints. "Aren’t you guys on good terms?" 


“Oh, my sweet summer child,” Wilbur smiles. “I’m on good terms with 
everyone | don't like. That's what makes everything so fun.” 


Fundy cringes in his father’s direction. “| swear to gods, your 
scheming shit’s gonna get you stabbed one day.” 


“Sounds festive,” Wilbur snarks. 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza looks at Techno expectantly. 


“| forgot my chocolate chips this morning,” Techno eventually says. 


Philza and his crows cackle with laughter. 


“| was- | was shearin’ wood for five ticks and then | went, oh yeah, 
100 thousand coins!” 


Philza starts laughing so hard that he just crashes into Techno’s 
chest. 


Techno pats Philza’s back. “Yeah, yeah, laugh it up. Don’t forget to 
breathe, you raggedy crow.” He turns to Lagos. “What’s your 
excuse?” 


“| also just completely forgot about the duel for five ticks,” Lagos 
confesses. 


“Horrible job, everyone,” Techno concludes. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


craving and consuming chocolate is a common self-medicating 
behavior in those with ADHD because the kick helps them 
focus. 


15. On The Context Of Nothing 
Summary for the Chapter: 


A lot can happen on a weekend break. 


On the fifth day, on the fifth round, the score settles at 3-2 in 
Technoblade’s favor. 


The day is Firesday. 


The dueling stops, for now- to give the arenas time to rest, to give 
the neighboring businesses a weekend to reap the full benefits of the 
crowd, to give people time to go to church if they bother (and most 
people do, these days). 


Besides, there’s a Brood festival. The fighting stops, but the 
festivities haven't. 


And it’s only fair to give the duelists a damn fucking break. 


“Listen, it’s - it’s like... a one point difference,” Lagos insists. “Could 
still go either way.” 


“It could,” Techno levelly says. 


“Noooo!” Lagos sluggishly tugs on one of Techno’s ears. “No, you 
gotta go-” He starts stuttering out a poor mimicry of Techno’s voice. 
“-not even close, baby, Technoblade never dies.” 


Techno pushes Lagos’ drunken doll off him with a loud snort. “Alright, 
that’s enough mead for you.” 


“Says you, Mr. Five Tankards,” Lagos retorts. 


“Alas, you have corrupted me- look at me drinking alcohol. For 
shame upon my ancestors.” Techno waggles his prayer bell in 
Lagos' face. “Driving a priest to temptation. How dare you?” 


“It's your religion,” Lagos hazily points out, “you get to choose the 
sacrament.” 


“Good gods, you sound like Phil." 


Lagos hums. “Mmmmmmmshutup, | demand your cloak.” 


Techno pushes Lagos away again. “And | demand you stop being 
clingy, but we don't get what we want, do we?” 


“Phil doesss,” Lagos insists. 


“Phil romances his own boss,” Techno points out. “That guy’s just 
built different.” He looks up. “And also probably asleep in the rafters. 
| lost track of him a half click ago.” 


“Oh gods, he’s dead,” Lagos drunkenly despairs. “We lost him.” 


his tankard. He pauses. “Hey, you know what, actually, yeah- yeah- 
let's go find Phil.” 


“Mmmm hunt the angel time.” Lagos squints. “Angel- Angelhunt. It’s 
like Hunt but with Angels.” 


Techno huffs and puts down his mug and throws Lagos off his cloak 
and over his shoulder. “Up we go,” He deadpans. “As long as you 
don’t start tryin’ to shoot him. Think of the property value of my poor 
ceiling beams.” 


“I'll have-” Lagos hiccups. “I'll have you know that I’m a responsible 
drinker who removes projectile weapons before drinking.” 


Techno shakes Lagos. 


Several arrows fall out of his jumper. 


“Those are my outside bones,” Lagos decides to say. 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza wakes up to a sea of stars with no particular memory of how 
he got there, or even having fallen asleep. 


This is, fortunately or otherwise, not even that weird, because his 
brain is honestly kind of just Swiss cheese at this point and has 
probably always been. 


So this may as well happen. 


He jumps off The Charon’s cabin roof and flies toward a black sky. 


“Y’ couldn’ ‘ve just let me have my usual spawnpoint?” Philza 
casually asks the empty. “Y’ know | get lost when y’ toss me around 


like that.” 


That would have taken longer, says the voidspun shape suddenly 
flying alongside him. We’Il want to make this quick. 


Philza turns to look at his wife. “Tha’s not like you. What's the rush?” 


Endlantis. 


Philza watches his own breath turn to ice in the cold air. “We reaped 
that place ages ago. There hasn't been a peep out of it since. Did 
the station lock up?” 


Something’s still there, She relays. 


Philza’s wings don’t quite stutter in their flight, but it’s a close thing. 


It might be nothing, She continues. And hopefully it is. But we 
should still check either way. 


Philza thinks of phantom images that have been lingering out of the 
corner of his eye for the past week. Of memories returning to him in 
sudden bursts in a way they haven't for nearly a century. 


“Hopefully it is,” he quietly repeats. “Haven’t been there in a while, 
anyways. Might as well make the trip.” 


The only portals to that dimension are hidden away, She warns. 
You'll need to use the train lines. Philza flies towards Her titanic 
shape, landing in Her waiting hand. Take what you need. The ghost 
of a kiss lingers on his cheek. Be safe. 


Philza smiles even as he feels himself fade. “I try.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza wakes up with his face smacked onto the wooden floor. 


“| told you he was in the rafters again,” Techno might have said. 


“Philllll,” Lagos complains. “You were missing forever.” 


“Like maybe a click at most,” Techno amends. 


“Forever...” 


Lagos' human face is red with alcohol, predictably, but Techno’s 
nose surprisingly has its own level of flush to it. 


“Somebody get me off the floor, ya pack o’ drunkards,” Philza 
demands past his haphazard tangle of limbs. “You got me down 
here, you get me back up.” 


“Oh no,” Techno drawls as he scoops Philza up. “We’ve violated the 
sanctity of the Angel. Lady Death forgive us that She does not smite 
us for this grave sin.” 


“Blessed be,” Lagos drunkenly orates, “to Death and _ Her- 
uuuuuUUUUh- Her favorite stripper.” 


“Blessed be.” Techno solemnly continues. “Moves like Jagger.” 


“I’m th’ best pole dancer on both sides ‘ the living, you fucks,” Philza 
tiredly insists. “Get it right. Gods.” 


“A man of many talents,” Techno praises. 


“A man that hasn’t used his talent in foreverrr ,” Lagos despairs. 


“Th’s wh’t you think,” Philza mutters uselessly into Techno’s shirt. 


Take what you need. Be safe. 


Tomorrow, Philza silently promises as he closes his eyes. 


(Tomorrow. ) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


i want you to know that the arenas they used in the actual 
techno/dream duel are named 

-genesis 

-big chungus 

-krusty krab castle 


16. The Beginning Of The End 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Weekend roadtrip! This can only go well. 


“SO we’re going... to one of your old houses,” Lagos summarizes. 
“To steal all your old shit.” 


“Oh, it’s not mine,” Philza corrects. “I just designed everything. And 
built everything. And am now the only person alive who knows where 
it is.” 


“So we're raiding it?” 


“Is it still raiding if | also made all the keys and doors?” Philza asks. 
“Besides, if he didn’t want me stealin’ all his shit after he up and 
died, shoulda wrote me out of his will while he had the chance.” 


Lagos squints. “Who are you talking about-” 


“And how are we getting there?” Techno interrupts. “I’m totally down 
for grave robbing, | just wanna know what our ride is.” 


“Oh, we just gotta get down past the bedrock layer,” Philza casually 
says. “There’s a void tunnel down in Mojang, we can jus’ hop down 
there real quick.” 


“Since when was there a void tunnel in Mojang?” Lagos asks. 


“Since | made one with a worldspawn glitch and didn’t tell anyone 
about it!” Philza cheerfully answers. “Anyways.” 


Philza leans sharply on his cane, clicking it into place on The 
Charon’s helm. The end crystal engine of the ship’s carved dragon 
head spins to life again and flies them towards spawn. 


“This place doesn’t happen to be in Death’s domain, does it?” 
Techno lightly asks. “Because that’s the only thing | can think of that 
goes down that far.” 


“Nope.” Philza shifts gears as they get in range of the spawn portal. 
“We do have t’ use my train lines t’ get there, though. Whole bloody 
server's inaccessible otherwise.” 


Lagos tilts his head curiously. “You can use Death to travel in the 
living world?” 


“I can,” Philza elaborates, “ ‘cause | made that whole system, made 
everythin’ connect t’gether. Anybody else’d just fuckin’ die.” His foot 
taps on the deck of the boat. “And don’t lean too much off the edge 
of this thing. You lot peek out the boat zone and you're gettin’ yeeted 
by the void.” 


“So where exactly are we going?” Lagos presses. 


“Hold on, hold on,” Philza deflects. “Droppin’ us down.” 


“Wait, already?” Lagos grips the rails. “Is this gonna be slow or-” 


Philza_ shifts his cane with a weighted click and the ship 
unceremoniously drops like a stone into the literal fucking abyss. 


You know. Normal boat things. 


“Okay!” Lagos dares to stand when the boat lands in some starry, 
vaguely water adjacent surface. “Are we done?” 


“Nope,” Philza says as he shifts gears again. “Fair warnin’, this only 
feels like bein’ upside down fer a few ticks.” 


“Phil, what the honest to gods fuck does that mean OH SHIT-” 


Lagos scrabbles for purchase as the boat just- quite literally, it 
upends itself like a duck until it’s all the way upside down. 


The abyss that was once beneath them has now become their 
endless starry sky. 


“Welcome t’ the Under,” Philza bluntly says. “Or the Sleep, the Great 
Night, or Death, or whatever the fuck y’ like t’ call it.” The angel 
waggles his hands with mock flourish. “Yeehaw.” 


“Really, Phil! More warning, please,” Techno stumbles with a loud, 
irritated snort, hands glued to the railing. 


“No,” Philza sweetly croons. 


“You are a terrible tour guide,” Techno emphasizes. 


“Thank you, | try.” 


The Charon skips weightlessly on the wrong side of oblivion, 
unidentifiable shapes swimming just out of vision. The shores are 


lined with asphodel, and red butterflies flit through dark, draping, 
weeping trees. 


Lagos peers at the shapes on the shoreline. “Are those souls?” 


“Mostly, yes.” The ship skates to a halt next to a train station, 
stopping by one side. Philza takes out his cane from the helm and 
hops on the platform, ramming the thing into a different port 
embedded in the walls. 


“Should we get out of the boat?” Techno asks. 


“If you want to die, yes.” 


After a few more ominous clanking noises, a different ice track 
appears on the other side of the station. 


“Service line,” Philza says like that explains anything. “I need t zoom 
around this place somehow.” 


“Are you gonna share with the class where we’re going yet, or are 
you gonna keep being mysterious?” Techno asks. 


“Told you, we’re ransackin’ one of my old places,” Philza helpfully 
answers. 


He hops back on the ship, and as he puts his cane back in the helm, 
the oars of the ship retract, getting replaced with a set of ice runners. 


“So, mysterious it is, then,’ Lagos deadpans. “Great.” He eyes 
Philza’s cane. “Does that thing control everything around here?” 


“This thing controls... pretty much every large enough mechanism 
I've ever made.” Philza taps his chin. “Which would be a good chunk 
of the stuff down here, yes.” 


And now, The Charon is shrieking along an ice track, frozen flecks 
trailing behind them. After the course seems set, a bit of tension 
drops off of Philza’s shoulders. 


“| should probably say that the place is a bit fucked up?” Philza 
warns. “The whole damn server is, really.” A small laugh. “Wouldn't 
expect anything less from something sitting so close t’ the void. 
That's why we gotta take the train lines.” He shrugs. “She tells me 
there used t’ be portals to the dimension, but they’ve all gone and 
been boarded up.” 


Lagos stills, ever so slightly. “Which dimension?” 


“| never knew the name,” Philza lightly says as they head down into 
a tunnel. “I dunno- maybe | did at some point. Tryin’ to think about 
this place is a bit scuffed for some reason.” His antlers click sharply. 
“Here we go again. Doin’ another loopy loop.” 


Lagos stays silent and nods, bracing himself on the rails as the 
dragon-headed ship upends itself like the world’s shittiest duck for a 
second time. He looks up. 


If he’d ever had a heart, it would have stopped right there. 


Pale desolate islands of stone. Warped, bone thin trees laden with 
distorted purple fruits. Barren pillars of obsidian clawing towards an 
empty, colorless sky. 


It’s impossible. 


It wouldn't be- it couldn 't- 


(It couldn’t be anything else, though.) 


It feels like- 


“-The End,” Philza finally remembers. “That’s what he'd called it.” He 
chuckles. “Jeez. Guess that explains why there was end in half the 
names fer random crap.” 


“You knew someone from the End?” Lagos haltingly asks. “You- you 
know an End god?” 


“| was an End god,” Philza says. “Though he was definitely the 
native, between us.” 


The oars are back on the sides of the ship, creaking to life as they 
sail a desolate world. 


“Sounds like you know the place,” Techno notes as he looks to 
Lagos. 


Lagos huffs. “I’m too sober for this.” He summons a bottle of the 
strongest drink he can bother to remember at the moment and pops 
it open. “Nope. Nope- I’m just- I’m just gonna not think about this 
right now.” 


He tips back the bottle into his mouth. 


“Not gonna be bothered.” 


“If you get drunk and fall overboard, I’m lettin’ yer doll die in the 
abyss,” Philza flatly says. 


Lagos wearily squints back at him. “Okay, but consider- | can make 
infinite free booze.” 


A pause. 


“Okay, but only if you share.” 


“Yaaay,” Lagos flatly cheers. He cranes his loose neck up at Philza. 
“Hey, do you have to go to that house place quick?” 


“Not really, no,” Philza easily concedes. 


“Mm.” Lagos takes another swig of his drink. “Wanna see an End 
city?” 


"Sounds like a horrible idea. Let's do it." 


17. Mindjack 
Summary for the Chapter: 
An End city tour goes wrong. 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Accessibility warning for the reading/vision impaired: Brief use of 


exotic text for aesthetic purposes. This text is not meant to be 
conventionally readable. 


“Huh.” Philza’s blue eyes dart around the twisted vine-like silhouette 
of the ruined End city. “So that’s what these places are supposed t’ 
look like.” 


Lagos looks up from teasing the branches of a spitefully thriving 
chorus tree. “Didn’t you just say you’ve been to an End city before?” 


“I've been t’ my End city,” Philza corrects. “He just kinda let me do 
whatever looked aesthetic.” 


“Really?” Lagos asks. “The End gods | remember were pretty 
fundementalist- especially since there were always so few of them 
after-” he looks aside. “-well, after.” 


“Ender liked exotic things.” Philza shrugs as he lays out some chorus 
fruit on a wok. “Especially aquatic stuff. Corals and prismarines.” 


Lagos pauses. “Ender? Your old pantheon was a-” he interrupts 
himself with a hissing breath. “End -er. Ender King. I've even heard 
you speaking Endscript. Fuck, I’m stupid.” 


“Yeah, a bit,” Philza casually agrees. 


“Yooo.” Techno hauls himself up by his climbing pick to where Lagos 
and Philza are. “I killed these really weird giant clams that make you 
float when they shoot at you. Are they poisonous or can we cook 
these up?” 


Lagos looks at the purple shapes in his hands and sighs. “Aw, fuck, 
those things. | don’t even know where these dumbasses came from! 
They just washed up one day and started spreading everywhere!” 


Philza looks at the boxy creatures, eyes widening with silent shock. 
“Oh, wow. These things survived?” 


Lagos whips his head around. “Oh, you know these little shits?” 


“This was-” Philza takes the shulker in his hand, observing the pale 
meat inside. “This was one of Ender’s experiments. He wanted an 


organic source for shulker boxes an’ a way to filter endersprite 
accumulation in high traffic areas. Came up with these bastards.” He 
chuckles. “Of all the things to survive Endlantis. They must've spread 
out.” 


“But can we eat them?” Techno presses. 


“Oh, yeah,” Philza easily says. “Kinda tastes like clams, t’ be 
honest.” 


“Pog.” Techno looks down at the slowly accumulating basket of 
chorus fruit. “What about these things you’re cooking up?” 


“Chorus fruit,” Lagos answers. “It’s the seeds that are good, but | 
really wouldn’t recommend eating them before they’re properly 
popped ‘cause-” 


“Too late, I’m eating the forbidden End fruit.” Techno picks up one of 
the fruits and carelessly pops it in his mouth. “Festive. Kinda tastes 
like a cashew-” 


And then he vanishes into thin air. 


“Five emeralds says he clipped through this wall,” Philza immediately 
says, pointing to the stone behind him. 


Lagos raps his knuckles on the endstone wall. “Techno! You okay?” 


“Yeah!” Techno’s muffled voice answers back after a moment. “| 
found a loot room!” 


“Oh, pog!” Philza leans against the wall. “What d’you got?” 


Lagos tenses. “Techno, wait, don't take anything out of it!” 


“It's fine, bro!” Techno insists, followed by the sound of a chest 
opening. “There’s no ghosts or curses or anything. I’m not feeling 
any bonds coming off the stuff here. There’s just, like- bones and 
gold bits.” 


A pause. 


“Oh, what the hell is this?” Techno mutters. “An armor plate?” 


“TECHNO, STAY AWAY FROM THAT!” Lagos yells. 


“Heh? Why? It’s just kind of crusty- FMT, PwMrsh, 3«lmF 
W «IT <I-” 


Techno’s voice cuts off with an aborted shout- a shout drowned by a 
skittering, rusted noise followed by a dull hollow crunch. 


“Techno?” Philza jumps up. “Tec?!” 


Lagos runs into the building. 


“Nope, nope, nope.” Philza pries at the crumbling bricks with his 
climbing pick an uneasy clicking chirp rolling in his throat. “Don’ like 
that.” 


“Phil, wait, just- wait here.” Lagos insists. “Let me deal with this.” 


Philza narrows his eyes. “Why?” 


“Because if this is what | think it is, | know how to get Techno out 
okay,” Lagos decides. And you really don’t need to see what that 
looks like. 


Philza lets out a strangled trill. “If you don’t both come out quick, I’m 
breakin’ this fuckin’ wall.” 


“I’m counting on it,” Lagos says as he climbs through the window. 


End city buildings are horrifically predictable down to the block. After 
seeing enough of them, anyone can figure out what goes where. It 
doesn’t take too long to find the room that Techno clipped into. 


And every tick Lagos took to get there is still a tick too long. 


Techno’s entire body is curled up on the floor, but his face is still 
weirdly stoic- in spite of the obvious pain shaking at his brows, 
clenching on his teeth. In spite of a sleek black machine forcefully 
clinging onto his back. Four insectoid wings came out of a shining 
shell, stuttering with the piglin’s heartbeat. 


Mindjack. 


“WEN, TEN era <r -« <7,” Techno’s voice whispers. “Ty =] 
WEN ED EP <TD «<I, re TEEN WW, KENT, HENS 
IE EN WW W-” His eye twitches. “ & </ EN E€ f- FI Ee ir- EN €-FN-” 


Lagos shudders, summoning a sword from his inventory. 


“This is gonna hurt,” he gently apologizes as he kneels at Techno’s 
side. “I’m sorry.” He gently wedges his sword into the shrinking gap 
between the machine and Techno and- 


Cut. 


Techno lets out a razor-sharp yelp as the thing detaches. Deep 
purple ichor splutters from a gash in the machine, bleeding out of a 
tube still trying to burrow into flesh it no longer has access to. The 
machine stutters in the ground as Lagos stabs through it again and 
again. 


The wall cracks. 


Philza sticks his head through the new opening. His neck cranes at 
odd angles, eyes unreadable as he looks between the angry hooked 
lines creeping on Techno’s neck, and the writhing thing stubbornly 
clinging to life like a cockroach on the stone floor. 


“Hi, Phil!’ Lagos cheerfully says. “I saved your favorite idiot.” 


Philza crawls onto the walls until he’s within arms reach of the dying 
contraption. He picks it up in his netherite gauntlets, red antlers 
clicking loudly as he inspects it. 


“Phil.” Lagos waves his sword harmlessly. “Phil, | could get like- a 
thank you, or something.” He reaches for Philza’s shoulder. “Or at 
least put that thing down, you're being kind of creepy right-” 


A concerningly hard grip curls on Lagos' wrist. Someone else’s red 
eyes look back at him from out of Philza’s face, frowning at him with 
no real recognition. 


Techno mumbles. “Beni’s not Phil.” 


He braces on his hands as if moving to stand, but stumbles. Philza’s 
head cracks toward Techno, eyes fading back to a familiar blue as 
he lunges down towards him. 


“What the fuck, what the fuck, what the fuck-” Philza’s shaking hands 
hover over Techno’s injuries, wide hollow eyes pouring over his 
friend. “What the fuck was that?” 
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‘m okay,” Techno manages before Lagos shoves a regenpot into 
his mouth. “Got jumped by a really clingy chestplate thing.” 


Philza looks back to the broken contraption on the floor, his wild eyes 
frowning like he hadn’t been holding it himself just a moment before. 
“Ew, what the fuck is that?” 


“Does it matter? It's dead now.” Lagos huffs, taking his sword and 
gently slicing up at a heart like piece of the machine, revealing a 
shard of purple... something. He never was interested in the 
mechanics of the later stage mindjacks, no matter how much they 
tried to teach him. 


(He could never quite stomach the idea of making more.) 


"Let's get out of this complex," Lagos irritably grumbles. "We don't 
want to run into any more surprises." 


18. The Veterans’ Luncheon 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Old men reminisce on war long gone. 


Having fulfilled their quota of mortal peril for the next decade, the 
three of them went back to actually eating lunch like they’d been 
planning to do before all that ensued. Techno takes up the task of 
freeing the salty meat of the shulkers while Philza listens to chorus 
fruit pop open under the closed lid of a wok. 


Techno’s knife pauses in its work. “Okay, now that nobody’s dying, 
can | at least know what just tried to cozy up to my brain bits?” 
Techno dares to ask. “I'd like to avoid that in the future. 3/10, would 
not recommend.” 


Philza’s wings rattle with shock. “IT WHAT?” 


“| mean, who doesn’t want to get up in my mental real estate,” 
Techno jokes, “but jeez, get in line like everyone else. At least buy 
me dinner first.” 


Philza tilts his head at the broken mindjack they’d hauled out with 
them as he pats Techno’s broad face. “That thing’s got a heartshell,” 
he shrewdly notes. “That’s an elytra. A godforged elytra.” 


“It’s a mindjack,” Lagos weakly corrects. “Special brand of fucked up 
godforge. Burrows into your head.” 


“That’s a scuffed kinda efficiency,” Philza grimly says. “Which begs 
the question of why | haven’t seen that kinda shit before t’day.” 


“They never got out of the End and they never will,” Lagos explains. 
“The End is... it’s filled with those types of god forges. Trust me on 
that.” 


“And you know this how?” Techno presses. 


“| imagine Ender would have told you about some of the history,” 
Lagos deflects, turning meaningfully to Philza. “Or at least his 
subjects would.” 


Philza’s face clears with understanding. “Ah. End war.” 


Techno frowns. “Heh?” 


“Old as balls god war,” Philza lightly says. “Fucked up the End six 
ways t’ Shrinesday.” He cranes his head with a sharp smile. “Which 
still doesn’t answer how th’ hell you know anythin’ about it.” 


“’m older than you,” Lagos vaguely offers. 


“Old enough to know about an entire dimension that doesn’t even 
exist in Mojang’s roll call anymore,” Techno bluntly points out. 


“That / only found out about because one of the denizens got a 
trophy crush on me,” Philza adds. “And you bein’ old enough t’ know 
about th’ place don’ excuse y’ knowin’ about their fuckity war crime 
machines.” 


“Because | turned people into puppets! Lagos bursts out. 


Techno and Philza go silent. 


“| was good,” Lagos haltingly says, “at making parts. And making 
them move how | wanted. How others wanted. And when the war 
came, they wanted-” 


Clay fingers shake, dry dust cracking off his fingertips. 


“-they wanted their troops to be more coordinated,” Lagos spits. 
“More connected and communicated.” 


“They told you that you would be saving lives,” Philza hollowly says, 
his words a forgotten echo of flowers and plagues. 


“And... | went along with it. At least for a while.” Lagos holds the 
crystal heart of the elytra out to the light of the cooking fire- showing 
them, imprinted onto it, a very familiar rabbit-like smile. “By the time | 
stopped, my designs had already spread through both sides of the 
war. I’m sorry, Techno.” 


Philza’s pale antlers draw back with muted horror. “That’s why the 
divine host wants your dolls, isn’t it?” 


“The last End war veteran,” Lagos bitterly praises. “The last 
mindjacker. Of course they want my tech, I’m the only person that 
remembers how to make it.” 


“The dolls don't...” Techno flicks over Lagos’ clay body. “...they don't 
mindjack by themselves, right?” 


“As a whole body? These things are empty. Complex enough to 
simulate full living movement and nothing else.” Lagos waggles a 
finger. “But if you started replacing somebody’s parts with these? 
Well, you’d have your own personal puppet on your hands.” 


“Gods,” Philza hisses. 


“The same principles of animation that can bring divine life to the 
lifeless can be used to put emptiness in the minds of that which was 
already living,” Lagos wearily recites. “Half the divinities who want to 
reverse engineer my dolls just want to cheat the landlocking of 
domain gods, but the others... they want loyal subjects. Completely. 
Loyal.” Lagos sighs. “And if they can’t forge loyalty, they'll settle for 
compliance.” 


Philza laughs bitterly, hands clenching around the rewritten ghosts of 
the pantheon branded into his palms. “Some of them don’t even 
know the difference.” 


The wok starts rattling a little perilously. Philza sighs and closes up 
the panel of his cooking slab. The light of the magma inside 
disappears. 


“Well.” Philza opens the wok and starts breaking open the popped 
chorus fruit. “You aren’t that person anymore, are you?” 


“| try not to be,” Lagos says. He squints at Philza’s hands. “How the 
fuck are you just holding that with your bare hands? You barely took 
it off the fire.” 


Philza wiggles his stardusted fingers. “I touch void on a regular 
basis. This is nothing.” 


Techno leans over. “Is the fruit part still edible after it’s gotten cooked 
like this?” 


Philza stuffs some of the discarded fruit in Techno’s mouth. “Fuck 
around and find out.” 


Techno’s mouth snaps around the purple flesh. “It’s all doughy and 
cakey. Kinda chalky. Edible, but chalky.” 


Lagos rifles through the discarded fruit, crumbling it into the water in 
his cup and dragging it over his cracked hands. 


“Oh, that’s pretty smart,” Philza comments. “| remember havin’ t’ use 
purpur plasters in End builds.” He pops a chorus seed nut in his 
mouth. “Fuck, | actually missed these. I’m takin’ a graft of these 
dumb old trees back wit’ me.” 


“What about these guys?” Techno loudly slurps up shulker meat into 
his mouth. “Might be pretty handy.” 


Philza snorts. “Gods, no. They’re just like endermen, they touch 
water and they die.” 


“And they’re assholes.” Lagos agrees. “They’re just absolutely feral. 
You can't train them to not shoot you no matter how well you treat 


them.” 


Philza chuckles. “Had some experience, then?” 


“They are the worst thing ever created.” 


“Certified blursed,” Philza deadpans. “Like most things Ender ever 
made.” 


“At least they don't attack the endermen,” Lagos concedes. “That’s 
the only reason I’m letting them live.” 


“What? Not because you suck at killing them?” Techno challenges. 


“It's not my fault they keep making me float everywhere!” Lagos 
defensively sputters. 


“That sounds like quitter talk, dear listeners.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


magma blocks as the backbone of portable stoves 

(though the design of the chorus fruit was based off the piyata, 
or dragon fruit, it does not resemble one in execution, as a 
chorus fruit item is edible but a popped chorus fruit is not- 
therefore it is the chorus fruit seed that is edible. in this essay i 
will talk about why chorus fruits are pistachios-) 


19. My Endlantis 
Summary for the Chapter: 


All yours and all mine. 


Endlantis reveals itself in pieces. 


Old flagships, sails riddled with holes. A slowly condensing asteroid 
field of scattered End islands, sparsely decorated with dead-end 
streets and empty spires. 


And then the water trickles in. Shining amorphous bubbles caught in 
suspense, shining streams ribboning in the air. Converging. 


All of it culminating in a sunken city. 


The city of bright lights, of corals, of blinding quartz and etched gold. 
Obsidian towers, ancient tunnels, and swirling purpur spires. The 
hallowed bones of ancient dragons laid in artistry on the ground, 
against the mosaic tile of the streets. 


Endlantis, drowned. 


“| think somebody trashed the place while you were gone,” Lagos 
tenuously points out. 


“Nope,” Philza refutes. “It’s exactly how | left it.” 


Lagos pauses awkwardly. “Please don’t tell me you drowned this 
place.” 


“Nah.” Philza brings the ship closer to the top of the city’s waterline. 
“| just drowned with it.” 


Techno leans off the edge of the rails, peering into the illuminated 
darkness of the water below. “This is pretty cool and all, but aren't 
we kind of stuck to just checking out the stuff above the water line? 
Kind of a half wasted effort.” 


“| mean, / don’t need to hold my breath,” Lagos teases. “But there is 
still the problem of visibility. | can’t exactly give myself night vision on 
the fly.” 


Philza rummages through a chest, pulling out several golden carrots. 
“| do have the stuff for night pots if that’s the way you wanna go, but | 
wanna try summat real quick first.” He laughs quietly under his 
breath. “Hope this still works.” 


Philza tentatively hops off the deck and flounders a little gracelessly 
on the surface of the water. 


On the surface. Never sinking under. After a moment of ridiculous 
wing flaps and boneless stumbling, he stands on the still surface, a 
ringing echo of gold pooling around his feet. 


“Ender gave me all sorts of weird perks in this place.” Philza reaches 
for Techno’s hand and pulls the other man beside him on the surface 
of the water. “Normal physics was just too plebeian for his Angel, | 
guess.” 


“| hate this.” Techno shuffles his feet on the rippling glassy water. “I 
hate this so much. I’m standing without ground and | hate it.” 


Philza gives Lagos a glancing high five to drag him down, and soon 
enough the three of them are walking over the top of the city, tailed 
by an endless shadow of crows. 


“There’s definitely some air pockets in some o’ the buildings an’ old 
tunnels,” Philza admits, “but the whole place is blocked up in water 
fer the most part.” He gestures around at the ruins. “Have a look 
around. Take whatever y’ like that ain’t the builds themselves. 
Everything here’s mine now, anyways.” 


Lagos looks with interest at the dragon bones built into the roads. 
“Looks like there might have been a dragon roost here at some 


point. | bet | could still find it.” 


“lll browse,” Techno decides. 


Lagos wheezes. “You'll window shop through Endlantis.” 


“Yes,” Techno bluntly says. He turns to Philza. “What about you? 
Anything in particular you're looking for around here or are you just 
being opportunistic?” 


“The vault,” Philza sharply smiles. “Fucker shoulda wrote me out of 
‘is will while he had the chance.” 


He spins sharply on his feet, sinking into the water below, crows 
diving down after him. 


-<>Y<>- 


The entrance of the King’s vault is hidden under the titanic skull of 
the ancient elder dragon that permeates Endlantis with its towering 
bones. 


The quartz walls of the interior have been waterlogged for ages, 
decaying mineral accumulation dripping from the ceiling in distant 
parody of rainfall. The miniature biomes held as terrarium trophies 
here lay completely untouched by time. 


(Of course they were. Philza built them, after all.) 


Shiny? 


Shiny for me? 


For me? 


“| guess it /s all ours now,” Philza allows. He waves a hand at his 
crows. “Go on. Scatter. Take what y’ want.” 


The starry bodies of Chatters explode to life around him, a 
murmurating mass of feathers pecking at ivories and precious 
stones. 


CRIMES 
CRIMES 
CRIMES 
CRIMEZA 
PIRATEZA 


THEFTZA 


“Is it even theft if all the stuff in here was already stolen?” Philza 
wonders. 


It is if you believe hard enough. 


Philza snickers at the comment as he ponders the moving parts of a 
wooden jewel box. “I might take this. Looks pretty nice.” He looks 
back to his crows and all the jewelry they’re holding in their beaks. 
“I’m not wearin’ all that.” 


Chatters will wear it 


Hang from ceiling shiny go brrrr 


Stab into walls! Free shapes! 


Philza sighs. “There goes my week.” 


A Chatters lands on his arm, dangling a necklace. Shiny for wife? 


WIFE 


Wife? 


Oh wife? 


Philza chuckles lightly. “That | can get behind.” 


A Chatters stomps on a golden earring. Shiny for precious piggy. My 
oink oink. My beloved scrimbly. 


Another holds a pearl in its beak. What about my meow meow? My 
pathetic silly little rabbit? 


The other surrounding crows immediately fluff up and peck at the 
pearl bearing Chatters. 


LAGOS DOESN’T LOVE YOU 
LAGOS CAN’T FUCKING LOVE YOU 


My meow meow, the pearl Chatters despairs. 


HE IS NOT YOUR MEOW MEOW 


Children, please, the Chatters at Philza’s arm sagely intones. /n this 
atheist Minecraft household our only catboy is Philza Minecraft- 


“Right. That’s it. Time out.” Philza slaps his hand over the Chatters’ 
accursed mouth before it can say anything worse. (Like the time they 
all tried to get him to wear a maid dress.) “I shut up for a fuckin’ tick 
and y’ all go t’ shit. If you keep pullin’ this crap I’m gonna have t’ start 
appointin’ moderators.” 


Designated belt crow 


Dear god 


“Shape up, ya little shits,” Philza threatens. 


| nominate myself as best mod crow, the Chatters still at his arm 
says. 


“That wasn’t a job offer, Chatters.” 


I, lan Bealio, do solemnly swear to only use Philza Minecraft’s belt 
for the collective gooa- 


Philza shrieks with laughter, hand clutching at the pillars of the vault. 
“Where the fuck did IAN BEALIO come from?” he wheezes. He leans 
back with a heaving gasp. “Saint’s sakes.” 


lan best mod, Chatters whispers. 


“Jeez.” Philza hobbles further into the vault on his cane. “Yer gonna 
gimme an asthma attack in this dingy fuckin’ hole. Gonna- gonna get 
pneumonia in my old man lungs an’ it'll be all yer fault.” 


You don’t even have asthma! 


“First time for everything, Chatters. Anything could happen.” He 
chuckles tiredly as he moves into the inner room. “One day | could 
just up and...” 


He stops. 


“le.” 


Every crow around him falls silent. Every eye is fixed on the throne 
of the vault. 


The throne of the vault, the skeleton that sits there, and the ghost 
that stands beside it. 


A King’s face turns to an Angel, a quiet smile written in dark eyes. 


Welcome home, Endlantis. What took you so long? 


Notes for the Chapter: 


techno, blathering about agriculture: 

lagos, almost asleep: mmhm yea sure 

Techno: perfect you're the best guinea pig a man can ask for 
lagos, suddenly awake: what 


20. MESSAGE COULD NOT BE SENT 
Summary for the Chapter: 


On the thought of the bewtiched. 


Tubbo scoots closer to Niki. 


“So!” he casually starts. 


“No, | will not turn someone into a frog as a prank,” Niki easily 
denies. “That’s not witchcraft.” 


Tubbo falls off the bench with a loud, bleating noise of complaint. 
“What’s the point of being a witch if you can’t turn people into frogs?” 


“That’s transmutation,” Niki amends, “not witchcraft.” 


“| can make dirt come to life!” Fundy pipes up. 


Tommy pushes down roughly on the older kitsune’s head. “Shut the 
fuck up, we're talking about Niki! Gods!” 


“Then what do you do with your magic stuff?” Jack asks. 


“Magic pastries.” 


“What, like drugs?” Tommy asks. “You're not special, we do that too.” 


Niki sputters with an impolite laugh. “No, no- like- strength, health, 
that kind of thing. We do lots of honey and milk candies for fighting 
curses and poisons, too.” 


“Did your boss teach you magic food?” Tubbo asks. 


“A little,” Niki allows, “but | learn the finer potion stuff from the coven 
Lemon and Honey are in.” 


“Ooh.” Jack’s eyes light up. “Secret witch rituals.” 


“The coven mostly just gets together to collect good ingredients,” 
Niki downplays, pulling her journal to her chest. “It’s not a big deal.” 


“Could you imagine?” Jack jokes. “Eight-year old witch poisons 9 
players in long-forgotten witch conspiracy.” 


“Luring people to their deaths in the woods,” Niki darkly cackles, 
“with promises of sweets and breads.” 


“| mean, I'd fall for it,” Tommy concedes. 


Tubbo snorts harshly. “You'd fall for anything that might get you free 
food.” 


“Ol!” 


Wilbur cracks his head through the open door. “Keep it down, you 
pack of gangly goblins. They’ve got quiet hours in this place.” 


“Quiet hours are for old fucks who are losing their hearing,” Tubbo 
bluntly says. “Like you.” 


Wilbur smirks. “You gonna say that again to Phil?” 


“Where is Phil, anyways?” Tommy turns on the bed to face Wilbur, 
head propped up by his bent arm. “Haven't seen ‘im around all day.” 


Wilbur holds up a flippant hand. “Aw, he fucked off for some day trip 
with his old man friends.” 


“Really?” Jack frowns. “ ‘cause it sounded like he was-” He squints, 
tuning his headset. “Ender? Endermen?” A blink. “Huh. Not even 
endermen. Just ender. Whatever that means.” 


“You probably shouldn't listen to that thing all the time,” Niki warns. 
“Having stuff whisper at you constantly is bad for your head.” 


“My headset going hey /il mama lemme whisper in your ear isn't bad 
for me,” Jack deadpans. “I'm used to it at this point.” 


Wilbur yanks the blanket of the bed, knocking down everyone sitting 
on it. “This place is lights off in twenty tocks. Go buy the midnight 
snacks you think | don’t Know about unless you want to starve 
overnight while you listen to horror shows on the radio.” 


-<>Y<>- 


[WilburSoot has joined.] 


WilburSoot: hey phil 


WilburSoot: haven’t heard from you since you went on that day trip 
with techno and lagos 


WilburSoot: you good? 


WilburSoot: just wanted to check cus i know you can lose track of 
time when you’re by yourself 


WilburSoot: you usually answer back by now 


WilburSoot: get back to me when you see this? Just so i can stop 
being paranoid 


WilburSoot: i Know you’re fine probably but 


WilburSoot: i worry about you sometimes. 
[ERROR. THIS MESSAGE COULD NOT BE SENT.] 
[RESEND? Y/N] 


[WilburSoot has left.] 


21. As Quiet As He'll Ever Let It 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Ender's last goodbye. 


Philza’s eyes go blank. 


“No.” He walks off towards another part of the room. “No, I’m not 
going to touch that.” 


I’m not even sure you could, Ender says. | am dead, as you can 
see. A brow raises. Though | suppose, being what you are, you 
might be an exception to my impermanence. You are an 
exception to many things, after all. 


“I’m seein’ shit again,” Philza mutters under his breath, loudly 
pocketing coins in his inventory. “Ears gone blind. The dementia is 
finally kicking in.” 


Again? Ender’s head tilts as he leans down, his voice gentle as his 
ghost draws closer. Are you alright? Have you been unwell? 


“Don’t- d-don’t do this shit again,” Philza stutters out. 


Do what? Ender softly asks, the illusion of him unhindered by the 
shallow water that drips on the floor. 


Philza looks anywhere else, fingers unevenly tracing the etchings of 
carved stone. “Don’ do that stupid thing again where y’ act like you 
love me, you-” He steps back. “You’re not even here-” 


His back hits the wall, wings uncomfortably mantled against the hard 
stone, feathers shuddering as the ghost of a cold hand gently skates 
across his cheek. 


| don’t think you’ve gone dim just yet, Ender’s’ voice 
dizzyingly, fondly echoes around him. 


Philza’s wings rattle as he leans away from the touch. “Don’ fucking 
touch me,” he haltingly manages. “I-” 


His breath catches oddly in his throat, a ringing rising in his ears just 
like the ache creeping up his antlers. There’s a sudden weight on his 
knees, and he doesn’t know if Benihime wants to knee/ or fuck 
around and find out if a ghost can die twice. 


Another breath. The red tunneling his vision recedes. 


“I’m not here,” Philza laboriously says, “for you.” He turns sharply to 
the skeleton on the throne. “I’m takin’ your soul, an’ your dumb 
fuckin’ bones, and sendin’ you off t’ the fuckin’ empty whether you 
like it or not.” 


I’ve just been left here for so long, Ender presses. 


YOU LEFT ME! the Angel of Death loudly shrieks, wings snapped 
open at his sides. YOU LEFT ME FIRST! He slams his cane into the 
waterlogged tiles. Y’ LEFT ME, AN’ Y’ USED ME, AN’ YOU- 


His voice breaks halfway to a sob. 


- and then you died. 


Ender’s dark eyes almost look sad. Philza. 


“I don’ want t’ hear it,” the Angel’s voice warbles. “/ don’ want t’ hear 
what you have t’ say.” 


With one swift wingbeat, he stands at the arm of Ender’s throne, 
talons curled through the skeleton’s eye sockets. 


The ghost of Ender bows his head, and Philza cannot find it in 
himself to mourn the quiet acceptance of the gesture. Goodbye, 
Philza. 


Hooked fingers pull through empty sockets. The neck of the skeleton 
snaps. A King’s skull lies in an Angel’s hands. 


And Ender is gone. 


“Bye, mate,” Philza whispers, half a step too late. 


He hops off the arm of the throne, the fingers of one hand still 
hooked through Ender’s skull. 


“Let’s go find my old tower,” Philza says to his crows. “See if any of 
my stuff is left. | think we’re done here.” 


22. Silly Little Rabbit 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Normal and sane. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


This chapter contains screen-reader compatible exotic text. 


“So did you find any dragon eggs?” Techno asks when they return to 
The Charon’s deck. 


Lagos shuffles something through his inventory. “I didn’t find 
anything out of the ordinary.” 


“The classic non-answer.” Techno snorts harshly. “Alright then, keep 
your secrets.” 


“What did you get?” Lagos asks. “I’d stay away from the robes and 
cloaks if you grabbed any, those things have unstable teleportation 
magic on them.” 


“| got a whistle,” Techno says. 


A silence. 


“A whistle,” Lagos repeats. 


“Yes ; ” 


“You had the untouched loot of an ancient city from another 
dimension at your hands,” Lagos emphasizes, “and you got a 
whistle.” 


“Sure did,” Techno bluntly surmises. 


Lagos drops his hand to the rails. “Alright, fair enough.” 


“I’m gonna be so good at dogs,” Techno enthusiastically says. “Birds, 
even. Probably birds.” A pause. “Mostly birds. The dogs will need to 
be trained.” 


“Speaking of birds,” Lagos giggles. “Where’s Philza’?” 


And speak of the Angel, he appears. Or rather, Chatters does, which 
as the nebulously scattered infinite of Philza’s mind, probably counts. 


(Maybe.) Said murmurating cloud of crows has come bearing gifts- 
mostly simple jewelry and various foreign coinage. 


“Oh, hey!” Lagos opens his hand, watching a small obsidian disc fall 
into his palm. “Obi coins. Didn’t think they still made those.” 


“Maybe Ender was a coin collector,” Techno offers. “Who knows?” 


Another Chatters hops up and drops a pearl and ring into Lagos’ 
hand, wagging its tail. Another crow immediately snatches the ring. 
Another, entirely unrelated crow drops a green wig on Lagos' clay 
head. 


Such is life. 


“Its kind of weird that the crows are here before he is,” Lagos 
comments as he shakes the wig off his head. “It is weird, right? That 
isn’t a thing that happens often?” 


“Or he’s already here and we just haven’t noticed yet,’ Techno 
guesses. 


“Where, though?” Lagos asks. “There's literally nowhere else to land 
but the deck-” 


A netherite claw curls onto the rails as Philza climbs up the side of 
the ship. From where, one might wonder? How'd he get there? Who 
knows. Maybe he hung off the bottom, like an incredibly nice and 
friendly little spider. This is completely normal, sane, and harmless 
behavior. 


See? He’s smiling with his big ol’ wide eyes and that'd be Benihime, 
not Philza. 


The point still stands. That there is a friend shape. Such a friendly 
shape! One of the friendest shapes to ever grace Techno’s piglin 
eyes. 


There is, however, the very minor problem that Benihime and Lagos 
are now existing in the same space. Lagos the Dreamweaver, who 
for all Benihime knows is a random, armed, and dangerous 
possessed piece of clay standing too close to Techno. Techno, who 
Benihime totally isn't just a little paranoid and overprotective about. 


This can only go well. 


“Hi, mate,” Benihime says. (This is at least a good, non-murderous 
sign.) It then proceeds to unceremoniously throws a large, oddly 
shaped enderman skull on the deck. (This is a bad, slightly more 
murderous sign.) 


“Hello, Benihime. What do you have?” Techno decides to ask his 
friend, because asking about a suspicious interesting object will at 
least temporarily delay attempted pottery homicide long enough for 
Lagos to keep at least three (3) of his limbs. 


“Milkshake.” It holds up a cup of mysterious origin. “Il fought the boys 
in the yard for it.” 


Techno frowns. “Like just now, or-” 


“An amount of days ago. Maybe. Probably.” Benihime thwacks its 
cane on the large skull. “And bones! | found my ex-husband's 
bones!” Benihime cheerfully says, like that helps literally anything 
about what Techno has to unpack here. (It doesn’t. It just makes 
even more to unpack.) 


Lagos snaps his head toward the skull. “That’s Ender?” He leans 
over. “I’ve never seen an enderman skull like that! Jeez, how tall was 
that guy?” 


“Yeah,” Benihime vaguely answers with a nostalgic smile. 


“Okay, I’m gonna stop this real quick-” Techno pinches the bridge of 
his nose. “Either you and Phil had a way different relationship with 
the guy than you ever said before, or you’re doing that thing again 
where you just say words, because last | checked Ender was not 
your ex-husband.” 


“Probably.” Benihime absolutely did not clarify, at all. 


“Benihime, please,” Techno implores, “this is such a bad look, bestie. 
You can't just say you're a whole entire widow and not elaborate.” 


Benihime cackles loudly. “He was very tall an’ very nice, but only 
sometimes. Which is kind ‘f like my wife, but not good enough.” 
Benihime’s antlers swivel back loudly as its smile drops into a low 
hiss. “Not good enough, not fuckin’ good enough, there was 
never enough, | COULD NEVER-’ 


It roughly slaps itself in the face. When its head snaps back to 
Techno, the smile is back in place. 


“Opposite of my wife. So he gets to be the ex-husband. And also 
dead.” 


Techno raises his hands in remission. “Sheesh, okay, I'll stop 
prodding.” 


Lagos squints. “So this is Beni, right? This is-” His gaze flicks up and 
down. “-this is something. | don’t know what this is. There’s 
something going on here, right?” 


Benihime’s neck cracks when it whipped around to stare at Lagos. 
"What the fuck is that thing?" Benihime sharply tilts its head, 
antlers clicking inquivisitively. "That's not- that's not a person, what 
the fuck is that thing?" 


It takes a threatening step towards Lagos. Well, not threatening per 
se. Benihime was less looking at Lagos like something to bother 
threatening and more a rabbit that might make a really funny noise if 
it decided to rip out his throat. 


Which still isn’t ideal. 


It'd be funny tho 

Let! It! Kill! 

Redza can have one (1) murder. For enrichment purposes 
As a treat 
A treat for me specifically 

Treats for everyone 


(Communist theme intensifies) 


“That's just Lagos,” Techno stresses past the jeering of his chorus, 
“who Philza brought on a fun little roadtrip.” 


“Not that we're, like- friends or anything-” Lagos lets out a squeak as 
Benihime's war claws unfurl around its hands. 


"That's a godforge," Benihime bluntly says. "Why are you following 
my friend, little godforge? Who sent you?" 


“Benihime, if you kill my dueling opponent before | finish dueling him, 
I’m going to be mildly upset,” Techno quickly says. 


“Only mildly?” Benihime challenges. "He looks like he's bothering 
you. | don't like him." 


“Well, it wouldn't actually kill him,” Techno concedes. “But we are on 
a schedule, and death would cause so many delays. Think about my 
clout, Benihime. My poor, fickle, fragile clout.” 


Benihime nictitates its eyes slowly. “Okay.” 


And then it quickly bats Lagos' floating head hard enough to knock 
the stupid orb into literal orbit, snapping back into eventual rightful 
place like a boomerang. 


“In my defense, | thought it would be funny,” Benihime flatly says. It 
pats Lagos' head. “Look at you, you're like a silly little rabbit. White 
and round.” 


Lagos wheezes weakly. “What the fuck just happened?” 


“A funny magic man,” Benihime continues. “A sad little clay boy, 
even.” 


Techno huffs a laugh. “An incredibly sad and pathetic little not-man. 
A dirt hobo, if you will.” 


“?’m taller than you!” Lagos spitefully points out to Benihime. 


Benihime’s massive starry wings settle loudly behind it. “Are you?” 


Lagos turns to Techno. “Techno, tell Phil’s shitty sleep paralysis 
demon to stop hatecriming me.” 


“It's cute that you think | have any control of this supposed sleep 
paralysis demon,” Techno deadpans. 


“Evil,” Lagos says as Benihime experimentally bats at his head like a 
cat. “Evil, both of you.” 


“| think | can learn to like your dueling partner, Techno.” Benihime 
chuckles. “ 


SCY mCP 


T Y7108 TYPBCUNITY) JILY POI? AYBS 


Techno’s mouth flattens, eyebrows raised. “Maybe dial back on that 
a little bit, not everyone’s cool with morbid compliments.” 


“What?” Lagos asks. “What did he say?” 


“| refuse to repeat that for moral reasons,” Techno decides. And he 
didn't. 


“Anyways! | don’ want t’ learn t’ drive,” Benihime suddenly says, 
holding up a hand in a peace sign. “Bye, mate.” 


With little more warning than that, the Angel’s body tips back. 


“Woah!” Lagos catches the man by the shoulders. “You good?” 


“Why th’ fuck do | want rabbit meat all o’ the sudden?” Philza wearily 
hisses. 


Lagos stills. “Uhhh-” 


Philza, now registering the hands on his body, roughly pushes 
himself back. “Don’ stand me up like that. ‘M not a bloody eyas.” He 
looks at the skull laying on the deck. “Okay, that’s jus’-” A quick 
laugh. “We don’ have time t’ unpack all that.” 


“Are you good to drive?” Techno makes sure to ask. 


“I’m fine, mate.” Philza drags a hand across his face, letting out a 
long warbling noise. “Ech. Fuckin’ brain soup moogling m’ eyes up.” 


“Do | get an explanation for any of that?” Lagos asks. 


“My service animal is haunted and | can’t get a refund,” Philza flatly 
lies. 


“That doesn’t explain anything at all!” Lagos complains. 


“Good.” Philza clicks his cane back into The Charon’s helm. “Fair 
warnin’, mans gonna be a scuffed driver fer a bit.” 


“Couldn't you wait until your brain settles down more?” Techno 
reasonably offers. 


“| mean | can,” Philza concedes, “but | don’ want to.” 


Lagos pokes Philza in the arm. “I’m banning you from eating rabbit 
meat.” 


Philza hums absently. “Shame.” 


“Phil-” Techno nervously broaches. “Phil, you’re not gonna do that 
thing where we just drop into the void again, right?” 


No response. 


“Right?” 


Philza shifts gears. “Let's chase that Tokyo Drift, kings.” 


“PHILZA-” 


23. The Difference 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Hopefully it will all End soon. 


“Hey, can we take a quick pit stop?” Lagos suddenly asks. 


Techno looks flatly at Lagos past his netherite mask. “In the End.” 


“Pit stop.” 


“For a boat that runs on End crystal magic,” Philza skeptically adds. 


“Pit stop.” 


“Am | allowed to know what the pit stop is,” Philza asks, “or are you 
just gonna jump outta th’ boat or summat?” 


“| need to check on someone.” Lagos stills. “Some thing. Not- not 
exactly someone- anymore.” 


Techno raises his eyebrow. “Does it have to do with the totally not an 
egg?” 


“What are you, a cop?” Lagos retorts. 


“Not the last time | checked,” Techno answers. “You on the other 
hand, Mr. Prophet of the Dreamweaver, are horrifically cop- 
adjacent.” 


“| only train the cops,” Lagos insists. “I myself am but a self- 
respecting godly interloper whispering in the king's ear.” 


“How’s that been workin’ out?” Philza wonders. “Seem’s a bit dicey t’ 
get up in mortal political shit.” 


Lagos sighs. “I’m retiring from it soon, | have to focus on something 
else.” 


“That's not even retirement, that’s just switching jobs.” Techno 
Casually crosses his arms. “You need to take a real retirement arc 
sometime.” 


“I’m too old for a retirement arc,” Lagoc bitterly asserts. “I'll just keep 
working, and then one day I'll die.” 


“Boomer,” Techno snarks under his breath. 


“Just for that, I’m leaving,” Lagos decides. “I’m gonna just fly the rest 
of the way myself, you don’t get to see my cool secret hideout.” 


“No, my content!” 


Lagos stands on the railings of the deck and flips Techno off. 
“Boomer god out.” 


He falls off the rails and turns into a green parrot, flying out towards 
the distant islands. 


Not that it isn’t fun to pretend he’s being petty (and maybe he even 
is), but after everything else that’s been pulled out of him today, he’d 
rather keep this last thing to himself. 


Jean’s island looks even worse than the last time he left it. 


The land is breaking apart at the seams. Violent claw marks swipe at 
aged stone. One of the obsidian towers has started leaning 
precariously, its end crystal rotating at unruly angles. Purple eyed 


endermen skitter frightfully away from Lagos, even in this small 
harmless form. 


Jean, at least, is asleep- even if restlessly so. The dark starscape 
bleeding out of the gouges she’s scratched into her snout don’t 
exactly imply a sense of peace. Nor does the cracked moon dragon 
egg nestled under her wing. The glossy surface is littered in 
spiderweb fractures, staining the obsidian colors with dull greys and 
bone whites. 


She must have broken the poor thing during one of her episodes. 
(She’s been having more and more of those, lately.) Dragon eggs 
are nearly indestructible, but almost nothing is unbreakable in the 
face of a draconic domain god. 


“Hey, girl.” Lagos whispers getting closer to her and the cracked egg. 
“You’ve had a rough night, huh?” 


Jean takes a heaving, labored breath, but she doesn’t stir, her wing 
shifting easily when Lagos teases it open to get closer. 


The hole in the damaged, speckled egg is pretty damning. With the 
lack of any accompanying body, though, this must have happened 
quite a while ago. She doesn’t seem to have realized. 


But she will eventually. Lagos would rather spare her the heartbreak, 
while she’s still able to feel it. 


He despawns the discolored black and white eggshell from her 
grasp, though it’s a bit more troublesome than it used to be. Jean’s 
control over the server is slipping, and with it, what little control she 
lends him. 


He gently takes the new egg out from his inventory. 


Purple eyes hazily open. Lagos is little more than a baby dragon in 
the time it takes for Jean to realize he’s there. She quietly snuffs his 
face and goes back to sleep. 


When he leaves, he leaves behind a dragon and her egg, exactly as 
he found it. (She will never Know the difference.) 


24. The Tie 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The gods just wonder. 


The sixth round ties 3-3. 


Technoblade and Lagos, evenly matched. The last four rounds could 
practically be a coin toss. 


And the divine host is quite interested in finding out how it lands. 


The Dreamweaver- domain keeper, disrupter, mindjacker. An old god 
with secrets and skills that could shake the divine host forever, and 
he used it for playing puppets. 


The Angel’s passing interest in him was a surprise, but not a baffling 
one. For that is how the Angel has always been in his ways with 
other divinities- fleeting, friendly interest with few lasting exceptions. 
Of course the Dreamweaver’s stirring of chaos would catch Death’s 
impassive eye. 


The Covenant’s fascination was a stranger puzzle. 


For while attempting to understand the motive of Death was a 
forever lost cause, Blood was not the same. The Blood of the 
Covenant, for all his violent divine debut upon the world, was a god 
tied to fairness, balance, consistency. 


The Dreamweaver’s chaos seemed so at odds with that. 


They asked the Covenant why he would so suddenly duel the 
Dreamweaver. 


“To see what would happen,” he had said. 


“And nothing else?” the gods had asked. 


The Covenant might have paused. 


“In my defense, it’s kind of funny,” he added. 


Truly, the Covenant’s goals are beyond anyone’s understanding. 


(Except perhaps the Angel of Death. Who can say?) 


25. The Rabbit Hunter's Discount 


Summary for the Chapter: 


For enrichment purposes, of course. 


“So what is Benihime?” Lagos asks. 


“Technically, it’s Philza’s elytra,” Techno explains. “Or it comes from 
the elytra. All the nerves and thoughts of it blended into him like a 
weird pasta. Or a parasite.” He shrugs. “We’re not really sure how it 
happened. Apparently, there's other cases like them in mortal 
elytron, but it's not well researched." 


“The elytra is possessing him?” 


“It's not really a solid on/off switch?” Techno hesitantly corrects. 
“More of a sliding scale, as far as | can tell. They're not the same 
person, but they aren't different people.” Techno waves a flippant 
hand. “It doesn’t really come out the way you saw all that often in the 
first place.” 


Lagos hums. “Well, it was certainly an interesting encounter. 
Wouldn't mind running into it again.” 


“Since it came out that much in Endlantis, it'll probably hop in a few 
more times before it dips out.” Techno frowns. “But | wouldn’t count 
on that. Phil doesn’t like letting it run into people the way you did.” 


Lagos tilts his head at the thought. “You were tense when that 
happened.” 


“There are things that no one should be forced to share,” Techno 
simply says. “That's all.” 


“Even to a friend?” Lagos wonders. 


“Especially to a friend.” Techno stands. “Next round’s coming up. I'll 
see you when the arena gates open.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


[rabbit_season started whispering to you.] 


rabbit_season: phil phil phil 


Ph1LzZA: Hello again fake rabbit man. 


rabbit_season: what the fuck 


Ph1LzA: You forgot about me already, little rabbit? I’m hurt. Shocked. 
Tearing my feathers with grief. The fragile pride of the Reaper’s Bride 
will never recover. 


rabbit_season: Beni...hime? Right? 


Ph1LzA: my feathers miraculously return and my pride ascends to 
untold levels. I’m validated and memorable. Gods fucking bless. 


rabbit_season: well you’re a certified weirdo 


Ph1LZA: Says the clay rabbit. Are you even a person under there? 


rabbit_season: rude. 


Ph1LZA: that little soul rummaging in that godforge leaves much to 
be desired. | assume whoever i’m actually talking to is safely 
somewhere else. 


rabbit_season: | am mostly elsewhere, yes. 


rabbit_season: Why are you asking? 


Ph1LzA: you tell me. You’re the weirdchamp whispering me out of 
nowhere 


rabbit_season: | was expecting phil 


Ph1LZA: and yet here we are! Life is beautiful like that. 


rabbit_season: sorry, I'll just text back when phil’s here. 


Ph1LZA: ah but then you don’t get to talk to ME! 


rabbit_season: do i want to talk to you 


Ph1LzA: | think you do :) you looked at me very strangely earlier, 
didn't you. 


rabbit_season: | was not expecting you. 


Ph1LzA: and then you kept looking at phil all day after that. because 
you were wondering if i would come back. 


rabbit_season: well you sure did come back. 


Ph1LzZA: sure did. 


rabbit_season: so like, are you always around or do you just appear 
sometimes 


Ph1LzA: i don’t really ever leave. But whenever i take the reins 
varies a bit. 


Ph1LzA: of course there was all that with ender, so i HAD TO 


rabbit_season: you're around but you didn’t know who i was? 


Ph1LzZA: idk m8 if you’ve been around it’s been a while. Gonna be 
honest we've got a bit of a swiss cheese brain up here 


rabbit_season: ok cool. Do you have all of phil’s abilities too? 


Ph1LZA: still the angel of death the last i checked. why 


rabbit_season: So...i’ve had this idea but phil never lets me do it 


Ph1LzA: neat. Why am i doing it 


rabbit_season: well you’re your own person aren’t you? May as well 
ask 


Ph1LZA: I’m a person. 


rabbit_season: cool! 


Ph1LZA: what's the idea m8? 


rabbit_season: well you can already tell this isn’t the real me. But this 
thing does have my real soul bits in it. | don’t want that running 
around doing whatever, i just want it for the duel 


rabbit_season: so entirely hypothetically 


rabbit_season: If i don’t want to deal with the commute of getting this 
thing back home 


rabbit_season: you could just kill me 


Ph1LZA: last i checked most people want to live 


rabbit_season: it won't KILL ME kill me it'll just toss my soul bits back 
to my actual body 


rabbit_season: also you get free body parts (courtesy of me). This 
doll’s so old it'll probably break as soon as i leave it anyways 


Ph1LZA: i do like free body parts 


rabbit_season: you’d be doing me a favor! | get home quick and you 
get free stuff! 


Ph1LZA: well if that’s it then what’s phil’s problem with it 


rabbit_season: i don’t know he’s just weird about it??? 


rabbit_season: maybe don't tell him i asked, he’s probably just 
gonna be weird again 


Ph1LzA: i mean you're asking me. Phil’s got nothing to do with it. | 
guess that tracks 


rabbit_season: cool cool 


rabbit_season: i'll be seeing you after the duel then? 


Ph1LzA: sounds like it. Bye m8 


[You have stopped whispering to rabbit_season. This whisper will be 
lost when you exit this channel.] 


[Ph1LzA has left] 


[Clearing whispers...] 


26. You Are Worth Hell. 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(By gods, Techno can only hope it's true.) 


When Technoblade was a child, he heard voices singing, and his 
sounder heard with him. 


As that sounder died, piece by piece, that singing of an ancient 
chorus slowly rose into an angry, savage scream. Fading between a 
wail and a whisper and it never, ever stopped. 


He’d lived with it, for a time. 


And then Philza had fallen out of the sky, and Techno lived. 


He lived. He lived. (He lived.) 


For you the world, Phil, because the Angel of Death had given it to 
him first. The Angel of Death has given the Blood of the Covenant 
the means to walk out of the Nether to a thousand thousand worlds 
and live - and it would have been enough, but still he gave more. 


Because Philza lived too. 


To the gates of hell, Philza had said- has said, a thousand thousand 
times over their countless lifetime. 


Techno thinks he knows now what that really means. For the man 
shrouded by death, brittle soul guaranteed the endless eternity of the 
stars, there will be no greater hell but life itself. 


The Angel will forever dance on the edge of Death, but he lives. He 
suffers and slips and shatters, but he lives, never taking the final 
plunge that would place him at his Lady’s side forever. 


(It would be easy. So easy to simply sleep forever. Techno can see it 
every time the man closes his eyes.) 


It had been Philza who asked Techno to live all those years ago, but 
it is Techno’s continued existence that asks Philza to live in turn. 


Technoblade never dies, because the Angel of Death will not let him- 
because if he did die, the Angel’s grief would tear apart the world 
that dared, and follow him to the end of life itself. 


And Techno knows it. And he knows, deep down, that he is no better. 


For you the world, and may Death’s Angel never die, because 
Technoblade will give Philza the universe even if he has to send it to 
its grave to do it. 


For you the world, and yet all this time, there has been the one thing 
he has not yet given. 


It would have been impossible once. Once, long ago, the chorus of a 
young soulsinger’s mind would have been able to stay his hand. 


(And it did. Oh, it did, so many times.) 


But every day, every year, every slowly marching century, the weight 
of the chorus... shifts. 


As his power ages, the chorus grows around him rather than over 
him. The sea and stream still ever vast, but he himself more able to 
tread its waters. 


It pains him less and less to speak their name. 


More and more that they are less the master of him, and that he is 
the master of them. 


(He could do it. He could say it. He actually could, couldn't he?) 


“Hey.” Techno stops Philza’s hands right as they move to fix at his 
cloak. “Thanks for being here.” His eyes drift to the gathered noise of 
countless divinities. “I know it gets a little difficult.” 


“Yes, well-” A scarred body sways lightly on the balance of a cane. 
An aged face smiles, like it was just on the edge of sleep. “T’ the 
gates o’ hell.” Blue eyes turn wistful. “No matter where that hell takes 
us.” 


Let me be worth hell, Techno does not say. Hear the song in me and 
let it be worth what it costs you to live. 


“You horrible old man,” Techno says instead, a softened smile 
hidden under his mask. “Eat bread and fall off a balcony. Don’t be so 
dramatic.” 


27. Oh, | Hate That Guy! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The final round. 


WilburSoot: did Techno really just fucking say “that’s at least 12 
pizzas” to the prospect of winning 100 grand 


PhiLzA:WHEEZE 


WilburSoot: don’t ASTHMA at me, you OLD FUCK, ANSWER ME 


Ph1LZA: he’ s not wrong, it is at least twelve (12) pizzas 


WilburSoot: this motherfucker!!! Can look at a potato field!!! And now 
exactly how much POTATO TIME has passed!!! 


WilburSoot: AND CAN’T BE BOTHERED TO DO PIZZA MATH 


Ph1LzA: You're surprised? 


WilburSoot: ... 


WilburSoot: no 


-<>9Y<>- 


This is a fight first, a show second. 


A fight doesn’t take long- Wilbur’s known that since before he could 
read. Having been raised on Techno and Philza’s sparring, perpetual 
witness to more tourneys than he could count, he knows that any 
fight often ends within the first few strikes. 


The final round of a godly duel was never going to be different. 


The sheer size of the arena complicates their timeframe- it gives 
ample room for Techno and Lagos to run each other ragged, to 
knock each other clear across the field with their strikes, and they 
do. 


Lagos' axe swings are loaded with unnatural flexibilities and 
serpentine bursts of movement while Techno’s low-set stance stalks 
around the pillars like a pacing animal. 


It ends just as it began- a burst of movement, a tackle dragged a 
moment too long under the brunt of godly strength. 


A broken shield on the ground and an axe pointed just over the 
Dreamweaver’s throat. 


6-4. 


The Blood of the Covenant wins. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Technoblade rips off his mask, braid spilling loose from the sudden 
jostling of movement. His chest heaves. 


“Oh, gods.” A wheeze. “Oh, my heart. I- | genuinely cannot process 
this.” 


Lagos re-adjusts his shirt. “Congrats, Techno.” 


“Thank you,” Techno breathlessly manages. 


“You outplayed me,” Lagos simply says. “You did amazing!” 


“Thank you,” Techno reiterates. “You did- you did really well, as well.” 
He leans in. “I’m gonna be honest- | thought | was gonna lose this, 
not gonna lie.” 


Lagos snickers. “You’re being well-worded.” 


Techno weakly bats Lagos' head. “Shut up, I’m processing. I’m all 
worded out.” 


-<>Y<>- 


THIS WAS A VERY EPIC FIGHT! I'M GLAD YOU GUYS CAN STILL 
BE FRIENDS, AND | THINK WE SHOULD EXPRESS TO THE 
AUDIENCE THAT THIS WAS FOR FUN- 


“Absolutely.” 


“Yeah.” 


“No beef.” 


“No, I- | hate Technoblade, | hate him so much.” 


“Oh, | hate that guy-” 


28. One For The Scrapbook 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Just for the Mojang records, you know. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


As with all images posted in aenor_llelo's official content, this 
image is screen reader compatible. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


| drew this quite a while back for WolfyTheWitch's 
#namelessDTIYS, but using a pre-ascension design for Techno 
at the time to avoid Orphan's Path spoilers. It was, however, 


always intended to be released later as part of the dueling arc, 
so now you can see it as it was truly intended to look! 

Here's Wolfy's original image. You can find my original DTIYS 
entry on my Discord. 


29. Like Some Kind Of Sleeper Agent 
Summary for the Chapter: 
The Dreamweaver's briefest of sleeps. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Notice for screenreaders: brief use of kaomoji. 


[rabbit_season has joined.] 


rabbit_season: no im not making milk 2: electric boogaloo thats 
illegal 


Ph1LzA: On my way. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Hi, mate,” Benihime cheerily greets from The Charon’s deck. “Fancy 
seein’ you here.” 


“Did you really have to make me text that?” Lagos asks. 


“It's gonna be really funny when Philza has t’ look at that later,” 
Benihime says, “so yes.” 


Lagos shrugs. “Your brain roommate, | guess.” 


A silence. 


“SO are you just gonna go for it,” Lagos wonders, “or...” 


“You're th’ one that wants t’ up an’ die,” Benihime points out. “Not 
me. Pick somethin’ an’ we'll just go from there.” 


Lagos lets out a thoughtful noise. “Definitely not being stabbed. 
That’s how | died /ast time. It was pretty boring.” 


“| could jus’ snap yer neck,” Benihime offers. 


Lagos tilts his head. “What, choke me out? Breathing’s kind of a 
cosmetic thing with these doll bodies, it doesn't really do much.” 


“You have a neck,” Benihime insists. “It'd be easy t’ just-” 


It flexes its taloned hands vaguely. 


“..Are you trying to imply you could snap my entire neck with your 
bare hands?” Lagos slowly asks. 


“Ye : ” 


“How?” 


“Am bird,” Benihime bluntly answers. “Perch grip go brrr.” It gestures 
around with its hands. “Pretty standard elytron thing. Or it used to be. 
Philza’s got a whole sick hobby o’ snappin’ phantom necks when 
they fly too close t’ the ship.” 


Lagos hums. “Mm. Interesting.” 


“Did you do all the stuff you wanted to do?” Benihime asks, maybe 


just a step too late. “It'd suck t’ leave if you’ve got anythin’ hangin’. 


“Eh.” Lagos waves off the idea. “I already said my goodbyes.” Green 
eyes look to the side. “Dragging it out any more than that would just 
make it more painful than it has to be.” 


The Angel of Death tilts its head. “Alright. If that’s what you want.” A 
stardust hand curls gently into Lagos' neck. “Bye, mate.” 


Lagos never even gets the time to run out of breath before his tether 
shatters. 


A soul scattered into everything and nothing at once. 


No sky above. No ground beneath his feet. 


For that single moment, the Dreamweaver was not the world, or the 
trees, or the light, or anything. 


Just a dream. 


Nothing more or less. 


And when he wakes somewhere back in the heart of his own 
worldspawn (and he does)- quickly, almost jarringly painlessly- it 
almost feels a thousand moments too soon. 


-<>9Y<>- 


rabbit_season: It was nice to meet you Benihime. | hope we meet 
again sometime! 


Ph1LzA: haha what the fuck?? 


rabbit_season: don’t worry about it :) 


Ph1LZA: hey. Hey m8 why the fuck do i have clay dust all over me 


rabbit_season: you tell me phil 


Ph1LzA: why are there finger joints arranged by size order on my 
table 


rabbit_season: | don’t judge your hobbies 


PhiLzA: ONE OF YOUR EYES IS STARING LIFELESSLY AT ME IN 
A JAR? 


PhiLzA: lM SO SORRY? 


rabbit_season: don’t worry about it i donated those to you. if you 
don't want them pls pulverize them. 


Ph1LZA: no they’re mine now 


rabbit_season: Then there’s nothing to worry about! 


Ph1LzA: do i get any context for this or am i just gonna have to live 
with my new old man moment 


rabbit_season: Beni and | had fun together! 


PhiLzA: ah i see. Meat pumpkin moment 


rabbit_season: You're still banned from rabbit meat. 


Ph1iLZA: is that a challenge 


rabbit_season: 


Ph1LzA: don’t rabbits at me i can do the Funny Numbers too 87 87 
87 :> >> :> 


rabbit_season: “Funny Numbers” 


(0)> 


Ph1LzA: <(o) moment over 


[Ph1LzA has left] 


rabbit_season: peak eloquence here. I’m swooning. 


[Ph1Lza has joined.]| 


[Ph1LZA has blocked you.] 


[Ph1LzA has left] 


rabbit_season: WHEEZE 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza’s claws tap irritatedly along the table as he stares at a 
disassembled porcelain hand. 


He feels his wings curling hesitantly around him. Did | do something 
wrong? 


No, he echoes back, not you, | just- He takes a deep breath. I don’t 
like it. | don’t like that he asked you to do that. 


He said you’d be weird about it. 


He did, did he? 


He said he told you about it, but you never wanted to do it. Philza 
feels his own head tilting with someone else’s thought. And | did it 
instead. Do you not like that? 


| don’t. There were reasons | didn’t want either of us to do that. 
Philza picks up a clay finger joint in his hand. He knows full fucking 
well he shouldn’t go around getting himself killed. His server 
can’t afford it. 


But it doesn’t kill him, Benihime points out. So... 


| don’t like that he’s trying to cheat it. Philza leans back. And | 
don’t like that the first thing he does after finding out you’re 
here is to see if he can get you to do things | say no fo. 


His wings still. 


Sure, Philza dares to concede, he only used it to hurt himself this 
time. But we both know how it went the last time someone had 
those kinds of ideas. 


Should we not like him, then? 


Philza hums. 


“| think,” he finally says aloud, “we should step back from him a little 
from now on. If his respect for us only matters until he wants 


something we won’t give, that’s- / don’t like that. | don’t want to find 
out how deep that rabbit hole goes.” 


He seems like a very silly god. 


“He’s always been a little silly, hasn’t he? | just... don’t want to give 
him the opportunity to be anything worse than that.” 


...| don't want to, either, Benihime decides. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


The method of death, "bare fucking hands", was selected by 
vote on our discord. 


30. Darling, Dearest, Dead. 


Summary for the Chapter: 


There was something left in Philza's old tower, back in 
Endlantis. 


My fortune as of late is as follows- attempts at diplomacy have 
Stalled, but | have come into possession of a most unusual 
individual. 


The Angel of Death is a curiosity unique among any god, spirit, or 
player | have seen. His presence in Endlantis is by carelessness on 
behalf of my vassals, but | will not punish it. Such a chance 
encounter has far too much potential to dismiss. 


| do not know his past, but | know his bearing. He must surely have 
worked in the service of kings in the past, if not been a king himself. 
His scrutiny of my city and my designs speaks to an experience of 
the highest level. 


It is the angle of his criticism that intrigues me. He speaks to the 
flaws of my plans but he does not do it with ridicule. He only offers 
improvement, with no true price or intent. He is forever keen to see 
more of my work, and | am inclined to let him. 


| would be loath to part with such a valuable guest. 


-<>Y<>- 


| thought my designs to be the work of genius, or at least passable 
intelligence, but | am revealed to be a child in the face of more 
experienced tactical and architectural talents. Even still, it is the 
Angel that defers his respect to me, and not the other way around. 
He praises my initiative of creation in the same breath that he 
dismantles me. 


The more | speak to him, the more | understand that | cannot afford 
to lose what he offers. The roadblocks to my ambition may finally be 
bridged by his hand. But to someone of his caliber, so consumed by 
the essence of life and his craft, a young pauper god has nothing to 
hold his interest for long. The incomprehensible greed and politics of 
other pantheons has flown past his head, and | fear my proposals 
will do just the same. 


Unless? 


Unless. 


Unless there is something of mine that can speak to his craft. 


-<>Y<>- 


It is a beautiful thing to watch him work, but it is difficult to navigate 
his eccentricities. Though he is forgiving both of my curiosity and the 
errors of my ignorance, his tolerance spikes quite sharply regarding 
certain matters. | will endeavor to avoid his disappointment. 


| find, strangely, that the idea of disappointing him matters at all. 


-<>Y<>- 


The subject of ‘Benihime’ as it pertains to the Angel is a curious one. 
It is clear now that the protection of this peculiar vulnerability has 
been a driving reason behind his lack of pantheon involvement in the 
past. The fact that | am even aware of it myself is, as with other 
findings, chance accident. | have been trusted with this knowledge in 
a way that no other being has before. 


He is content with peaceful coexistence and blissful ignorance 
regarding his other half. | am not. | cannot allow him to remain at 
risk. 


-<>Y<>- 


The slow path of gently diverging Benihime’s behavior has proven 
the most successful in coaxing cooperation from even all other 
aspects of the Angel. The fact that any of this is possible at all only 
speaks to the level of trust he has placed in me. | must understand 
this strange state as completely as possible. 


! cannot let any piece of him fall into another’s hands. | do not 
believe they would be so kind, given the chance. 


-<>Y<>- 


My new access to Mojang- yet another one of the Angel’s countless 
gifts- provides the path to knowledge | could not have dreamed of, 
but the atmosphere of the divinities there fills me with unease. 


The way these creatures look at him, as if they could steal him away. 


They are too late. His loyalty belongs to me. 


-<>Y<>- 


On a whim, | thought to study the old mindjack relics that my vassals 
have recovered from old End cities. The similarities between the 
function of these mindjacks and that of Benihime is... 


...enlightening. Enlightening, but also worrying. 


| do not know how to begin to speak of this to him. | do not know if | 
Should. 


-<>Y<>- 


Endlantis grows ever more beautiful for every new treasure allowed 
to pass under the Angel’s hands, but the Endlantian conquest has 
drawn more and more eyes to our city. 


My vassals relay troubling news of plans to “free” him from my 
grasp. 


Free. 


As if | were a savage upon his sanctity, ravaging at his wings, ready 
to tear out the ivory of his throat at any given moment. 


It was never true. Why does the thought make me so angry? 


-<>Y<>- 


The more | know him, the more | am allowed to know him, the more | 
know what | stand to lose if he is taken from me. 


He is more valued, more precious, more beautiful to me than all the 
treasures | have given him. He is as very much the heart of 
everything as Endlantis itself. 


-<>Y<>- 


| must, for his sake, continue to learn all | can of the accursed 
mindjacks, as much as the vile war machines sicken me to behold. | 
may even endeavor to find their creator, if such a person still lives, 
though the task may prove futile. 


They will not have him. | will not allow it. 


No price will be too great. 


-<>Y<>- 


The Angel’s initial confusion towards the pantheon branding was to 
be expected. He retains so little of Benihime’s memory after all. 


| cannot say | am ungrateful for this. | would hate to have him retain 
any of the selfishness I’ve had to impose upon him, even if it is for 
his own good. 


His reaction to what the godforged gauntlets do was more than worth 
it, | think. 


-<>Y<>- 


A group of assassins snuck into the city from a stolen trade ship. 
Though the guard dealt with them quickly, tak | had feared the worst. 


The Angel had only been asleep in his tower. They never touched 
him. They never got the chance. 


Thank gods. 


Thank gods. 


Thank gods. 


-<>9Y<>- 


| cannot lose my greatest treasure to anyone else’s hand. Every day, 
the temptation to simply lock him somewhere safe only grows, but | 
know that he would never bear it. Even the kindest cage would break 
his heart. 


No cage on this earth could keep him. 


But perhaps, through my research, a solution is possible. A way to 
ensure no matter what forces him to stray, he will always return to 
his perch. 


Benihime, dearest sword, could your blade be turned into your 
Angel’s compass? 


-<>9Y<>- 


My stolen Angel, | can only imagine what they’ve done to you. | can 
only imagine what horrible things they’ve twisted through your mind. 


But | know you'll come back. 


You always have. 


You always will. 


You won't have a choice. 


-<>Y<>- 


And when She found him- and She did, as She does, as She always, 
always will- She did not find him in the sunless sky of Death’s 
domain. 


She did not find him by his trains, or along the endlessly void-flooded 
fenlands that make up so much of their infinite expanse. 


She found him in his office. 


And what She found in that office was an Angel in tears and bubbling 
laughter, slung over his table and a bound book of someone else's 
words. 


"Gods," he might have sobbed, the unrendered dreams of a gilded 
cage rendered crooked under his hands. "He really did love me." 


| should have dealt with it myself, She sadly surmises, a foreign 
bubble of guilt gaining sickly purchase inside Her soul. | should 
never have asked this of you. 


“| thought | could- / thought he-” A wheezing, unsteady noise. “I’m so 
stupid, /’m so stupid, I’m so fucking stupid.” 


There's a shake in his wings, a trembling glassiness in his eyes. He 
may as well never have heard Her at all. 


...Death is not meant to be kind. 


Death was never meant to do more, be more, than that which silently 
takes, and takes, and takes. The gentle truth that it takes everything 
in the end is the only kindness it can give. 


(But he was always, always Hers. Can She not spare this one 
kindness, to the one thing She never needed to take?) 


-<>Y<>- 


A touch passes over his wings, and it feels like falling. Falling, falling, 
falling and he can’t see his wings, his wings, WHO’S TOUCHING 
HIS WINGS- 


And then he hears a stilted chirp. 


Small. Distant. Barely a mirage, but there. He feels the gentle weight 
of someone’s head like it might have rested on his shoulder. That 
odd stilted chirp, a parody of trills echoing as it presses against the 
side of his face. 


Soft hands that already know where every cometstruck mark is 
hidden on his shoulder, a thumb skating gently on his throat, under 
the chain of his necklace. Her name might have left him then, a half 
formed question that his thoughts never finish. 


It’s okay, She whispers. Rest. 


“I’m sorry,” he wearily breathes. “/’m sorry I-” 


| asked you to retrieve whatever was left, and you did. A soft 
blanket of endless white wings curls around him. | shouldn’t have 
asked, but you did anyway. 


He almost wants to correct Her loving words. To rake his own 
fragility across fire and flames until She sees every last unworthy 
part of him, but he never does. 


Because She has sentenced him to be loved and he can never, 
despite everything, find it in himself to contest Her. 


Because She loves him. 


So he closes his eyes, falls, and lets Her. 


31. To Make A House A Home 


Summary for the Chapter: 


And though he had spent all his life without a roof- he was not, 
in fact, homeless. 


The community house is one of the oldest surviving structures on the 
Dreamlands, or so the legend goes. 


It’s not much to look at. A wooden structure in the middle of a lake 
overlooked by Greater Prime’s community Nether portal, sprouting 
from four bridges. It was a ‘house’ in the sense that it was a point of 
shelter, of rest, of crossroad, of congregation. It was somewhere to 
be when someone could not make it home in time, but the 
community house, in and of itself, was not a home. 


It had never needed to be more than that. 


“It was standing perfectly fine before you started taking hammers to 
it,” George whines next to a pile of wood. “Why’d you have to go and 
change it?” 


“There’s been that whole population increase,” Sam points out as he 
cuts planks to size on his machine. “Guess they just want to 
accommodate the new traffic flow.” 


Sapnap snickers. “But you kept the crafting table floors?” 


“It's a tradition!” Lagos gently insists. “That’s how the floors of the 
first community house were built, you know.” He coughs lightly into 
his fist. “Or so I’ve heard.” 


“Is the community house being ugly a tradition too?” Sapnap snarks. 


“Yes,” Ponk bluntly deadpans from her completely unhelpful fishing 
spot by the community house dock. “Like my daddy and his daddy 
before him. The community house has always been an ugly little inn. 
Prime bless.” 


“Speaking of inns,” Lagos adds, “I’ve been trying to up the lodging 
and storage space for the place.” 


George scoffs. “You’re way too invested in the community house. It’s 
not like it’s your house or anything.” 


A slightly too long silence follows. 


“Hunter.” George sits up from his useless wood pile. “Hunter, you 
were supposed to say of course not, and we all laugh.” 


” 


“| mean-” Lagos tilts his head, expression unreadable past his 
smiling mask. “-I do live here when | need to stay in the area for a 
while?” 


Sam pushes his goggles out of his eyes. “Hunter, are you saying 
you're homeless? ‘Cause it kind of sounds like you’re saying you’re 
homeless.” 


“The server is my home, does that count?” 


Sapnap wheezes out a laugh. “Oh, no. Oh, gods, this is horrible. The 
Prophet is homeless.” 


“I’m not homeless!” Lagos insists. “I just- | never needed a house-” 


Ponk cackles in the background, swinging her legs over the edge of 
the dock. 


“| answer to a homeless person,” George mockingly despairs. “I can’t 
believe this.” 


“?M NOT HOMELESS!” 


32. The First Anthem 


Summary for the Chapter: 


It's nothing much, but it's a start. 


Tommy stares at a patch of tilled ground. 


“| heard there was a secret chord,” he half drones, “that David played 
and it pleased the Lord.” 


Wilbur leans against the wall of his van with a squinted smile. “What 
are you doing?” 


“Il ‘unno.” Tommy squats and stares at the patch. “Serenadin’ the soil 
or whatever.” 


Wilbur snickers. “Why are you goin’ around doing that?” 


“| hear singing at plants makes ‘em grow better or some shit,” 
Tommy noncommittally says. “Don’t quote me on that, I’m not a- a 
plant-ologist.” He bristles at Wilbur’s odd smile. “Don’ make fun of 
me.” 


“?’m not!” Wilbur insists. “Go on.” 


Tommy mills about a bit nervously before starting over. “/ heard there 
was a secret chord, that Da-” 


He pauses, looking back to Wilbur briefly. Wilbur just nods for him to 
keep going. 


“That David played, and it pleased the Lord,” Tommy mumbles. “But 
you don't really... know...” He trails off awkwardly. “...hallelujah.” 


“The baffled King composing Hallelujah,” Tubbo butts in. 


Tommy snickers, pitching his voice to a horrifically high falsetto as 
Tubbo bluntly drones a back-up chorus in the background. 
“Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah-” 


Wilbur snorts and walks back into the van. 


-<>Y<>- 


Tommy doesn’t work for Wilbur as much as he used to. 


These days he’s a little more focused on building his house- his and 
Tubbo’s house, because that’s a thing now, and isn't that just a 
whole other level of wow, how the fuck did | get THIS far in anything? 


But it’s not like he’s left old man Soot to dry like wet laundry. The 
house isn’t finished, after all, and Tommy still helps out with work 
where he can, so for now he still sleeps in the same old spare bed, 
right next to Fundy’s barely used things. 


He hears guitar strings and heads downstairs. 


Wilbur’s sitting on the porch, strumming out- strumming out Tommy’s 
horrid, half remembered dirt serenade. Plucking at chords with his 
taloned fingers and actually making it kind of sound good, a 
secretive smile on his face. 


“| heard there was a special place,” Wilbur hums lowly, a beautiful 
parody of the song Tommy had never bothered to remember. “Where 
men could go and emancipate...” 


The guitar’s sound echoes softly into the quiet street. 


“the tyranny, and the bloodlust, of their rulers,” Wilbur continues. 
His voice shifts higher. “Well, this place is true, you needn't fret- so 


smile and look, our sun’ll set! On the redwood trees and walls they'll 
call L’manburg.” 


It’s different, somehow, than anything else Wilbur has sung before. 
Different from the Talon he’d croon to himself as he worked, different 
from what he’d sing in the streets or the dim lights of aged taverns. 


“It’s L’manburg,” Wilbur softly whispers, like a treasured secret. “/t’s 
L’manburg. It’s L’manburg...” 


It feels like a calling, almost. To something Tommy doesn’t quite 
understand. 


“... Is L’man...” 


(It sounds like home.) 


“... burg.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


the L'manburg anthem actually went through several variations 
if you go and track it all down. 


And that's the end of "Season 4" of Orphan's Path! We'll be 
taking another week break on chapter updates to watch VODs 
and prepare Season 5. In the meantime we'll still answer 
questions and release any side content we can. 


Remember, seasons have nothing to do with story pacing in 
Oprhan's Path! They're just for writing scheduling reasons. 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


the Discord server 

Find Aenor on Twitter or on Tumblr 

. If you make or find fanart of our series, @ us on those 
platforms or share it on our Discord so we can properly scream 
Our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 


:) 
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Summary: 


War and drugs. Gods and kings. 


It begins and it ends the way many things do around here- with a 
man named Wilbur Soot and an unlucky 16. 


1. It's A Funny Number, 16. 


Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series and it's not our fault if you choose to 
read it out of order and context, dumbass. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 


the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


It happens on the 24th of Dekaeximon, 2019. 


Dekaeximon. 16th month of the year. 


Interesting number, 16. 


A quarter of a stack. Four, squared. 


Four, like the four-for-one packs of clay creepers that a young 
testificate-ramlin hybrid, Tubbo Underscore, is selling in his boss’ 
apothecary shop on the morning of a parade. 


There would be, on any other day but today, nothing wrong with this 
parade. 


On any other day, this would have simply been yet another 
meaningless platitude, like every other meaningless platitude that 
had been plaguing district Lore for the last 16 years. 


But today- 24 of Dekaeximon- was the sixteenth anniversary of West 
Lore’s settlement. 


West Lore, which had been petitioning to be properly recognized as 
L’manburg for the past five years. 


L’manburg, on its day of birth, forced to sit through the parades of 
District Lore for the 16th time in a row. 


Interesting number, 16. 


16, like the amount of gold coins that Wilbur Soot, age 27, has in his 
guitar case when he is fined for playing the so-called L’manburg 
anthem in West Lore’s market square that day. 


There are 16 unread messages on George Lore’s comm when he 
goes to work, serving as a kingsguard in the military procession at 
the front of the parade. 


Lord Malcolm Lore is wearing a blue jacket. Golden epaulettes drape 
on his shoulders. His chest is covered in medals, and a pale half 
mask swoops over the left side of his face under his cap. 


Lady Arabella Lore is wearing a white dress. The sash on her waist 
is wine red and her shawl is a dark sky blue. There’s a ribboned 
sunhat over her face, there with all the spite of the winter snow, and 
when they take her pictures that day as she passes by on their open 
autocar, she is smiling. 


An open car, yes. Open roof and open windows- open to show the 
Lord and Lady, for the better of all the world to see. Their route is 
published in local newspapers, and somewhere a radio station is 
describing the sight that passes by their correspondent. 


The road isn’t blocked off- why would it be? Why would it be, when 
children clamor on the sides of the streets with their paper 
treasures? Paper flowers and snowflakes, little charming dolls 
colored in crayons, gently and cheerfully tossed into that open 
Carriage alongside scraps of confetti. 


A child not quite tall enough to reach on their own is held up by an 
older sibling, offering a clay creeper as it lets out harmless colorful 
sparks. Lord Lore takes it in his hand with a smile. 


A grey haired elfin with wolfish pale eyes is watching. She’s a 
teenager at best, and not much more than that. She is watching Lord 


Lore’s car pass through L’manburg, and she is angry- angry in the 
way that only young players can be. 


She’s holding a painted rock in her angry bitter hands and she is 
standing 16 blocks away. 


Interesting number, 16. 


That's how many pieces Malcolm Lore’s mask broke into that day 
when a painted rock hit the clay creeper in his hands, forcibly 
detonating unruly shrapnel in his face. 


The explosion causes a panic, a stampede of parading spectators 
suddenly dispersing. 


The car is overturned. 


Lord Malcolm Lore loses his second life. 


-<>Y<>- 


Malcolm opens his eyes. 


He looks to his left, barely noticing a grey haired player in a hood 
being tackled down by the guards. 


Arabelle. 


Oh, gods. Arabelle. 


“Ara-” He tries to pull himself up, but his arm seizes, knocking him 
back down against the cracked cobble of the ground. “Ara...” 


He crawls agonizingly towards the bloodstains now ruining his wife’s 
pristine winter dress, the shards of a broken mask clinging angrily on 
his face. Something- 


-something’s wrong with his neck, he can't- 


-he can’t think straight, he can’t move, he can’t hold her, please- 


“Ara, please,” Malcolm sobs. “Please, gods, not Ara.” 


The foreign din of noise around him gains a different note. A barrel- 
chested figure hefts the crushing weight of the car over their heads, 
and a whale moblin’s white face looms over them. 


“You alright, friend? You badly hurt?” 


Malcolm tries to smile, but one side of his face isn’t quite 
cooperating. 


(She'll be alright. She'll be alright.) 


“?’m alright,” he might have said, slumped against the broken door of 
his car. “It's nothing.” His eyes drift. “/t’s nothing.” 


It’s nothing, he says as people pull his wife and driver out of the car, 
a little weaker each time. /t’s nothing. 


Arabelle loses her second life en route to the hospital- but she lives. 


(Malcolm dies in sixteen ticks.) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


The wolf elfin attacker is a cameo courtesy of writer/musician 
Christer Maxine Schmidt, a long time friend of mine. | asked if | 
could adapt an OC | made for her a while back for this scene 
and she gave the go-ahead. 


Maybe she will appear again one day. Who knows. :) 


2. The Soot Service Announcement 
Summary for the Chapter: 


It's not quite words of encouragement, but | imagine it's at least 
a comfort. 


When the screams start, the first thing Wilbur wonders is if he’s in 
Halfmoon again. 


It feels like it. The upturned cobblestone, people darting like animals 
as authorities try and fail to calm anything down. Anyone that runs a 
little too fast, a little too urgent, they start getting tackled down by the 
panicked kingsguard. 


So the parade’s going great. Thanks for asking. There’s just- 


-there’s just the very minor- just the littlest thing. 


The very minor, little, basic fact that there’s a stampede in the streets 
and Wilbur does not know where his kids are. 


And as long as this particular brand of bullshit keeps making a jam of 
the traffic here, Wilbur’s not going to know where his kids are for a 
long, long while. 


And Wilbur is not a patient man. 


His eyes follow everything the mob is running from, and he walks 
towards the center of it. 


-<>Y<>- 


Here’s the trick- Eret is going to die. 


Because Lord Malcolm Lore is dead. 


And that wouldn't matter, because nobles are mortal like anyone 
else, prone to dying every stupid undeserving death under the sun, 
except Lord Malcolm Lore was the heir apparent to the throne of 
Greater Prime. 


A new choice. A decent choice. A man with stable land and an 
already established heir, he would have no grand ambitions if he was 
given the throne long enough for a younger King to be trained and 
found. 


And now he’s dead. Kind of like how King Corvus had died just a 
little while back! What a coincidence! 


Two kings dead on arrival, and the Royal Architect is next, because 
when the same funny coincidence happens two times in a row, 
people are going to get a little suspicious. And when people get 
suspicious, they start asking questions. 


And then it won’t matter that King Corvus had basically been dead 
for weeks anyway when Eret had sped things up. It won’t matter that 
everyone in the castle was fucking relieved to finally be free of the 
mad king's spiral. 


Eret was a Kingslayer, and now the Heir was dead. People are going 
to start to see a pattern, whether it’s real or not. 


(And treason is punishable by death, after all.) 


Eret's heeled shoes are held in his hands as he runs, barely 
bothering to mourn the soot and confetti marring his suit because he 
needs to leave now. 


Sunglasses are too recognizable. Take them off. 


(No, dont take them off, the white eyes are even more 
recognizable!) 


He needs to run- 


He needs to hide- 


He needs to die, it’s what he deserves anyway, IDIOT, IDIOT, DUMB 
FUCKING BITCH, WHAT WERE YOU THINKING- 


“Eret?” A familiar voice drifts into his ears. “Eret, what’re you doing 
all holed up here? You’re gonna choke yourself out like that.” 


“| lost-” Eret takes a heaving gasp. “I lost my glasses.” 


“That's alright.” A red shawl, threaded with gold, wraps around his 
face, just enough to hide his eyes. “You can just borrow this for a 
little bit, then.” 


Eret squints past the fabric, and red eyes stubbornly meet him 
anyway. “Wilbur.” 


Wilbur smiles tiredly. “Pretty shit parade, huh?” 


Eret’s giggle might be just a bit hysterical, but no one needs to know 
that. “Just a bit.” 


“You seen my boys around while you were doing your headless 
chicken bit?” Wilbur asks. “I lost Fundy and Tommy in the crowd 
before everything went tits out.” 


“l- no, I’m sorry.” 


Wilbur’s mouth flattens in an uneasy line. “That’s not your fault.” He 
moves away from the wall, hands moving at the unruly mess of 
brown hair that no longer has red fabric to keep it in line. “Come on. 
Let’s go.” 


“Where?” Eret dares to ask. 


“To go find my idiots.” 


Wilbur’s hand on Eret’s wrist is a grounding presence. Neither good 
nor bad- it’s bold of Wilbur to put his hands over Eret’s lifemarks, 
bold in a way Eret isn’t sure if he likes- but it is real and there and 
alive. They move through the mindless frenzy of the crowd like a pair 
of salmon swimming upstream. 


There’s an abandoned stall covered in wires, a few microphones 
knocked onto the table. 


“Must’ve been the reporting booth for the radio station,” Wilbur 
concludes. He picks up a fallen mic stand from the ground. “Help me 
set this up, | got an idea.” 


They set the microphone back in its place in front of the chairs, 
fiddling with the radio for a little bit. 


Wilbur taps the mic. 


He sits down, takes a breath, and opens his wine red eyes. 


“Hello, everyone.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


The frenzy of the street stutters as a soft lilting voice floats out of the 
speakers. 


“Are you alright?” asks the voice from everywhere. “That was a 
terrible thing that just happened. You must be really scared 
right now. That’s okay. Everyone else is scared, too.” 


A shaking breath, crackled with static. 


“I’m scared, too. So, let’s try and stop for a bit, alright? Breathe. 
Just breathe.” 


The world breathes. 


“Good. I’m so proud of you. Now, there’s some things that we 
need to do. There’s people that are hurt and need to get home, 
but the streets are too crowded. Can we all slow down enough 
for the carriages to find them?” 


The endless river of players, suddenly stilled, slowly files away from 
the centers of the streets. 


“You did everything right. You’re going to be fine.” A tired, 
wavering sound. “I’m so glad.” 


There’s a sliding sound, a thump against wood, a foreign voice 
letting out an aborted shout. 


The broadcast stops. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Brother, son- the details don't really matter, Tommy and Fundy 
are his boys, regardless. 


3. Phone Check 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Keep in touch when you're seperated. 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Warning for the reading/vision impaired and screen reader 
users: This chapter contains deliberate misspellings and 


incoherent text. It's okay if you can't fully understand it! You 
don't need to. 


Awesamdude: hey man you there 


GeorgeNotFound: y 


GeorgeNotFound: y eah 


Awesamdude: i heard what happened on the news. Did you get 
caught in the blast? 


GeorgeNotFound: i was in the maneuevers at the front of the 
rprocession 


GeorgeNotFound: maneuvers 


GeorgeNotFound: FUCK 


Awesamdude: are they moving you anywhere after this? 


GeorgeNotFound: no i i don't know 


GeorgeNotFound: | 


[GeorgeNotFound is typing...] 


[GeorgeNotFound is typing...] 


[GeorgeNotFound is typing...] 


GeorgeNotFound: do you still have that extra room 


Awesamdude: Always. Want me to pick you up? 


GeorgeNotFound: please 


-<>Y<>- 


[Uschlatt has joined VC...] 


[Uschlatt has joined VC...] 


[Uschlatt has joined VC...] 


[Uschlatt has left VC.] 


[Uschlatt has renamed this channel “AMBER ALERT TIME YOU 
PIECES OF SHIT”.] 


Jschlatt: DINGDINGDING UP AND AT ‘EM HOES IF YOU DONT 
RESPOND IM GONNA ASSUME U DIED 


Jschlatt: GOD FUCKING damn it kids where the FUCK are you!? 


Jschlatt: If somebody doesn’t answer me right fucking now i'm gonna 
lose my second life to a heart attack RIGHT FUCKING NOW 


ItsFundy: what happened to your first life??? 


Jschlatt: i had a heart attack while nobody was looking and saw 
jesus 


ItsFundy: please tell me you're joking 


Jschlatt: Oh, you think I’m joking? 


Tubbo_: bruuuuuuuh 


Jschlatt: where you bitches at 


ItsFundy: stuck in the farmer’s market 


Tubbo_: my fellow I’manburgians i am once again in a box 


ItsFundy: that is weirdly well spelled for you 


Tubbo_: i downloaded a spellcheck mod (i am still in a box) 


ItsFundy: oh pog (about the mod) 


Jschlatt: can you get unstuck from the box 


Tubbo_: no i'm stuck 


[Tubbo_ is typing...] 


Tubbo_: nevermind i got out 


ItsFundy: does the recent kingsguard notice about someone getting 
stabbed by an apple crate have anything to do with you getting 
unstuck from the box 


Tubbo_: Not in a way you can prove in court! 


Jschlatt: i'm so proud 


ItsFundy: i'm gonna tell phil you stabbed someone 


Tubbo_: and??? He wouldn’t even be mad 


ItsFundy: i 


ItsFundy: true 


Jschlatt: ANYWAYS 


Jschlatt: anybody got eyes on tomboy 


ItsFundy: 


Tubbo_: 


ItsFundy: fuck 


Tubbo_: do you want us to try looking for him 


ItsFundy: i can yell really loudly and see what happens 


Jschlatt: i know this and i love you but we're trying not to get arrested 
for the fifth time in a row 


ItsFundy: hecc 


TommylInnit: HELLO? 


Tubbo_: there’s the bitch 


Tommylnnit: MY FELLOW CITIZENS, 


Tommylnnit: | AM ONCE AGAIN EATING MUD (HIGH QUALITY) 
(MOSS ENRICHED) WITH MY MANY MANY WIVES 


[Several people are typing...] 


-<>9Y<>- 


WilburSoot: er 


WilburSoot: ERE 


WilburSoot: errrrrrrrrrvrrvt 


WiloburSoot: whrerrrrrrrrrrr uo 


The_Eret: I’m getting help. Try not to pass out. 


WilburSoot: nuo yuknoow AAAAAAAAAAAAALLLLL my secrets 


WilburSoot: thetheheheheh BIG ONNE 


WilburSoot: WHOPSIES 


The_Eret: | know a lot of things about you, and you know alot of 
things about me. That’s how friends work. 


WilburSoot: yudon tunderdstand 


WilburSoot: mykidsdon’tknow My kidon’t KNOW 


WilburSoot: don tell mmmmmmmmmmy boois 


The_Eret: Alright i won't. | barely even know what you're talking 
about, anyways. 


The_Eret: | am going to tell the doctor you're hardcore, though. Kind 
of. 


The_Eret: Your hearts are a bit cheated on that front. 


WilburSoot: can tellem 


WilburSoot: YOU can tellthem 


WilburSoot: your my frien 


WilburSoot: yur my frend 


WilburSoot: yyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy 


The_Eret: Wilbur? 


The_Eret: hey. Hey don’t start pulling a prank 


The_Eret: are you still there? 


[The_Eret has joined VC...] 


[The_Eret has left VC.] 


WilburSoot: Hello to whoever tried to call this IGN! The owner of this 
comm has been detained by the Greater Prime Kingsguard of the 
Dreamland server, and their possessions have been seized. This 
IGN will now be set to block all communications until further notice. 


[WilburSoot has blocked you.]| 


[WilburSoot has left.] 


The_Eret: oh FUCK 


Notes for the Chapter: 


there's only one canon red festival death it's not schlatt so i 
needed him to lose a life so there's no continuity error 


4. A Little Grey Box 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Fundy worries. 


“You haven't seen him?” Schlatt asks. “Not since the parade?” 


Fundy paces the room nervously. “We split up to check different 
stalls right before the attack, but after that-” He lets out a nervous 
noise. “He hasn’t been answering his comm, either! | don’t know 
what could have happened!” 


“This is all my fault,” Tubbo morosely concludes. “| made those 
fireworks.” 


“No, no. ” Schlatt butts his stubborn ramlin head right up against 
Tubbo’s budding horns. “That's not your fault, kid. You just sold some 
toys in a parade. If anyone tries to pin this on you I’m breakin’ out the 
shotguns.” 


Tubbo looks up at the stairs. “Tommy hasn’t come out of his room 
since we got back.” 


Fundy scoffs. “Tommy’s just being a baby. He’s always been too 
attached to Dad.” He harshly adjusts his scarf. “You don’t see me 
flipping out when Wilbur stays out too long.” 


Schiatt rolls his eyes. “That’s bullshit, but okay.” 


There’s a knock on the door. Everyone’s ears perk up. 


“Jeez!” Fundy irritatedly opens the door. “Wil, you fucking deadbeat, 
where have you been-” 


“Sorry, Funds,” a low voice interrupts. “Not quite.” 


Fundy blinks harshly at the tall human wearing Wilbur’s headwrap 
like a blindfold. “Eret? What are you doing here? Wilbur’s not home.” 
His mouth flattens slightly. “Kind of went missing just now.” 


Eret lets out a slight hiss. “About that.” They suck in a breath. “Wilbur 
got arrested.” 


“Ooh, boy.” Schlatt braces on his knees with a groan. “What'd he do 
this time?” 


“He didn’t do anything,” Eret immediately defends. “They just- they 
just took him. They’re holding him in the jail for the Skycourt.” 


Fundy’s heart stutters. “In jail. How long ago was this?” 


“Earlier this morning,” Eret recalls. “It was pretty soon after the 
explosion went off, they were arresting people left and right over it.” 


Schlatt stands and moves to grab his coat, haphazardly throwing his 
old purple scarf across his neck. “Alright, that’s enough of that. Let’s 
get the bird man.” 


“Fuck.” Fundy pulls his hat over his head. “Fuck, fuck, fuck-” 


Tubbo looks between the two older men. “What’s all the fuss?” 


“Any normal jail is a fucking torture box for elytron!” Schlatt stresses. 
“Their brains wig out when you put ‘em in boxes!” 


Tubbo frowns. “It’s just a box.” 


“| didn’t invent elytron brains!” Schlatt despairingly defends. “Let’s 
just go!” 


Fundy climbs halfway up the stairs. “Tommy! We gotta get Wilbur, 
come on!” 


Tommy pokes his head out of their shared room. “Shit, you found 
him? Is he okay?” 


“He’s not gonna be okay if we don’t hurry the fuck up!” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wilbur Soot deals in dyuers, and that was always going to put him in 
a fucky spot with the law. He deals in dyuers and secrets and other 
things- but the law buys from him too, so he was always a little safer 
than the standard criminal. 


Wilbur liked keeping things safe. 


(Safe could mean a lot of things.) 


Safe could mean only ever making drugs in-house and having such 
a monopoly on those drugs that he was the only proper dealer in the 
area. 


Safe could mean sending Fundy away when he was a toddler, letting 
him come back to a L’'manburg nestled in high blackstone walls. 


Safe could mean getting half the kingsguard hooked on a drug of 
their choice so that he could know their patrol routes and keep 
L’manburg just a little safer from the random searches that had 
become the trademarks of the last king. 


Safe could mean the way that Tommy Innit is listed as the young 
brother of Wilbur Soot, origins hidden behind a for-show school 
record and just enough layers of plausible deniability that no one will 
ever think twice. 


(Safe could mean every person who forgot to ask what happened to 
Sally Soot.) 


But the thing about Wilbur Soot and safety is that he always talked 
about keeping other people safe, or keeping safe from other people. 
Fundy has a sneaking suspicion that his shady dad never really had 
a plan for what happens when people actually catch the suspiciously 
well-behaved Mr. Soot. 


Either way, it doesn’t matter anymore. Wilbur Soot’s been thrown in 
jail in the wake of a nebulously labeled terrorist attack, and if this 
doesn't start putting Fundy under investigation back at his job, the 
next thing to bet on is how long it takes for the man to snap inside a 
concrete box. 


So Fundy’s doing great. Thanks for asking. 


(Good fucking grief. What a mess.) 


The Prophet passes them by in the hall, little more than a black 
shape hidden under a green cloak. Tommy sticks his tongue out, and 
the man chuckles. Fundy lets out an annoyed click, eyes darting to 
the aged brick of the walls. 


“I’m here to see Wilbur Soot,” Fundy neutrally announces to a guard. 


“The bird?” The guard shrugs. “Your fucking loss. The guy’s 
clammed up ever since they brought him here.” 


“My dad has a name, Sapnap,” Fundy hisses. “Maybe he wouldn’t be 
so clammed up if you tried using it.” 


The young human guard barely has the right to be so rude anyway. 
Sapnap isn’t even Fundy’s age, and one of Wilbur’s on-and-off 
customers besides. He could bark as much as he wanted, but Fundy 
has enough simple evidence to cost him his job. 


And they both know it. 


Sapnap sighs, stepping aside. “I’m not joking, man. He’s basically 
shut himself down in there.” 


“Yeah, yeah,” Fundy dismissively answers. “I'll get him out of your 
hair soon.” 


Sapnap’s berry blue eyes grow steely. “They're not gonna let him go 
that easily. Not this time. I'd like to see you try.” 


Wilbur... 


...Wilbur’s doing about as well as can be expected, honestly. 


His eyes are glassy, a clicking sound echoing in his beak as his 
talons tap against his clothes, and something in his gaze snaps 
when he lays eyes on Fundy and Tommy. 


“Fuckin’ hell, Wilbur,” Tommy whispers, “what'd they do to you?” 


Wilbur lethargically waves the question off. “Nothin’ ‘appened t’ me, | 
just...” His eyes drift. “...l’m not built for boxes...” 


Fundy sighs. “What’s the bail?” 


Wilbur laughs wearily. “I think they actually want to take me to trial.” 


Fundy sputters. “What the fuck for?” 


Another worn chuckle. “I did pirate the radio for a bit and do a whole 
service announcement during a public panic.” 


Tommy frowns. “But you saved everyone!” 


“That's not how they see it, Tommy,” Wilbur gently corrects. “They 
need to look like they have control over what happened, and I’m kind 
of in the way of that.” 


“Are you?” Fundy asks. 


Wilbur’s smile stutters. “Tommy, can you grab me something to eat 
real quick? They didn’t exactly let me have a lunch break when | was 
getting hauled down here.” 


Tommy shrugs. “Alright.” He stuffs his hands in his pocket as he 
walks off. “Have fun with your family dynamic shit.” 


Wilbur watches him leave and takes a deep, shaking breath. “Didn't 
want to start a row in front of him. You know how it is. He likes me 
too much.” 


Fundy pinches his brow, downy nose wrinkling. “Whatever, man. 
Just-” A strained, warbling whine. “-please tell me the cops are just 
pulling bullshit out of their asses. Honestly, can you just tell me you 
didn’t have anything to do with this?” 


Wilbur’s face softens. “Fundy-” 


“| don’t want t’ Jose you,” Fundy stresses. “Not to-” He gestures 
vaguely. “-not to this terrorist, political war-criming shit!” 


“Fundy.” Wilour’s hand reaches through the prison bars. “You'll be 
alright.” 


“What about you?” Fundy asks. 


“They’re letting me be the one that defends me in court,” Wilbur 
darkly smiles. “That will be their mistake.” 


5. A Notice To Trial Attendees 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Just before we begin. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


The Discord now knows why | was asking questions about petty 
crime. Thanks, smallman discord. 


On the 27th of Dekaeximon, 2019, the player MR. WILBUR SAM- 
SEONG SOOT shall be put to trial for the following: 


-Non-permitted use of the Greater Prime National Broadcasting 
system, and in the course of doing so, falsifying a public service 
announcement. 


-Suspicion of conspiracy or treason, as pertains to the events that 
occurred on 24 Dekaeximon 2019, that resulted in the canon death 
of LORD MALCOLM LORE, HEIR APPARENT, and the singular loss 
of canon life towards LADY ARABELLE LORE. 


-Following arrest, being non-cooperative with police investigation 
and interrogation. 


During the trial, the court shall also take into consideration his 
previous criminal/misdemeanor record in the course of his 15 years 
of citizenship, which consists of the following: 


-Disrespectful behavior towards the Noble Houses and agents of the 
Crown. (Multiple counts) 


-Attempts to incite political criticism, dissent, and debate towards the 
Noble Houses and agents of the Crown. (Multiple counts) 


-Causing distress of uncertain origin to animals belonging to the 
Crown. 


-The promotion and reproduction of banned media. 
-Arson. (directed towards own property) 
-Inciting physical altercations. (Multiple counts) 


-One instance of attempting to fight a nautilus in the Community 
House public aquarium. 


-Street vending in unpermitted areas. 

-Using a shotgun in a residential area. 

-Handling fish in a Suspicious manner. 

-Busking. 

-Parkour. 

-One count of public indecency. 

-Vandalizing public spaces by placing unpermitted photography. 


-Causing distress by consuming inedible/nazardous materials in 
public view. (Multiple counts) 


-Threatening (though not provably committing) bestiality as a form of 
verbal harassment. 


(ADDENDUM: IT HAS BEEN REVEALED THAT MR. SOOT WAS IN 
PHYSICAL AND MENTAL DISTRESS FROM HIS DETAINMENT 
DUE TO PRE-EXISTING MEDICAL CONDITION. THE COURT 
RECOMMENDS THAT CHARGES RELATED TO HIS BEHAVIOR 
DURING AND AFTER ARREST BE WAIVED AS ACTIONS OF 
IMPAIRED JUDGEMENT.) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


The Orphan's Path setting is not universally racist to non- 
humans, that's not why the law is Like That about certain 
species. Societies and laws are accommodating towards the 
majorities that live in an area, whatever that majority is. Techno 
as a piglin isn't a majority in anywhere except the Nether, and 
Wilbur and Philza as elytron are a rare species in the Overworld 
setting of the Dreamlands. 


"But, gee whiz!" you say. "The law sure sucks at accounting for 
people that aren't majority!" 


"Sure does," we say back, making direct eye contact. "Hope this 
isn't a consistent legal problem in the future." We then refuse to 
elaborate. 


6. TRANSCRIPT- SOOT V SKYCOURT, EXCERPTS 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Because having to read the entire thing would be too cruel to 
bear. 


PROSECUTION: And you defend your behavior as the natural 
consequences of your background? 


MR. SOOT: Yes. 


PROSECUTION: What background is this exactly? 


MR. SOOT: I’m so glad you asked. It all started in the 70s when my 
father- who is as we all know 200 crows in a dress- broke up with his 
previous husband, Freddie Mercury- 


-<>Y<>- 


MR. SOOT: -afterwards he was vored by a witch- you know, my 
mother, the Samsung Smart Refrigerator? But he took it like a real 
champ and raised me with the help of a potato farmer, who despite 
all appearances never became his second husband- 


-<>9Y<>- 


MR. SOOT: And that’s when after two years after being pronounced 
legally dead following the tragic end of my fridge mother, | saw her, 
in the pet store. The most beautiful salmon | had ever met, and my 
future wife. As | sang sweet nothings into her tank, the water littered 
with fountain coins, we lock eyes and can’t help but- 


-<>9Y<>- 


MR. SOOT: All of this, of course, while my 200 crow father was being 
wooed by his boss- who as we established, is a giant woman in 
another dimension- 


-<>Y<>- 


MR. SOOT: | moved out, but my other, redder crow father, who is my 
200 crow father but red, was very upset about it. Don’t worry, he’s 
not insane, he just occasionally goes into a dissociative state and 
commits atrocities. 


-<>Y<>- 


MR. SOOT: -two weeks later, my left toe talon fell off, and that’s how 
my son Fundy was born. 


COURT: Your son. 


MR. SOOT: Yes. 


COURT: The transgender fox? 


MR. SOOT: Not to be confused with my brother, Tommy- who as 
we've established is not my son despite the fact that he is younger 
than my other son and | adopted him- or his best friend, the sheep 
circus boy my father found without my father’s knowledge. 


-<>Y<>- 


MR. SOOT: And then my crow fathers, the pig farmer, and their 
favorite porcelain rabbit that | hate to this fucking day all went to piss 
on Freddie Mercury's grave- 


-<>Y<>- 


MR. SOOT: -and that’s why | fought the nautilus in the community 
house aquarium! Anyways, what was | on trial for again? 


PROSECUTION: I- you know what, can we just drop the fucking 
charges? If we have to spend one more tick in this man’s presence, 
we're gonna start holding this entire court at trial for a way worse 
crime. Just slap a fine on him and go. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Hello again, smallman discord, oh how our little talks are the 
monstrous mother of invention. 


7. The Difference Between 9 And 10 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The smallest thing. (Most things start that way. Small.) 


“Oh, yo!” Tommy stands up off his porch chair as he moves towards 
Jack. “You’ve got some threads, man! You up and join the 
kingsguard or some shit?” 


Jack fixes the long blue jacket draping over his white clothes, faded 
golden buttons glinting as he adjusts the red sash keeping it in place. 
Black boots clack against the ground as he looks down at himself. 


“This ol’ thing? Nah. The battalion just got their uniforms in, is all.” 


Tubbo tilts his head. “Battalion?” 


Jack tips his cocked hat. “Jack Thunder Manifold of the L’manburg 
4th Battalion, at your service.” His mismatched eyes squint as he 
laughs. “It’s just this town watch stunt Wilbur put together. Splits us 
off int’ groups so we can do patrols, keep watch on spirits and mob 
hordes.” 


Tommy looks Jack up and down. “Didn’ take you for a fightin’ type, 
Mr. Manifold TV.” 


Jack scratches at his aggressively cropped hair. “Ah, | know. | know. 
Bit of a detour from my theatre, loading me up with a shotgun an’ all. 
But people around here ‘ve been real nervous ever since what 
happened with the Blue Festival.” 


The Blue Festival. That’s what they’re calling it now- that fateful day 
where one angry coincidence too many rendered the heir apparent 
to Greater Prime dead on L’manburg’s streets. In the days and 
weeks that have followed, the capital district has proven too focused 
keeping their crown on straight to think about everyone else that got 
fucked over by what happened. 


“Hey, man, I’m not sayin’ you can't,” Tommy clarifies. “It just looked 
like you were pretty set about not- y’know- turnin’ into a soldier boy.” 


On account of being a heroic vassal, Tommy doesn’t add. He won't 
spill Jack’s secrets- not even for Tubbo. 


“Town watch ain't exactly military maneuvers!” Jack good-naturedly 
insists. “It’s just helpin’ people feel safe. I’m alright with that.” 


He tilts his head with a sudden thought, and after a moment he pulls 
out some papers from his inventory. 


“Hows about you take a look at the enlistment papers?” Jack lightly 
asks, handing the printed forms over. “We’re looking to fill out the Sth 
Battalion.” 


Tubbo lets out a thoughtful noise as he peruses the contents. 


“You wanna stop by an’ pop a coke with us?” Tommy asks. “We got 
some lemons in the ice box.” 


Jack bares an apologetic grin as he plops his headset back over his 
ears. “Sorry, lads. | gotta put out the rest o’ these papers. Maybe 
next time!” 


His boots click hastily down the wooden streets of the Prime Path as 
he disappears. 


-<>9Y<>- 


DEFEND OUR WALLS! 


Able bodied players are encouraged to join the 


-LMANBURG CITIZEN BATTALIONS- 


In the interest of 


-Monitoring the presence of harmful spirits, hostile mobs, and 
undead 


-Supplementing the efforts of the kingsguard in the wake of recent 
Crisis 


-Protecting the peace of our commuting churchgoers and 
schoolchildren 


Submit your enlistment form to a Battalion member today! Eligible 
players will receive uniforms and assignments within 3 days of entry. 
This is a volunteer citizen group. Enlistment is completely optional. 


MUST BE ON 1ST LIFE AND OF A MINIMUM 10 YEARS OF AGE. 
Though we do not expect to encounter violence, we will not ask 
children or compromised to risk their safety for any reason. 


-<>Y<>- 


Tubbo puts down two enlistment forms on their desk. 


One of them has Tommy’s name. 


Tommy’s face shifts with a slight frown as he looks at the contents. 
“Tubbo, we're 9.” 


Tubbo scoffs. “And? Wilbur doesn’t know that.” His blue eyes flick 
around Tommy’s lanky body. “I’m pretty sure he thinks you're 
Fundy’s age, what with the weird bone juice you got in you.” 


“You don’t look that old,” Tommy points out. 


Tubbo shrugs. “Ramlins run short, and I’m a hybrid anyways.” He 
blows at the flaxen hair falling over his face. “If | say I’m old enough, 
no one’s gonna be able to tell.” 


Tommy shuffles uncomfortably in his seat. “Il don’ wanna lie to 
Wilbur-” 


“Forget about Wilbur for a tick?’ Tubbo suddenly shouts. “Think about 
us for a bit!” 


Tommy shrinks back at the sharp volume. Tubbo stops, curls his 
hands on the table, and takes a breath. 


“Tommy, listen. We're nobody. | mean, look at us.” Tubbo gestures at 
Tommy’s humble house- its circular windows, its mismatched floors, 
the dirt and clay of the walls. “We’re literal dead-end orphans here. 
Nobody gives a shit about us in this place.” 


“Wilbur cares,” Tommy grumbles. “He’s the only reason I’m not dead 
on the fucking street.” 


“| know, | Know.” Tubbo caustically rolls his eyes. “Wilbur cares, and 
Schlatt cares, and Phil cares or what-the-fuck-ever- but say Wilbur 
didn’t care.” 


Tommy freezes. 


“Don’t say that,” Tommy whispers. “Don't you fucking start.” 


“Say Wilbur didn’t care,” Tubbo continues anyway. “Say he never 
picked you up off the street, or Philza never randomly picked up my 
box. No one was going to help us, Tommy. We're- we're accidents.” 


“Where are you going with this?” Tommy asks. 


“We need insurance,” Tubbo darkly insists. “Something that makes 
us matter.” He looks off to the side, an ear flicking with 


apprehension. “That way we don’t get fucked over just ‘cause 
someone gets bored of us.” 


“And we’re gonna lie to do that?” Tommy nervously summarizes. 


Tubbo smiles. It’s a sweet sort of thing- sweet like all the honey he 
hoards in his cabinet, just as poison as the bees he takes it from. 


“It's just a number,” Tubbo gently insists. “Just a little number, so we 
can get a nice side job that makes people like us more.” 


Tommy’s mouth flattens. 


“It's just volunteer shit, sure, but we get nice clothes. And we can get 
discounts in the local shops.” Tubbo’s words trail off with a faint 
laugh. “And we’re nearly 10 anyway...” 


Tommy’s fingers tap on the wood of the table. 


Gods, he kind of hates Tubbo sometimes. 


Not Tubbo, not- not quite Tubbo himself. But sometimes Tubbo gets 
in these moods where he says this kind of paranoid bullshit, and 


Tommy doesn’t know why, and- 


-and sometimes, the shit he says makes too much sense. 


Because Tommy really does owe it all to Wilbur, doesn’t he? 
Everything down to the clothes on his back, all of it because some 
lanky drug running bird man decided to yank Tommy into a van ona 
whim. 


Which begs the question of what he has without Wilbur. What does 
Tommy have without all the perks of being Wilbur’s right hand man? 
It’s a scary thought and Tommy doesn’t like it. 


So maybe Tubbo has a point, and they should try and do something 
that gets them a little ahead in life. At least for a bit. 


Just to try it. 


(Just to sleep at night.) 


Don’t be such a child, Theseus. Grow up. 


“Okay.” Tommy takes a breath. “Okay. It’s- it’s not that big of a deal.” 
A huffing laugh. “It’s just a 9 to a 10, right?” 


“Exactly,” Tubbo smiles. “And if it doesn’t work out, then it doesn’t 
work out! We can just drop it.” He shifts the forms around on the 
table. “It’s just a town watch. It’s not like we're joining the army or 
anything.” 


Tommy snorts. “General Soot’s secret army. Could you imagine?” 


Tubbo laughs with him, “It's got a nice ring to it, innit?” 


“Oi, oi, I'm the only Innit around here, ya hear?” 


It'll be fine. 


(It'll be fine.) 


(It’s just a difference between 9 and 10.) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years, my beloved. 


8. The Prime Report of the Prime Reporter 
Summary for the Chapter: 


What's on today's newspaper? 


-THE PRIME REPORTER- 


Prophet Regency Continues 


The Dreamweaver’s prophet, who has been acting as regent to the 
throne of Greater Prime for these past two years following the 
sudden death of the late King Corvus Jasper, was set to cede the 
throne to Heir Apparent Malcolm Lore before the tragic events of the 
now labeled Blue Festival rocked the nation. 


The Blue Festival is, unfortunately, only one of many isolated 
incidents to come out of West Lore these past few months, as 
tensions between its largely immigrant population and that of the 
more native districts has increased in predictable, but nonetheless 
disappointing fashion. 


The royal council is once again thrown into heated debate over who 
amongst their houses should be named the next King. Some point to 
the new Lord Lore, Kingsguard Lieutenant George Lore, as a 
prospective choice, while a strong movement votes to elect Royal 
Huntsman Punz of house Valorant. Mayor Ponk, warden of Lemon 


City, has also been approached to place her name in running for the 
title of King, but has publicly declined. 


The Prophet shall remain acting regent to the throne until further 
notice, and intends to focus on maintaining a standard of order and 
safety rather than passing royal legislation. 


Royal Architect Missing 


The Lord Eret-of-Rine, Royal Architect of Greater Prime, was last 
seen in an unconfirmed sighting at the Blue Festival and has made 
no verifiable public appearance since. The Crown has yet to declare 
them missing, but this lack of response still begs the question- where 
are they now? 


Lemon City Burns 


Lemon City’s sacred grove was found partially burned on the end of 
last Dekaoktomon, agitating the patron gods of the city of healing. 
Mayor Ponk assures our citizens that there will be no lasting damage 
and plans to hasten the city’s yearly blood sacrifice to this Dekamon. 


Spirit Stag Sighted 


The spirit stag of the wilds, named ‘Callahan’ by Dreamon hunters, 
has been sighted in the redwood forests of the West Lore area. 


Callahan can be identified as a deer stag of unusually large size, a 
blood red nose, blue and white markings on his face, and glowing 


antlers. Callahan does not disguise himself as a normal deer, but 
may rarely appear as a human wearing the furs of his spirit form. 


Residents are reminded to not attempt hunting Callahan or make 
any aggressive movements towards him. Callahan will not harm you 
so long as you leave him be. 


In the event that Callahan enters urban areas, do not approach or 
attempt to relocate him on your own. Allow him to pass through the 
area, and in the event that he proves to be a traffic obstruction, 
please contact the Dreamon hunters so that he may be moved 
peacefully. 


Harsh Penalties Enacted By New Kingsguard Captain 


14 year old Kingsguard Captain Sapnap Halo has recently 
sanctioned the controlled destruction of private property, including 
animals, as an alternative to fines or jail time when passing 
sentences for violations of Greater Prime law. 


This harsh new penalty is intended to be an increased crime 
deterrence in the wake of recent civil unrest and rise in petty crime. 


When asked why he includes animals like livestock and private pets 
under destroyable property, Captain Halo points out the alternate 
financial punishment that livestock destruction provides, and that 
pets or familiars are usually bound to their masters, thus bound to 
resurrect anyways so long as sufficient precautions were taken. 


The So Called “L’manburg” 


A grassroots “L’manburg Citizens’ Battalion” has sprung up in West 
Lore serving as a town watch. 


For those that don't follow West Lore news, “L’manburg” is a 
proposed renaming of the West Lore area, as part of their 
longstanding movement to be separated from District Lore, despite 
not having a corresponding local Lord to head this hypothetical 
district. We reached out to our fellow citizens for their opinions on 
this ongoing development. 


| don't think it’s our place to judge a movement we have no stake in. 
Let West Lore do what it wants. 


-Seny, Nurse, Lemon City 


As long as they aren't getting people hurt, they aren’t doing any 
harm. 


-Sisu, Doctor, Lemon City 


That place has a lot of crime and drug problems. If they want to be 
independent they should get themselves under control first. 


-Awesam, Redstoner, Badlands 


They came onto our land, they should follow our rules. 
-Kendrick, Herbalist, Greater Prime 


They just want separate council representation, It’s not like they're 
trying to start a whole country or anything. 


-Corpse, Bartender, District Lore 
It’s been spreading at a worrying pace. 


-Sheeran, Farmer, South Jungle 


CLASSIFIEDS 


Stop by The Socializing Club! A place to peacefully resolve your 
issues in dedicated privacy. 


On the Prime Path boardwalk next to the Walmar general store. 


| hate anteaters. My dad thinks I’m crazy for hating anteaters, but | 
hate them. Gods | hate anteaters. 


If anyone wants free watermelons, please talk to Alyssa. | am 
Alyssa. | have too many watermelons. Help me. 


If you find an Unbreaking/Mending/Efficiency enchanted iron axe in 
the woods of the South Jungle district, please return it to Robin the 
carpenter. 


i keep having this recurring dream that my teeth all crumble to dust 
and fall out, hope this doesn’t have anything to do with my mom 
dying in a boiler explosion. Love you guys 


Hot local dogboys in your area, Firesday nights at the Tilted Tavern. 


Need photos done? Look for Ms. Sad-ist! Monochrome or colorized 
available. 


Come visit West Lore’s JACK MANIFOLD TV for movies, newsreels, 
and other filmographic variety entertainment! Now selling freshly 
made carbonated refreshment. 


MISSING PERSON- Velvet Frost, Male, Cherry dryad, red hair and 
green eyes. Was last seen wearing white headphones and a frosted 
cake hoodie on 26 Dekaeptamon 2019. Please relay any information 
to Kingsguard Logistician Antfrost. Anything. Please. It’s been nearly 
three months. | just want to know what happened to him. 


9. The New Year's War 
Summary for the Chapter: 


A disc war, if you will. 


In Tommy’s defense... 


...alright, he’s got nothing. 


But in his defense! He doesn't keep up on that news shit! 


When two people are yelling at each other about burnt down shit, 
what is Tommy Atkins Innit, member of the 5th Lmanburg Citizens’ 
Battalion, meant to do? Just mind his own business? 


(In retrospect, that probably was what he was supposed to do. Too 
late for that now anyways. ) 


It all started in Lemon City, a place that Tommy happened to be in for 
completely normal, totally not concerning medical reasons. He was 
wanting to ask what they knew about clones- like any long-term 
problems? Because Tommy’s looking like a 14 year old at age 9 here 
and he’s starting to think that this might be- might be- cause for 
concern. Just a bit. 


And then this rando in a red lemon scarf is pulling a Karen on this 
sturdy armored guy. 


“You're starting fires too close to the city!” The scarved player insists. 
“What if the lemon grove caught on fire?” 


The armored one scoffs sharply, jostling black waving hair. “The 
grove grows back, doesn’t it?” 


The scarved player sputters. “Our patients’ /Jungs won't just grow 
back if they get smog stuck in ‘em!” 


And that’s all well and good, but then Armor Guy turns to Tommy and 
oh- oh fuck, that’s a Dreamweaver mask, that’s a_ fucking 
Dreamweaver mask, that guy’s a cop. 


Well. Fuck. 


“What do you think, huh?” the (cop and bastard) kingsguard 
suddenly asks Tommy. “I’m just doing my job here, and this guy-” 
They gesture to the scarved human. “-is pulling a fucking fuss!” 


Well. 


Fuck. 


What was it Wilbur always said about cops? 


ACAB, Tommy, a memory of Wilbur sagely says as he lights up 
another smoke. A-fucking-CAB. 


(Tommy probably shouldn't call the cop a bastard. It’s true, but he 
shouldn’t say it.) 


Slightly more helpfully, Wilbur drilled into little 5-year-old Tommy’s 
head that if a cop ever looks at him funny, just keep walking. And if 
he can’t keep walking, just smile and nod along with whatever the 
cop says until the cop goes away. Being a dirty crime boy takes 
lesser priority over not getting stabbed by cops, or worse, arrested. 


“| mean, ah-” Dear fucking gods, if there was ever a time Tommy 
wished he didn't look like a grown-ass man. “Well- if it’s...” Tommy 
uncertainly trails off. “If it’s legal?” 


Cop McBastard gestures gratefully to Tommy. “See? This guy gets 
it. 


The scarved player huffs. “Legal- what kind of /egal, fucking with the 
lungs of my patients, I'll show you fucking legal.” They pull out their 
comm, holding it in front of their face. “Hunter, you utter mess of a 
Prophet, stop kissing dolphins and get over here right now! | don’t 
care how hands off you want to be, if you seriously think you can 
greenlight this bullshit near my district you got another thing coming!” 


Mm. Yes. That’s probably a development of some kind. Definitely 
one of the consequences of all time. Tommy puffs his cheeks, 
backing away slowly, before the guard suddenly grabs his arm. 


“Hey. | didn’t say you could leave.” 


Tommy squints with a slight cringe. “I got shit to do, man-” 


The armored grip tightens. “You'll be my witness.” The guard’s voice 
is friendly, but the hand on their sword is not. “It'll just take a little bit.” 


Oh boy. 


Tommy’s mouth flattens as he stands around with the guard by the 
Lemon City walls. 


“We should totally jump Hunter when he gets here,” the guard 
randomly says. 


Tommy laughs nervously. “What the fuck?” 


“It'll be funny,” the guard insists. 


“Is that even legal?” Tommy asks. 


The guard shrugs. “The hunts are us jumping him for shits and 
giggles. This is just Surprise Hunt.” Tommy can’t really tell past the 
mask, but he thinks the guard looks him up and down in an 
appraising sort of way. “You got a shotgun, bro?” 


-<>Y<>- 


And in Tommy’s defense, the guard said it was fine! It’s not his fault 
that the guard stabbed Hunter hard enough to respawn the fucker 
somewhere else, nor is it Tommy’s fault that he stole some of 
Hunter’s shit that got left behind. 


(If Hunter didn’t want Tommy to find out that he named his crossbow 
DEFINITELY NOT PENIS, he shouldn't have set his spawn bed with 
such a shitty damage threshold, the pussy.) 


And it’s definitely not Tommy’s fault that Hunter came back, with like- 
extra angry guys. 


Or that Tommy chased Hunter through the woods and shot Hunter 
with his own crossbow. 


Definitely not. 


The guard cackles loudly as they see Hunter respawn again. 


“And there we have it!” Tommy shouts with more bravado than he 
feels. “The PvP god himself, Tommy Innit! The leader of men, 
destroyer of wo-” He stops himself. “Alright, maybe we don’t go 
there.” 


The guard wheezes, taking off their white smiling mask so they can 
actually fucking breathe instead of pass out from their gleeful 
asthmatic episode. 


Tommy blinks. “Sapnap?” 


The guard- yeah, definitely Sapnap- turns towards Tommy. “That'd 
be me. Don’t wear it out.” 


Tommy lets out a punching breath. “I fucking forgot you were a cop.” 


“That's what the point of the mask is,” Sapnap snickers. “Anyways.” 
He takes his comm out of his inventory. “That was fun, but | should 
probably smooth things over with Hunter real quick-” Sapnap frowns. 
“Aw, fuck.” 


Tommy’s comm vibrates. 


-<>Y<>- 


rabbit_season: | have the music discs 


rabbit_season: and I’m going to burn them 


rabbit_season: unless my stuff is returned 


-<>Y<>- 


Sapnap hisses sympathetically through his teeth as he peeks at the 
message. “Forgot how competitive he can get sometimes. At least 
it's just discs and not like- and not anything more valuable from your 
house.” 


“They're the most valuable thing | own,” Tommy shakily says. 


Sapnap frowns confusedly. “A sleeve of discs? They can’t have cost 
that much.” 


“They're mine,” Tommy sorrowfully insists. 


Tommy’s discs- Tommy’s and no one else's, the first thing he ever 
owned that was his and his alone. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Sapnap hums uncertainly. “Okay- uh- I'll help you get ‘em back, this 
is- this is kinda my fault. I’ll go and talk to him-” 


“No,” Tommy says. 


Sapnap chuckles oddly. “You know that’s the Prophet we’re talking 
about, right? We can’t just beat him up until he gives you your stuff 
back.” His mouth flattens. “That and he’s kitted out with netherite.” 


“He’s still just some guy,” Tommy darkly concludes. “God can’t save 
him from a good fucking knock.” He lifts his comm up to his ear. 
“Tubbo, get me some axes.” 


-<>Y<>- 


In Lagos'defense, he wasn’t actually going to burn the discs. He just 
wanted to see what Tommy would do about it. 


Tommy Innit is a weird kid. Anyone that ends up on Wilbur Soot’s 
radar is bound to be a little strange, but Tommy... Tommy had a 
particular sort of energy to him. Something a little beyond the 
average player. It’s a puzzle to be sure, maddening with its missing 
pieces, and Lagos takes an interest in attempting to solve that 
puzzle sometimes. 


So, when Tommy respawns him with a crossbow bolt, he breaks into 
Tommy’s house and steals some things, just to see what would 
happen. 


Tommy was oddly attached to those discs in a way Lagos didn’t quite 
understand, attached enough that the human had caved at the 
prospect of those discs falling to harm... at first. 


And then something much more interesting happened next. 


Tommy proved to be a little strategist, equipping his temporary allies 
with axes and shields to outcrit the armor of Lagos' mortal shell, 
scattering chunks of gravel to make their barricades more annoying 
to break through. 


Forcing Lagos to respawn back in his bed once is lucky. Managing it 
twice is a pattern. Tommy’s axe grazes at Lagos' belly before the 
respawn kicks in, and Lagos has an answer to his puzzle. An 
incomplete answer, but an answer nonetheless. 


So, he lets Tommy keep those little discs that he lost to his respawn. 
The kid won fair and square. 


(This time.) 


-<>Y<>- 


Tommy is awkwardly walking away from his house when he gets the 
Call. 


“Hey, Tommy.” 


“Wilbur,” Tommy strainedly says, “lovely to hear you, bossman, but 
I’m kind of in a bit of a pickle right now, Hunter’s trying t’ shank me.” 


“Oh?” Tommy can hear the way Wilbur leans into the comm. “Ask 
him what he’s wearing.” 


Tommy pauses. “I can just tell you what he’s wearing-” 


“No, no,” Wilbur breathily interrupts, “no, you gotta ask him.” 


Tommy groans. “AY, GREEN BOY!” he shouts. “BOSS WANTS T’ 
KNOW WHAT YOU’RE WEARIN’!” 


Hunter’s running pace stutters, blatant confusion showing even past 
his mask. “What the fuck-” 


Tommy takes the opportunity to parkour off a fence and into the 
nearest lake, flipping the Prophet off as he falls. “Bye, bitch!” 


-<>Y<>- 


“So.” Wilbur takes a sip of hot cider as Tommy walks through his 
door. “You were with Hunter.” 


Tommy shrinks back nervously. “l- I’m sorry, Wil, | Know you said not 
t’ cause trouble, | just- Sapnap was there, and | got held up, an-” 


Wilbur chuckles. “It’s fine, Tommy. I’m glad you’re alright.” 


“You- you're not mad?” 


Wilbur takes a deep breath and puts a hand on Tommy’s shoulder. 
“Tommy, you stabbed the Prophet twice. That was the coolest thing 
that happened this year.” 


Tommy laughs nervously. “It was?” 


Wilbur hums. “Yeah, why not? A real good start to 2020, don’t you 
think?” 


Tommy dares to smile. “Yeah. Guess it was.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


haha. orp years 


10. Men Of Letters 


Summary for the Chapter: 


That went well, | think. 


To the Lord George Malcolm Lore, 


You may or may not be aware that your recent legislation as it 
concerns District Lore is rather dismissive of the needs and concerns 
of West Lore- some even express concerns that these laws are 
outright hostile towards us in particular. 


Time and time again we have offered the simple solution of 
separating us as a different district so that we may more 
independently and effectively participate in the governance of 
Greater Prime, but we understand that in the current state of events 
such an action would be too drastic to undertake. 


We choose not to take offense to any errors you have made towards 
us in your tenure- you are new to your Lordship and have suffered 
such recent loss. We do not expect perfect decisions from you in this 
time. We do, however, expect you to hear our concerns if you expect 
us to follow your laws. We expect the same representation that the 
rest of Greater Prime benefits from. 


Whether as West Lore or L’manburg, we hope to open a civil 
discussion with you on how to proceed. Our current relationship is 
not sustainable. 


Signed, 


Wilbur Sam-Seong Soot, 
the L’manburg Citizens’ Battalion, 


and your West Lore citizens. 


-<>9Y<>- 


To Mr Soot, 


It has come to my attention that you think you or your so-called 
“L’manburg” are even worth a tick of the Lord Lore’s time. You arent. 
Your attempts to contact this noble house have been a constant 
reminder of your ilk and your incessant infestation of our lands. 


For what reason the Prophet allowed you and your band of misfits 
even a place to stay makes me question his mental health and ability 
to lead. 


After the recent events, | believe you have no right to demand my 
attention, and no right to have any representation in our fair system 
after the horrific display of barbarity and utter disregard for your 
betters. Think about the horror you have caused before demanding 
anything of me, and think about how lucky you are | don’t force you 
off my lands like | should. 


Another slip and | will not hesitate to lobby you and your barbaric 
tribe off my land and out of the server. 


There is no place in District Lore’s law for thieves, murderers, 
Savages, or vermin spirits daring to masquerade as people. Any 
further attempts to lobby the Lord Lore or the House of Lore shall be 
met with immediate legal action. 


Signed, for the final time, 


Lady Arabelle Lore 


11. Angry Independence 


When Schlatt loses his first life, it’s not really something he freaks 
out about. 


He woke up on a train platform and thought, well- that happened. 


He’d definitely been dead as opposed to dreaming, because Wilbur’s 
told him what death actually looks like, and it looked alot like the 
vaguely twilit train station populated by nothing but shambling 
shades and countless mechanical crows that he’d been stuck in. 


He rolled up his sleeves. One heart on his wrist is broken. 


Yep. 


He dead. 


He died in his sleep- probably a heart attack, knowing his shitty 
health. But he should have woken up by now, just one life shorter. 


“Hey!” Schlatt knocked on one of the station windows. “Hey, how the 
fuck do | leave?” 


A mechanical crow wearing a green hat punched something out in a 
typewriter. A little machine printed something out, or tries to- as soon 
as he could recognize his own name being printed out, the machine 
stuttered to a stop. 


The crow looked back at him and tilted its head. 


“| got some demon in me,” Schlatt heard himself relaying. “Does that 
explain anything?” 


The crow clicked its beak, moved closer, and pecked sharply at his 
hand, just enough to draw blood. 


“Son of a bitch!’ Schlatt bit out, yanking his hand back. “What the 
fuck, man?” 


The crow dragged a- a whole ribbony trail of something out of his 
hand, and then typed in its machine again, a whole little book’s worth 
of stuff, and started weaving the printed nonsense into his blood. 


Maybe. 


Schlatt doesn’t really remember that part very well. All he knows is 
that he woke up one life shorter and that had been that. There might 
be some sort of necromancy cheat code typed into his soul now, but 
other than that he’s been doing great. 


Suspiciously great. 


As in his head has been feeling weirdly clear lately. 


The weird miniature fog that Schlatt had learned to accept as his lot 
in life this past decade had suddenly lifted, and it didn’t seem set on 
returning, no matter how much he hung around Wilbur. 


And he knows it’s Wilbur. And he knows it’s not even Wilbur’s fault, 
because Wilbur can’t turn that shit off, but it's gone now, and- 


-and Schlatt’s starting to notice shit. 


Like how especially pissed off Wilbur is today when he takes to the 
streets. 


“LOOK AT THIS!” Wilbur spitefully shouts as he waves a letter, the 
seal of House Lore visible on the back of its paper. “LOOK AT WHAT 


YOUR ESTEEMED REPRESENTATIVES THINK OF YOU!” His 
hand slaps the paper. “Thieves!” 


The crowd gasps. 


“SAVAGES!” Wilbur continues. 


The crowd hisses and shouts with disdain. 


Wilbur takes a breath. 


“Vermin,” he says quietly. “Spirits masquerading as people.” 


And Schlatt sees how the crowd stills, processing the words. Like 
clockwork, like alchemical reaction, like inevitable unstoppable 
momentum. 


He takes a moment to wonder if the letter has been faked- if Wilbur 
is spilling another, bigger, more horrific con out of his mouth to stir 
the political pot. But Schlatt knows, when the moment passes, that 
Wilbur would never insult his own child to this extent, even indirectly. 


Wilbur’s being honest- but most of all he’s being angry, and that 
honest anger is spilling into the crowd until it turns into rage. 


“SAVAGES AND VERMIN?’ Wilbur shouts into the rising riot. “If they 
want savages, that’s what they fucking get!” 


(Out of the corner of his eye, Schlatt sees a kingsguard talking 
frantically into their comm. His heart would drop if the roar of an 
entire district wasn’t already pounding in his skull.) 


“| SAY,” Wilbur's wrath rings, “IF THEY WANT TO GET RID OF 
L’MANBURG SO BAD, THEN THEY CAN’T HAVE IT!” 


12. An In Is An In 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Scarcity can have its consequences. 


“Can | get uuuuuuuuh-” Sapnap squints at the menu. “-Chili cheese 
hot dog, extra cheese?” 


Wilbur lets out an all too sympathetic hiss. “Ah, sorry man. Can't give 
you any extra. You know how those new L’manburg laws are.” He 
leans across the food truck counter as his voice lowers. “We're 
supposed to limit individual sales to outsiders.” 


“| could just put you under arrest,” Sapnap casually says. 


Wilbur snorts, waving a hand loosely in front of himself. “Under 
arrest. On what charges?” 


“Yeah, bitch,” Tommy pipes up. “Cracknap. Shitnap?” 


Wilbur rolls his eyes. 


“Pissnap,” Tommy awkwardly continues. 


“Charges- uh-” Sapnap squints with thought. “Obscuring justice-” 


Obstruction of justice, dumbass, Wilbur thinks to himself. 


“-by hiding your stuff, all your paraphernalia. Secondly-” 


“Sapnap, what does obscuring mean?” Tommy interrupts. 


(Wilbur tries not to laugh. Gods, this kid.) 


“Obscuring means hiding,” Sapnap explains- a bit more patiently 
than Wilbur would expect from a man on the tail edge of drug 
withdrawal. 


“No, it doesn’t,” Tommy stubbornly mutters. 


Sapnap’s always been a little more patient with Tommy. Maybe he 
thinks of the other human like a friend. 


But not friendly enough. Sapnap’s armored hand pulls Tommy’s shirt 
through the window, a loaded crossbow held too close to Tommy’s 
head for comfort. 


Tommy laughs at the sudden roughhousing, but he looks to Wilbur 
with a new nervousness in his eyes. “I’m gonna die.” Help me, 
Tommy doesn't quite say, but the intent is clear enough. 


“And look at that,” Wilbur flatly says, “no drugs.” 


Sapnap looks sharply to the storage of the truck. “I do see- | do see 
drug paraphernalia right there.” 


Oh, he’s stuttering now. Lovely. (This is a right mess now, isn’t it?) 


“No drugs, to be seen, at all,” Wilbur slowly insists. 


The crossbow doesn't move. Wilbur pushes up his glasses. 


“Sapnap, | appreciate that you're having a bit of a justice boner right 
now, but if you could leave me to my work.” Wilbur’s hand closes 
over the kingsguard’s wrist. “We have nothing to sell to you.” 


Wilbur was never a strong man, but a bird of prey is a bird of prey, 
and they both know it. If he clamps down hard enough on Sapnap’s 
bones, something’s going to give and it’s not going to be Wilbur. 


Sapnap lets his crossbow drop. 


“Sorry, that was uncool of me. Just- look-” Sapnap takes a shaky 
breath, unloading a purse of blaze rods on the counter. “-yeah. Let’s 
just forget about this?” 


“Yeah, yeah,” Wilbur scoffs, “you can’t buy our peace from your 
tyranny. Once a pig, always a pig.” He pushes against the counter, 
leaning back in his seat. “Sapnap, | appreciate the gesture, but I’m 
afraid this is-” 


Sapnap raises his hands meekly. “No, no, I’m not- it’s fine, it’s fine- 
listen, uh-” He runs an unsteady hand through his black hair. “I’m not 
tryin’ to bribe you, or join your cause yet or anything- I’m kingsguard, 
| can't. Just... while your little Country is growing, just... sell me. 
Some, um-” 


Tommy smirks meanly as he rests his elbow on the counter. “So, 
you're addicted to our supply.” 


“Possibly,” Sapnap naturally admits. 


Tommy rolls his eyes. “Gross.” 


Wilbur pushes Tommy to the side slightly as he leans back forward 
to face Sapnap. “I could make an exception for you- if you keep quiet 
about anything you see us doing.” 


Sapnap nods dismissively, eyes still fixed on their storage. “Yeah, 
yeah, whatever, just supply me.” 


Wilbur smiles. “Alright. One chili cheese hotdog with extra cheese, 
coming up.” 


And the deal is done. When they close their window for the day, 
Tommy frowns uneasily. 


“Wilbur, um-” Tommy’s mouth flattens as he swallows his own words. 
(He hasn’t done that around Wilbur in a long while.) 


“Go on,” Wilbur encourages. “You got something to say, say it.” 


“Isn't it kinda bad t’, y kKnow-” Tommy looks aside. “Fuck over addicts 
like that.” 


“Sapnap’s a cop, Tommy,” Wilbur simply says. “And we're on the tail 
edge of war. We need all the footholds we can get.” 


Tommy’s brows furrow. “We're not actually going to fight anyone, are 
we?” 


Wilbur takes a deep breath. “| hope we don't. But we've got to 
prepare for the worst.” He walks towards the driver’s seat. “Come on. 
It’s been a long day. Let’s grab some drinks when we get back to my 
place.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


since early season 1 was pure improv, the orp team is kind of 
having to pick the stuff that seems More canon than others in 
the context of later events 

cus the first half of season 1 was not done with the idea that 
there was a story at all. so we really had to look at the pre-war 
stuff and take it down to its bare essentials which events 
seemed to count towards the slowly building narrative. 


13. It's Something Called Trust 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And General Soot is quite lacking in that regard, you see. 


Revolution is brewing and Wilbur Soot- General Soot now, general, 
because that’s what this has come to- needs to know what he can 
trust. 


L’'manburg is angry, and they’re willing to let him channel that anger. 
This, at least, makes them reliable, but it does not make these 
people something he can trust. 


Wilbur can trust the Battalion. At least a little. 


The 1st and 2nd are foot soldiers, but they’re loyal and surprisingly 
numerous on such short notice. He can trust that they'll listen to him, 
or at least that they love each other enough to not turn on each 
other. 


People had asked why he put Niki Nihachu in charge of 3rd 
Battalion, that sweet little witch baker that had tricked the world into 
thinking she would never hurt a fly. 3rd Battalion is geared toward 
support- potions and shops and friendly safehouses- even so, 
they’re still expected to see battle, if it comes down to it. But even if 


everyone else forgets that a hand strong enough to pound dough 
every day is strong enough to pack a punch and then some, Wilbur 
will not, and Niki brandishes a kitchen knife with the same deadly 
weight as an enchanted netherite sword. 


He has Jack in the 4th Battalion, and he can trust Jack, he thinks. 
Jack is young, just on the edge of 10, but he’s a good kid. Not a 
particularly enthusiastic fighter, but more than willing to scrap when 
the going gets tough. 


It's the 5th Battalion that Wilbur worries about. The specialist 
battalion. The General’s Battalion. 


It had never been a question that Eret would be placed in the 5th, as 
close to the General as possible. He needed Eret’s scheming mind, 
and the peace of mind she provided. 


Tubbo was another easy choice. A surprising choice, surprising that 
he’d enlisted at all, but a valuable engineering wizard, taught under 
the Angel of Death whether he realized it or not. It wasn’t the same 
as having Philza, but it was the next best thing. (Philza can't know. 
He can't, and if Wilbur has anything to say about it, he won't, and 
never will, not until the war is already won.) 


Tommy had been... tricky. 


Wilbur wants to trust Tommy, and maybe he even does. He 
practically raised that boy himself, if not as a son then as a brother. 
But Tommy had moved out of L’manburg well over a year ago for a 
little house on the Prime Path, and Wilbur cannot take a soldier that 
sees L’'manburg as a vacation home. 


Tommy had insisted that he could balance both, but how could 
Wilbur accept it? Half-hearted patriotism would get Tommy killed- or 
worse, their fellow soldiers. 


All or nothing, Tommy. You can’t have both. All or nothing. 


(A week after Wilbur’s ultimatum, Tommy shows General Soot the 
L’manburg embassy to Greater Prime, standing where Tommy’s 
house once stood, and Tommy joins the 5th Battalion.) 


And Fundy... 


...Fundy. 


Oh, gods, Fundy. Fundy had kicked and clawed and bit his way into 
the 5th, whether Wilbur would have liked it or not. 


Wilbur had foolishly (selfishly) (desperately) floated the idea of 
sending Fundy to visit Philza for a while, of keeping him safe until 


things died down, and Fundy had violently refused. 


So much fire. (So much like his mother.) 


He’s only 15- just barely older than Sally had been when she died. 
And 15 is no child, not anymore, but that’s Wilbur’s son. That’s his 
boy, that’s Sally’s boy, he’s all that’s left of her, and the thought of 
losing that to the scope of Wilbur’s divine ambition chafes and 
scrapes and grates until Wilbur feels like he could lose his mind. 


But Fundy had laid out in no uncertain terms that if Wilbur sent him 
to Philza, he would tell Philza everything until the Angel’s warpath 
pointed towards L’manburg himself. 


(Wilbur cannot force his father to break on his behalf. Not again.) 


Fundy becomes the Dreamon specialist of the 5th Battalion. Wilbur 
tries to let the pride he feels swallow up his rising fear. 


14. Eyas 
Summary for the Chapter: 


He's only a phone call away. Why won't you just tell him? 


There once was a man named Old Saint Phil. Dressed in green and 
grey and big black wings, the crows forever followed him. 


When he came, he came from the sea, a foreign dragon headed 
boat rested on the docks. When that boat rests upon L’manburg’s 
waters, the shadow of Old Saint Phil will fly overhead. 


And in the wake of that shadow? 


Phantoms fall. Crops ripen just a touch too quickly. The undead 
seem to disappear, at least for a time, the remaining strays choked 
by the flowers blooming in empty fields until they burn in daybreak. 
All the while, Old Saint Phil lingers upon the roofs and the rivers and 
the trees, the aged catacombs underneath. 


That is what L’manburg knows, and that is what they have told their 
children for the last 15 years. 


But he was never a saint, not to Wilbur. 


(He never needed to be.) 


“Hey, Phil,” Wilbur greets in rusted Talon. “It’s not too late where you 
are, right?” 


He hears a whining yawn on the other end of his comm. “Whenever | 
pass out next is up t’ th’ gods, you know that.” A brief chuckle. “Hi, 
mate.” 


Just this once, Wilbur’s glad that Philza’s not really here. 


Because if he had been here- his large soft wings, the perpetually 
faded green of his clothes, the all-seeing emptiness of his eyes 
briefly chased away by the tired fondness of his smile- Wilbur might 
have broken right then and there. 


This man. This stupid old man. 


Wilbur will always turn into a child all over again the moment Philza 
lays eyes on him. 


“How’ve you been?” Wilbur asks. 


“[’'m alright,” Philza says. “I’ve been, uh- I’m doin’ a patch update for 
Chatters. Experimental bullshit, but it should work out fine.” 


“Patch update,” Wilbur repeats. “Phil, are you tinkering with your own 
brain bits?” 


“It’s not MY brain bits,” Philza insists, “/t’s just Chatters’ brain bits.” A 
pause. “Which is sort of my brain bits, but not any of the critical 
ones.” 


“AS a person you have known for less than 30 years out of your 
several millennia of being alive, forgive me for being biased about 
the chance that you might fuck up your memory bits while trying to 
code your own brain,” Wilbur flatly points out. 


“It’s fine! Techno’s here.” Wilbur hears a burst of laughter. “An’ if 
anythin’ goes wrong, my wife can fix it anyways.” 


“My poor stepmother,” Wilbur sarcastically despairs. “How She can 
even stand you is beyond me.” 


“By hunting me for sport,” Philza answers, and the best part is that 
Wilbur can’t even tell if Philza’s joking. Him and his wife are just 
weird. “What’s got y’ callin’, anyways? You always just text me.” 


“|, uh-” Wilbur stutters over his words for a long moment. “I’m- | just-” 


| miss you- 

| don’t want to worry you- 

I'll be worth it soon | promise- 
Are you still proud of me- 

Do you still love me- 


| don’t wanna die- 


“-| just wanted to hear your voice,” Wilbur decides. “That's all. Tell 
me more about your experiment?” 


Wilbur can hear the smile in his father’s voice. “Well | was thinkin’ | 
could set up a Chatters t’ act as a template for th’ others- y’know, 
when | change this one it affects all th’ others- an’ | could use tha’ t’ 
organize ‘em a bit more, y'know how scattered the little shits get all 
the time. I’m thinkin’ I'll call this one Brian an’ see if | can get 
Chatters t’ talk with my voice sometimes, it'd be useful for passin’ on 
messages t’ other people-” 


And Wilbur listened to him go on- and on and on and on- and this 
time, he doesn’t mind that the voice he hears makes him feel so 
inescapably like a child. Let him be young today, for as long as it 
lasts. 


He can be General Soot tomorrow. 


15. My L'manburg 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Contested claim. 


“L’manburg?” Lagos skeptically repeats as he looks at the flag 
draped across the blackstone walls. Stripes of red, white, and blue 
sprout out of a golden cross nested in a black gilded half-circle. 


“Yes,” Wilbur confirms. “We are seceding from you Dreamlanders.” 


Lagos raises an eyebrow. “From Greater Prime, you mean.” 


“This is our own server now,” Wilbur corrects. “This area- just this 
part is our server.” 


Wilbur can just feel the way Lagos frowns behind his mask. “I think-” 


“TOWER!” Tommy loudly shouts. “FENCE! SYLLABLE!” 


Wilbur Suppresses a snort. That’s not guite what he meant when he 
told Tommy that L'manburg would use words over swords, but he'll 


take it. 


“Say revolution,” Wilbur stage whispers. 


“VIVE LA REVOLUTIONE-” Tommy’s shouts cut off with a high- 
pitched shriek as Lagos throws a knife in his general direction. 


“Woah, woah!” Wilbur raises an appeasing hand. “This is just your 
formal notice that this is our server, this part.” 


“Yeah,” Tommy affirms. “Get yer sticks out, Tubbo.” 


Tubbo lets off a rakish grin as he brandishes his battalion baton. 
“Yeaaah!” 


Other blue coated soldiers along the wall walk hit their batons 
against the walls with scattered cheers. 


Lagos walks closer to the border, a coy tilt in his head. “What 
happens if the rest of the server tries to take over your land?” 


“They can’t,” Wilbur simply says. “That’s not how servers work.” He 
smiles. “Hunter, you’re supposed to be smart, man, that’s not how 


servers work.” 


“What are the- what are the laws of your land?” Lagos neutrally asks. 


Tommy gestures to his uniform and baton. “No weapons, no armor.” 


“We use our words,” Wilbur clarifies. 


“Like civilized men,” Tommy finishes. 


Lagos shrugs dismissively. “Well, it’s the land of pussies.” 


Wilbur hums awkwardly. “I wouldn't say that-” 


Tubbo lets out a bleating cringe. 


Tommy smiles caustically to the soldiers on the walls. “Hunter hates 
women. You heard it here first, folks.” He leans teasingly towards 
Lagos. “You disgust me.” 


Lagos snorts. “For someone who loves women, your name is- 
L’man-burg, of your town, you’re- you’re saying that / hate women.” 


“Women are perfectly allowed as long as they’re not outsiders,” 
Wilbur corrects. 


Lagos waves his hand dismissively. “I would like you to know that the 
population of your army is zero women, while the population of 
Greater Prime is infinitely more women.” 


The soldiers on the walls jeer and hiss at him from their place on the 
walls. 


“Ah, fuck off, Proph!” 
“I’m right here, dickhead!” 


“Who's commander Nihachu then, chopped liver?” 


Wilbur makes an exaggerated show of pinching his brow with 
exhaustion. “Hunter- Hunter- | don’t know what you're doing with 
your infinite women-” 


The soldiers erupt into laughter behind him. 


“-but you and your infinite women, get out of here, alright?” 


Lagos takes a step forward and stops. 


Stops, or rather, is stopped. Stopped, because everything in 
L’manburg- the walls, the flags, the roads, the houses- was made, at 
least a little, by Wilbur’s hand. 


Wilbur Soot put his blood, sweat, and tears into this place for 15 
years, and that blood has fed the stone and the soil and the roots of 
its trees underground. 


My L’manburg, says the son of an Angel, and the land he feeds rises 
to answer him. 


The Dreamweaver stops and looks up at Wilbur. 


General Soot smiles and stares back. 


Hunter turns silently and disappears into the trees. 


16. WHITE FLAGS. 


Summary for the Chapter: 


| DON'T KNOW WHAT YOU HAD IN MIND 
BUT HERE WE STAND ON OPPOSING SIDES 
LET'S GO TO WAR... 


So Hunter might be a bit upset. 


The guy just trudged back into the castle with a dont touch me 
radius a chunk wide, holed up in the royal announcement booth, and 
hasn't come out since. 


Which, followed up by the sudden kingsguard mobilization around 
L’manburg, isn’t exactly a good look. 


Not that Sapnap particularly gives a shit one way or another what 
happens to Lmanburg. He’s a Badlands boy through and through, 
he doesn’t care about the politics of the upstart sect of Lore. 


It’s just that Hunter seems to be at least a little pissed off, and 
Sapnap does give a shit about Hunter. 


Which means Sapnap’s going to have to do something about it. 


He opens the door and a little porcelain doll knocks him near to the 
ground. 


“Hey, Daydream,” Sapnap manages to wheeze from the floor. 


“What's up, Sadnap?” The white face of the Dreamweaver’s godchild 
floats toward him at a vaguely unhinged angle. “Are you creeping on 
somebody’s room?” 


“You're creeping on somebody’s room,” Sapnap snorts. “What are 
you doing bothering Hunter? He’s all pissy today.” 


Drista shakes leaves out of her branching horns. “Exactly! He should 
lighten the fuck up. He’s so boring when he plays his Prophet game.” 


Sapnap frowns. “What does that-” 


The world blinks and the little god is gone. 


“’m never gonna get a straight answer for that, am |?” Sapnap asks 
the empty air. He knocks on the door again, just for courtesy’s sake. 
“Hunter? You in there?” 


“You can’t prove I’m not,” a voice tiredly answers. 


“I’m respecting your privacy by knocking but asserting my authority 
as captain by coming in anyway,” Sapnap decides to say. He sidles 
into the room, taking in the various machines and microphones of 
the broadcasting studio. 


Hunter’s hood is down and he isn’t wearing his mask. 


Sapnap takes a step back. 


“It’s alright,” Hunter says, face still turned to the dials. “You can look- 
you're allowed to look, I-” A weathered hand drags across white hair. 
“it's not a big deal. | don’t care about my face, the mask is just for 
work.” 


Hunter has... a face. There’s nothing particularly remarkable about 
it- it is an oval face with a long flat nose, features just vague enough 
that Sapnap cannot quite tell if they’re human, elfin, testificate, or 
something else. Just some face, belonging to just some guy, staring 
back at him with stony green eyes. 


Huh. 


“You doin’ okay, man?” Sapnap hesitantly asks. “You look kinda-” He 
stops himself with a chiding chuckle. “-l was gonna say more worn 
out than usual, but this is the first time I’ve actually seen you, so | 
guess that’s a loaded question.” 


A sigh. “About as well as | can, given the... circumstances.” Hunter 
knocks his head into his knuckles. “Did Daydream put you up to 
this?” 


“/ put me up to this,” Sapnap insists. “You’re my friend, | wanna 
check in on you.” 


Hunter laughs, almost. “I'll live, I’m just... tired.” 


Sapnap looks at him expectantly. Hunter’s mouth flattens as his eyes 
dart to the side. 


“| was just supposed to be done, you know?” Hunter suddenly starts 
up. “| was supposed to be done with all-” He gestures vaguely at the 
radios, the microphones, the scripts on the desks. “-all this years 
ago. And then Corvus died, and then Malcolm died, and |-” 


Hunter puts his head in his hands, slumping in his seat. 


“Fuck.” 


Sapnap blinks. Of all the things the Prophet could be getting 
stressed about, he didn't think retirement was one of them. Then 
again, he doesn’t really know how old Hunter is. (No one does.) 
Even looking at him, face in full view, it’s hard to tell what exactly 
Sapnap is looking at. 


But he sounds like he’s been at it one year too many. 


“Wilbur,” Hunter says out of nowhere. “Wilbur Soot, that-” His hands 
curl around his jagged hair. “That upstart child.” 


Sapnap snorts. “Pretty sure the guy’s almost twice my age.” 


“| can feel him,” Hunter goes on. “I can feel the roots of him digging 
into the server like ants!” 


Sapnap shudders. “Gods, that’s graphic.” 


“It's not about Greater Prime or L’manburg anymore, his claim is 
digging into the land itself! | just- | just want it done with,” Hunter 
tiredly despairs. “I just want it to be over.” 


“Hey.” Sapnap lays a hesitant hand on Hunter’s shoulder, daring to 
let out a small smile. “That’s what we’re here for. Scare ‘em straight, 
right? We'll fix this. Whatever it takes.” 


Hunter takes a deep breath. “Right.” He turns around to face the mic. 
“Whatever it takes.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tommy, and Wilbur, and the rest of... L’manchildburg- we are at war. 


There is no mercy. 


We have burned down your towers. We have planted TNT cannons 
around your land. We have cobblestone walled the outside, and we 
have shot one warning shot inside your walls. 


We have NO MERCY! 


NO MERCY FOR YOU! 


WE WILL BURN DOWN YOUR HOUSES! WE WILL KILL 
EVERYTHING INSIDE YOUR WALLS AND WE WILL TAKE BACK 


WHAT IS RIGHTFULLY OURS, IF YOU DO NOT SURRENDER. 


|! WANT TO SEE WHITE FLAGS! 
WHITE FLAGS, 
OUTSIDE YOUR BASE, 
BY TOMORROW, 
AT DAWN- 
OR YOU ARE 


DEAD! 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


the Discord server 

Find Aenor on Twitter or on Tumblr 
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our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 
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Summary: 


The Independence War, they'll call it one day. Gods, it was barely 
even a battle. 


It was a massacre. 


In which the L'manburg 5th Battalion fights for freedom. But the 
world is rarely so kind to heroes, even when they win. 


(Especially when they win.) 


1. The Sacrifice Game 


Author's Note: 
If you didn't read the previous parts, perish. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Lord Punz of House Valorant wasn’t exactly the favored heir of the 
crown. 


The third child to some offshoot human noble house. Sure, Valorant 
had its own kind of pride, but it’s not like humans were a high- 
demand or even common demographic, at least as far as hominid 
races went. 


Lacking the animal magics of elfin, blood lacking the prized 
constitution of testificates that let them even conquer rot, given time 
and treatment. Humans are bony, sweaty, anatomically unwieldy 
creatures- compared to the natural advantages of so many other 
races, one might even think they were unfit for survival. 


The problem is that the humans never really caught on to the fact 
that they’re supposed to die out. So while they might not exactly be 


common on any server other than Earth, they can be found almost 
everywhere, adapting to anything, stubbornly refusing to die. 


Punz is only human, and that is how they can be the Royal 
Huntsman, the one trusted by the crown to find or kill every target 
given. They aren't the fastest or the strongest, but they are the most 
stubborn, and they will never, ever stop hunting. 


If they really had to think about it, maybe that’s why the Prophet has 
always liked them so much. 


He’s certainly trusting them enough to use their hunting lodge near 
the forests of Lore as an improvised military base. 


Sapnap breaks the silence from under a pile of Punz’ hunting dogs. 
“So, uh... what are we waiting around for, exactly?” 


Lagos opens his comm. “Confirmation that everything’s ready. We’ve 
got one shot not to screw this up, you know.” 


Sapnap twirls his fingers in the air. “We shoot at ‘em until they retreat 
to their ‘secret’ bunker, and then we cut ‘em down while they're 
trapped. Easy shit.” 


George hums skeptically. “I don’t trust Eret, you know. Just going to 
put that on record.” 


“Eret has always wanted what is best for the server,” Lagos insists. 
“And the trap is sound. I’ve checked it myself. Besides, he knows 
better than to lie to me.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


rabbit_Season: are you ready 


The_Eret: Am | ever supposed to be ready for this? 


rabbit_season: all you have to do is not get in the way. We'll do the 
rest for you. 


The_Eret: Don't act like this is easy for me, Hunter. 


rabbit_season: then don’t act like this is hard for you. you’re not the 
one making sacrifices here 


The_Eret: These people are my friends. I’m not throwing this away 
lightly. 


rabbit_season: then why throw it away at all? 


The_Eret: Lmanburg can’t win. 


The_Eret: We both know that. 


The_Eret: Better my hand than yours. 


rabbit_season: whatever helps you sleep at night, King Eret. your 
crown will be waiting for you by day’s end either way. 


2. The Traitor's Game 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Wilbur remembers how it ended. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Warning for screen reader users and the _ reading/vision 
impaired: Repeating and disjointed text. 


“What are we- what do we got, what’s the sit rep? What's the 
report?” 


“Alright. Alright.” Tommy ducks his body away from the windows. 
“Here’s the situation- the King's boys, they're on the roof, they’ve 
already respawned me and Tubbo once, they-” His bright eyes dart 
to Wilbur. “-they feel like they've got their power, their egos are up, 
they've already-” 


Another bullet clanks loudly against the wall of the van, leaving a 
miniature smoking crater in its wake. The 5th Battalion watches 
flames lick against cracked glass. 


Tommy takes a steeling breath. “I don’t know man, | mean- what do 
you think we gotta do now? | mean, ultimately, you’re the leader 
here- your call.” 


Shit. 


Fuck- yeah, that is Wilbur’s call, isn’t it? General Soot. He’s- he’s 
supposed to know what he’s doing- he does know what he’s doing, 
he does, | know what I’m doing, | swear, if you just hear me out- 


“| think...” Wilbur tents his fingers in front of his face. “...1 think the 
element of surprise is key here, we can’t just go in guns blazing-” 


Fundy. Where’s Fundy, where’s my baby- 


-baby. Son. Son boy. There’s Fundy, he’s here, he’s real, he’s alive. 


My son. 


“How are you doing?” Wilbur thinks he might have asked. 


“m- 'm-" Fundy looks away. The white in his brown hair has been 
growing out of his temple. (It’s like the white in Philza’s hair. Wilbur 
wonders if it’s a family trait.) “It could have been better.” 


“Okay.” 


The 5th Battalion is huddled around a table of a food truck. Tubbo’s 
eyes are cornflower blue. Eret is fiddling with a golden apple in their 
hand. Why is Wilbur noticing this? (Why does he remember this?) 


The golden apple. Tubbo’s eyes. Eret’s hand- Eret’s hand, there was 
something important about that, why can’t he remember? 


He remembers- he remembers- he remembers a declaration (of 
independence?), they’d all written together, Tommy had helped 
Tubbo write things down and they made very good lines- 


-Wilbur looking up at the ceiling of his van, cracked by cannon fire- 


They’re surrounding us Wilbur, Tommy’s graveled voice intones. 
Each corner. 


Wilbur was holding an axe in his hands. We don’t use weapons, 
Tommy, we use our words. Then why was he holding a weapon? 


We’re outgunned/outmanned/outnumbered/outplanned 


“| thought this was a trailer park,” Lagos nonsensically says in 
response to a question Wilbur must have asked him. 


Tommy, shot in the shoulder (he’s fine, I’m fine, Wilbur, I'll live-) and 
Wilbur must have ordered the other battalions to focus on the people 
and the city, right? 


That's why they aren't there, that’s why the 5th is armored, why are 
they armored? 


“I’m frail,” Wilbur remembers joking, “I’m old, I’m 23 years old-” 27, 
he’s 27, he said 27 not 23. 


Tommy was in charge. Of course he put Tommy in charge, Tommy 
always takes charge, he’s- he’s- he’s- he’s reliable. 


Sneaking away from the Lmanburg walls, past the rivers (Wilbur was 
an elytron, a seabird, he was always a good swimmer) 


TommylInnit: Gentlemen. 


TommylInnit: What is the meaning of this? 


GOT A BIT OF A- HAH- ARMOR AND WEAPON DISCREPANCY 


TommyInnit: Come downSTAND BACK, 


STAND BACK, 


and Wilbur remembers the street exploding under their feet (a trap 
impossibly placed by a god) and the feeling of burning alive, but only 
for a moment. “I’m fine, I’m fine.” 


Someone screaming for water. A suggestion to flee to the catacombs 
that Wilbur had refused. 


He’d charged forward, L’manburg’s flag draped over his uniform like 
a wing shawl to draw Greater Prime’s angry fire. Darting under a 
lemon tree (oh, look at that, the fruits are in season, isn’t that lovely) 


And a Snipers’ duel between two towers and- 


(Tommy?) Tommy holding Wilbur up as they snuck back into the 
wall, fuck, | really am old and frail, it’s not a joke anymore, is it? 


Eret. 


Eret. 


Eret. 


Eret with a secret down a narrow tunnel and steep stairs- steep for 
swift descent and impossible escape- the low ceiling grating like the 
claustrophobic rattle of Wilbur’s own elytra. 


Gentlemen, this is the Final Control room. 


Named chests. Soulsand lanterns. Blackstone- Wilbur remembers all 
those years ago, teaching Eret Khorsh despite the limited vocals of 
the human chord, all for better trade discounts in the name of better 
blackstone. 


Blackstone, and a handheld button switch. 


Eret. 


Eret. 


...Eret? 


A shaded smile, that isn’t quite 


sad, but more 


filled with a grim 


determination. 


And Wilbur feels a sudden clarity, wnat he does not know. 


Down with the revolution, boys. 


It was never meant to be. 


He remembers soldiers leaping out of the walls- he remembers a 
blade through Tubbo’s stomach, Tommy falling to the ground with a 
sickening crack. 


An armored hand grabbing Fundy’s clothes, the terror, the rage that 
filled his dying words as he screamed traitor, TRAITOR, GET OUT 
GET OUT GET AWAY FROM HIM- 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Somewhere in a train station, a machine types out: 


Wilbur Soot was slain by Punz Valorant using [Punzo Blade 
of Justice]. 


and a Lady sighs. 


3. The Waiting Game 
Summary for the Chapter: 
The judgement of God awaits. Wake up, general. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


This chapter contains screen reader compatible exotic text. 


The last thing Fundy remembers is what might have been talons 
reaching for him, a name desperately ripped from his father’s throat 
before a sharpness sank between his ribs. 


Something in his soul shatters. 


The world blinks. 


Stopped. 


Stuttered to a pause, a millitick lag in the redstone machine of reality. 


Fundy wakes up, wrists burning. He dares to look down. 


One heart shorter. 


He looks around, the ghost of his father’s dead face haunting 
wherever his eyes dare to land, and suddenly the world feels more 
terrifying than he could ever bear. 


And his three tails turn to four. 


There’s five different guns held to his head as he sits up from his bed 
and he does not fight them. 


He is barely aware of where they might be led as the 5th Battalion 
has their hands all tied, as they're prodded along to an unknown 
destination. He is thinking of the respawn beds- the whole army had 
their respawns set at half-death threshold, but the 5th Battalion had 
died in that tiny blackstone room with no respawn to save them. 


Maybe Eret had sabotaged the respawn. Maybe they had simply just 
died too quickly. 


(Wilbur had been reaching for Fundy when he died- a desperate 
scream cut off with a shattered whistling keen as someone’s sword 
came out the other side of his lungs.) 


The 5th Battalion is led to the gates of Lmanburg’s walls. 


“Where's Wilbur?” Tommy quietly asks, head darting around for any 
sign of the general. “He was with us, why isn’t he here?” 


“Sorry about that, Tommy,” the Prophet’s voice cuts across the other 
side of the gates, “the General has been... preoccupied.” 


The Prophet's ghostly white horse trots past the threshold of the 
gates, an entourage of Greater Prime’s soldiers in tow. When he 
dismounts, the bedraggled and bloodstained uniform of Wilbur Soot 
sways in his wake. 


“WILBUR!” Tommy's shout rings raw across the distance between 
them. Angry electric eyes turn to a blank white mask. “You son of a 
bitch, what have you done?” 


“What’s going on?” Tubbo meekly dares to ask. 


Hunters’s unreadable mask turns to Wilbur. “I’m going to ask you 
again. Do you and your traitors rescind ownership of this land?” 


Wilbur’s always been a little frail, ever since Fundy was a child. Just 
a little too bruised by minor bumps, a little too knocked down by 
sickness, a little too short of breath after a long day. Hunter’s hand 
gripped on his shirt is probably the only thing keeping him standing 
at this rate. 


“Independence,” Wilbur laboriously whispers, “or death. If we get no 
revolution... then we want nothing.” There are no glasses to hide the 
haunting red of his eyes, not anymore. “We would rather die... than 
give into you... and join your lands... Hunter.” 


Hunter says nothing. 


There is nothing to say. 


His hand shakes with his heaving breath, and the land cracks 
beneath their feet. Twisted thickets grow out of the ground, root and 
branch hungrily clawing at the streets. 


And then it stops. 


Hunter lets go and walks away. The 5th Batallion is untied. 


Wilbur sways on his feet for a few pitiful ticks before dropping to the 
ground. 


Fundy rushes to grab him. He’s still breathing, he’s still breathing. 


“Eret,” Wilbur weakly murmurs, eyes glassy with pain and 
exhaustion. “Eret- |-” 


“| know,” Fundy says as he lifts his father’s head. “I know.” 


And he knows, he does. 


Eret, who had practically been part of the family for as long as Fundy 
could remember. 


Eret, who had walked Fundy through his first redstone circuit, who 
had read him bedtime stories, who had never gotten mad when 
Fundy slipped up and called her mom, even if she corrected him 
every time. 


Eret, that led them to their deaths. 


Eret, that set up the 5th Battalion like fish in a fucking barrel. 


Eret, who stood back and watched as they got slaughtered like 
animals. 


Wilbur had never loved a thing on this bitch of an earth as much as 
he loved Sally Soot, and maybe he never will, but Eret might have 
been a close second. 


So Fundy knows. Gods, he knows. 


He takes an unsteady breath. “You've got too much blood on you-” 
He turns to a soldier with a lavender coat- someone from the 3rd 
Battalion. “The general’s down! We need potions!” 


“My little champion,” Wilbur hazily smiles, “ 
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“And you're being loopy,” Fundy flatly notes. “Great.” 


“Gentlemen! Gentlemen!” Tommy brusquely barks. “And _ ladies. 
Okay, it’s in times like this where we, uh-” He flounders briefly. “You 
go down the hole that | conveniently made!” 


Tubbo (somehow) knows exactly what the fuck Tommy’s talking 
about, darting to an opening in the cracking ground. “Down the hole, 
down the hole!” 


“Cus | thought, odds are,” Tommy nervously continues as soldiers 
frantically scurry into the dimly lit tunnels, “we’re gonna be on the run 
for a bit, so we’re gonna run down this hole | made! Uh-” 


“When did you make this?” Wilbur barely manages to ask as Fundy 
and Tommy carry him down. 


“| HAD A LOT OF TIME, WILBUR!” Tommy shouts with bursting 
panic. Wilbur flinches at the noise, and Tommy lowers to a quieter, 
but nonetheless frantic litany of orders. “Follow me, follow me- hole 
up in the bunker | made- stand here-” 


It’s small and claustrophobic, a sick echo of the Final Control room. 
But unlike before, Tommy’s bunker is walled with obsidian, with no 
storage but an ender chest to access whatever critical supplies 
anyone has left. 


It is a place to wait, and stop, and breathe. 


Fundy holds his father’s hand as an over-distilled regen potion does 
its work, and L’manburg waits for General Soot to open his eyes. 


4. The Surrender Game 
Summary for the Chapter: 


You had one job, Tommy. 


Tommy breaks the silence, voice high with his frantic pace. “So, 
okay- | thought, the odds are, they’re probably gonna, uh, win this 
war-" 


Tubbo’s ears perk as footsteps pass overhead. “Get down, get 
down.” 


“So | thought,” Tommy goes on, “okay, here’s what we’re gonna do-” 


He takes a breath, stops, and looks at the gathered group. 


“| don't think we can win this,” Tommy suddenly says. 


Fundy looks at Tommy- really looks at him. There is no bravery, no 
gusto, no childish panic. 


Just a soldier admitting they’ve finally lost. 


“You wanna know what we have?” Tommy grimly concludes. “We 
have each other.” He pulls out a vinyl with a green label. “I’m gonna 
play us some music.” 


Fundy almost finds it in him to laugh. Of course Tommy would have a 
damn record player in his nihilistic death hole bunker. 


“Now in this last moment between us,” Tommy waveringly says, “I’m 
really not sure how long we have left.” 


Tubbo laughs nervously. 


“Any last words?” Tommy offers to the room. “I ‘unno, this was kind 
of a last plan bunker, | was hoping to majestically mine it an’ Wilbur 
goes, oh, that was so cool of you, that was so cool- ” 


And now Tommy’s doing that thing where Fundy’s not sure if the guy 
wants to be Wilbur’s son or Wilbur’s brother. It's weird and vaguely 
uncomfortable to watch. 


Fundy looks back to the man in question. 


Wilbur’s awake, following the conversation with drooped ears and 
sharp but tired eyes. 


You're alive. Thank gods. Thanks gods. (Thank gods.) 


“Wil, this is the point where you... pull out the sly last move,” Fundy 
decides to say. “Please.” 


“Listen,” Wilbur weakly starts. “Listen,” he says again, a little stronger 
this time. “There is no sly last move.” He dares to sit up, rubbing 
wearily at his temple. “Basically, we have such a lower opportunity 
here that we probably just need to accept the conditions of 
surrender.” 


His gaze drifts to the floor. 


“They've entrapped our lands. They’ve- they’ve set up bombs on our 
lands, they’ve destroyed all our homes-” A sharp, shuddering breath. 
“| feel like | would be a bad General if | didn’t... look for conditions of 
surrender.” 


Wilbur was always a rapid-fire man with his words. These halting, 
defeated, stilted sentences did not suit him, and they fill Fundy with 
the uneasy dread that some of it may not be healed with rest and 
medicine. 


Wilbur looks up. “Tommy Innit.” 


Tommy freezes. 


“| want you to- | want you to come with me to meet Hunter, and... 
talk with him.” He raises a hand. “And | want you to make sure you 
dont run your mouth, Tommy Innit. No challenging Hunter on his 
honor, none of that. Okay?” 


“Okay,” Tommy meekly agrees. 


-<>Y<>- 


So anyways, Tommy challenged Hunter on his honor. 


5. The Brothers Game 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Two brothers. 


Lagos is not a violent god by his own estimate. But maybe his little 
sister had a point when she called him a sore loser, even when he 
wins. 


(Especially when he wins.) 


And he has won, in so far as anyone could win in this childish parody 
of a war. War, war, it was barely even a battle. 


One could say that L_manburg fought well- given the circumstances, 
given the time, given the odds so stacked against them- but they 
lost, nonetheless. 


They lost the moment Eret decided they couldn't win. They lost the 
moment Punz’ sword ran through Wilbur’s lungs in the Final Control 
room, and the fledgeling demigod’s stranglehold on that little patch of 
land lapsed, just for a moment. 


Good fucking riddance. He could still feel the ghost of contested 
claim wriggling, writhing like bloodworms in shallow water. 


Lagos had felt relieved for the pressure to lift- at first. It’s a bitter pill, 
this particular victory. With Eret’s coronation pending, Lagos will 
soon be free of these mortal entanglements, but it didn’t fill him with 
any satisfaction to end Wilbur’s life. 


That stupid, stupid boy. Even with the threat of the Angel’s scrutiny 
hanging over both their heads, he still manages to bite off more than 
he can chew. 


Oh, Wilbur. You always did want too much. 


It is better for them both, Lagos decides, that they be free of this 
L’manburg pretense, and it seems Wilbur is finally inclined to agree. 
Perhaps Lagos had stepped a touch too far by letting George take 
Fundy’s life, but that’s water under the bridge now. General Soot has 
decided to let go and move on, and the Prophet will accept in a show 
of mercy. 


Wilbur’s definitely going to sulk about it for a while- and that’s going 
to be annoying, especially if he complains to Philza about it- but 
Lagos' reasonably sure that Wilbur’s got too much pride at this point 
to cry to father dearest over such trivial things. Lagos will wait for the 
demigod to burn out his bad mood, and extend his hand again. 
Wilbur and his little entourage have some fight in them. In time, 
Lagos could see them working towards... common goals. 


And yet, even with a crushing loss, even after his own General has 
conceded defeat, Tommy Innit wishes to duel. 


Daydream giggles off to the side. “You should totally do it, it would be 
funny.” 


“For you, maybe,” Lagos snorts. “We were so close to having this 
over with, and now Wilbur's little puppy has to start barking.” 


“Well, if you refuse,” Daydream coyly points out, “you're just gonna 
have to deal with him for even longer.” Her head spins to track a 
falling leaf. “And he’s been shouting about it to everyone he runs 
into. People are waiting for a fight now.” 


Lagos sighs. “Wilbur should keep a tighter leash on that boy.” 


“Maybe don’t keep comparing him to a dog? | think Tommy’s funny.” 
Daydream snickers, head ducking into the furs of her clothes. “He 
sounds like a dying fox when he gets jumped.” 


“He’s loud and lanky and clingy,” Lagos fires back. “At the very least 
Wilbur should try and prevent him from turning into a walking 
diplomatic incident.” 


Daydream leans back, swinging her body off a tree. “You made 
Wilbur boring. And weird. He almost shot me the last time | broke 
into his house ‘cause he thought | was gonna be you.” 


“It's not my fault that Wilbur is trying to steal our land!” Lagos 
defends. 


Daydream shifts uncomfortably. “Yeah that... wasn’t very fun.” 


“Wilbur’s acting like a child,” Lagos surmises. “And now | have to go 
and fight another child about it. What a mess.” 


“Why did you start playing Prophet?” Daydream dares to wonder. 
“Every time | see you play this game, you act like you hate it.” 


Lagos stays silent for a while. 


“It doesn't matter,” he decides. “It'll be over soon, anyways.” 


-<>Y<>- 


rabbit_season: are we still on? 


TommylInnit: half a heart, bow duel, ten paces. 


WilburSoot: Tommy, your life is worth more than the revolution. 


TommyInnit: for the independence. 


WilburSoot: This man does not speak for me, Hunter 


WilburSoot: but 


WilburSoot: if this is something you are willing to do and Tommy is 
willing to do then i will 


WilburSoot: | will let it happen. 


[ You started whispering to TommylInnit. | 


rabbit_season: If you win then you can have independence. 


rabbit_season: if you lose 


rabbit_season: you don't get independence 


rabbit_season: and, i get mellohi 


TommyInnit: ...the disc 


rabbit_season: :) 


Tommy!Innit: deal. 


rabbit_season: ok 


[ You stopped whispering to Tommy!nnit. | 


WilburSoot: it’s sundown. Poison up. 


-<>Y<>- 


Fundy has never been in a duel, but being Wilbur’s son meant that 
he knows quite a bit about them. 


Mostly the fun ones, granted, but he knows a thing or too about the 
not so fun ones, too. 


Tommy is going to strip himself of anything that could count as 
armor, and he is going to empty his inventory. He is going to poison 
himself tonight- just to keep things fair, just to give him time to get 
used to it. And when he faces Hunter at the end of the night, just 
before sunrise, they'll both take one last round of poison. 


It's a strange element, the poison. It doesn’t weaken the duelists, not 
really. It’s just supposed to make sure they die in one hit. 


A merciful alternative to bleeding out painfully on the ground, or 
worse, sustaining something permanent. 


Tommy is going to duel a pantheon prophet. In all likelinood, Tommy 
is going to lose. And then he'll die for a second time. 


Fundy isn’t sure how to feel about that. He doesn’t know how to feel 
about this human stranger his father took into their house all those 
years ago. Maybe that makes them like brothers, or something. 


Fundy doesn’t know how to feel about the death of someone who 
might be his brother. 


But Tommy still needs a bow. 


“Listen.” Tommy is taller than him, but Fundy still manages to look 
him in the eyes anyway. “I’m not fully supporting your decisions. 
But-” He hands Tommy his hunting bow. “Good luck.” 


6. The Dueling Game 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Ten things you need to know. 


Wilbur is leaning a bit on Fundy to walk when the group arrives, and 
Lagos almost feels bad for a moment. Wilbur was, and in some ways 
still is, hardcore. Respawning was never going to be kind to him. 


(Good. Let him feel a fraction of the bullshit Lagos had to deal with 
since this childish war began.) 


(Let it hurt.) 


Lagos can hear Tommy’s desperate whispered words to his General. 
“ What happens if | miss? What happens if | miss?” 


“Tommy, this was your condition,” Wilbur sternly reminds him. “I told 
you- your passion and your fire and your heart, it’s brilliant for the 
war, but it's not good in these situations, you-” He takes a labored 
breath as he takes in the wooden path that will become the dueling 
ground. “Oh my gosh, you’ve really got yourself in a mess.” 


-<>Y<>- 


It still feels like yesterday that Wilbur snatched a bony kid that barely 
came up to his hip from off the streets. 


And now this child- a man now, face sharp and squared, limbs 
hardened with age and the work of never idle hands- is asking 
Wilbur with those wide eyes if he should kill someone. 


“Do | shoot him, Wil, or do | aim for the skies?” 


Live, Wilbur wants to scream. Don’t die for this, please, not for this. 
(Not for me.) 


“| want you to do whatever your heart says you should do,” Wilbur 
distantly hears himself saying. “Meet him face to face.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Let me just clarify,” Lagos starts, “if you win, we grant L_manburg 
independence-” 


“Aright,” Tommy quietly says. 


“. but we recognize it still as a part of the server,” Lagos finishes. 


“That’s fine,” Wilbur mutedly agrees. “That's a fine condition. Please 
shake hands.” 


Tommy’s hand is littered in scratches from the claws and bristles of 
wild animals, nails caked with plaster, fingers marred by the cuts of 
unsanded wood. 


If he notices the odd smoothness of Lagos' hands, he does not 
comment on it, the same way he does not comment on the sight of 
Lagos' human face left in full view- they have both discarded what 
little armor they choose to keep, there is nothing more to say. 


Electric blue meets jade greens in_ unflinching, unblinking 
determination as the last poison is doused on them both. 


“Alright, backs to each other,” Wilbur calls out to them. “I will count 
out ten paces. When | have said the word fire, you may turn around 
and fire at each other. Do you both understand?” 


The two duelists nod their heads. 


“Okay,” Wilbur says to himself. “READY! ONE-” 


Lagos looks down at the wooden path. The Prime Path, the people 
here called it- a sacred road of the patron gods, to walk on it was 
praise itself. 


(A praise about to be anointed in blood.) 


‘TWO-” 


He hears Tommy’s footsteps, barely even shuffles. 


“THREE-” 


Is the young human nervous for the uncertainty of his fate, or is he 
hoping to cheat the distance? 


“FOUR-” 


Lagos takes another step, He hears a bowstring being cocked. 
Cheating it is, then. Disappointing, but expected. He will not blame 
Tommy. Mortals so rarely want to die. 


“FIVE-" 


He can’t hear Tommy’s footsteps any more. (Is he afraid?) 


“SIX.” 


Afraid. Lagos wonders what it is to be afraid to die. He has never 
known the feeling. 


“SEVEN-” 


Does it quicken the heart? Race the blood? Or is it a stop? A pause, 
frozen in fear, frozen in time? 


“EIGHT-” 


(He doesn’t know what it feels like.) 


“NINE-” 


(Maybe if feels something like this.) 


“Ten paces,” Wilbur breathes, “fire.” 


Tommy fires the first shot (of course he would, he’d already loaded 
up the bow before he was told) but Lagos manages to dodge. 


A fiery arrow from Lagos' bow strikes hollowly onto the wooden 
bridge, knocking Tommy’s balance off. 


The second strikes right into Tommy’s left thigh. 


He does not scream. 


His mouth barely has time to part with sudden understanding before 
he falls into the water, his blood trailing out in bubbling unsteady 
waves behind him. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
A train station printer types the words: 


Tommy Innit was shot by The Dreamweaver. 


A second heart is punched onto a wooden ticket. 


7. The Trader's Game 
Summary for the Chapter: 


In the name of something you love. 


The 5th Battalion minus one sits in the cracked wreckage of 
L’'manburg, streets still reeling from the wrath of God. 


“Have you heard the poem Ozymandias, Fundy?” Wilbur says, eyes 
dancing along the cracks of faded cobblestones. 


“| have not,” Fundy lightly says. “Please, enlighten me.” 


Wilbur hands him a small book. “Read it fo me, Fundy. | want to hear 
it in your kitsune timbre.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Tommy wakes up after losing his second life. 


He asks to speak with Lagos alone. 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur picks up his comm. “Tommy, where are you?” 


“Wilbur, I- ’ve secured our independence.” 


A silence. 


“You- you what?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Something you love,” Hunter says. 


Tommy frowns. “What?” 


“Something that means as much to you as this land means to me,” 
Hunter continues. “It’s only fair.” 


Tommy takes his Cat disc out of its leather sleeve. He takes a 
moment to inspect the simple green label, and gives Hunter the 


second half of the first thing he ever truly owned. 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur’s eyes grow wide. “My right hand man, Tommy Innit! What 
the-” He opens his arms. “Get over here!” 


Tommy sees that worn face break into a sad, relieved smile as he 
falls into arms he silently promises will never have to fight again. 


Yeah. 


He thinks he got the better end of the deal this time. 


-<>Y<>- 


And on the pedestal these words appear: 


My name is Ozymandias, king of kings; 


Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair! 


Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 


The lone and level sands stretch far away. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


no this isn't a sad-ist reference, sad-ist made that animatic 


because wilbur had fundy read the ozymandias poem on stream 
after tommy's duel 


8. The L'manburg Line Up, Lining Up! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And life goes on. 


-THE PRIME REPORTER- 


L’manburg Rebuilds After Securing Independence 


The now independent nation of L:manburg continues to rebuild their 
homes and streets in the wake of the violence that occured in the 
Independence War which continues to rock the political landscape of 
the server. 


The appointment of dual Greater Prime-L’manburg citizenship to 
Lord George Malcolm Lore is one of the many negotiations of 
borders and citizenship still ongoing as Lmanburg solidifies 
relationships with its parent nation. 


At the head of this effort is acting President Wilbur Sam-Seong Soot 
and Vice President Tommy Innit, the former General and Right Hand 
of the L_manburg Citizens Battalion. 


President Soot and his cabinet promise to focus largely on drafting 
groundwork legislation and constructing public buildings. A general 


democratic presidential election will be held this Eneamon 2020. 


Lord Eret Takes The Crown 


Lord Eret-of-Rine is now His Majesty King Eret-of-Rine as of 2 
Oktomon 2020. The coronation of the former Royal Architect is 
largely well received despite his open lack of previous legislative 
government position, in part due to noted focus on charity and public 
works during his tenure in the last two royal regimes. 


His Majesty expresses desire to open audience for public petitions 
and create means for those wishing to change citizenship or even 
secede their lands, citing the consent of the governed being key to 
domestic peace. He also plans to construct a royal museum for 
compiling and preserving historical artifacts. 


A Sad-istfying Performance 


Ms. Sad-ist, a photographer/filmographer from the West Guardian 
district, has received well-deserved praise for her new war 
documentary covering the events of the Lmanburg Independence 
War. The footage from this documentary is currently playing on 
Dreamland newsreels and will be retained in the Uncensored Library 
as historical documentation. 


-<>Y<>- 


-THE L’MANBURG LINE UP- 


L’mantree Turns 18! 


It has now been 18 years since L’manburg’s sacred oak, colloquially 
known as “L’mantree”, was first discovered and enshrined pre- 
settlement. As one of the last naturally standing trees in Lmanburg, 
it has come to represent the enduring spirit and freedom of our 
humble community. 


Church Concerns 


Citizens express concerns that our local church building, which also 
hosts L’manburg’s school, will be unable to receive proper 
renovations, as the structure is built into the original walls that our 
nation’s defenses are built upon. Vice Pres. Innit and Tres. Secretary 
Nihachu will hold a citizen forum to discuss the matter this 
Shrinesday. 


Is The L’manburg Cabinet Too Young? 


While everyone in the Cabinet is of age, some citizens find it unusual 
that the majority of the current Cabinet is in their 10s, and lacking in 
older members. President Soot cites their previous records of merit 
through the war effort and past community service, and the hopes 
that newer faces will help transition the nation towards more topical 
forms of legislation. He additionally assures citizens that this is 
simply an acting cabinet of presidential assistants that will be 
amended by further appointments and future elections. 


The current cabinet is as follows: 


-acting President Wilbur Sam-Seong Soot 


-Vice President Tommy Innit 

-State Secretary Tubbo Underscore 
-Treasury Secretary Niki Nihachu 
-Ambassador (Greater Prime) Jack Manifold 


-Dreamon Hunter Fun Dy-Soot 


Tax Break Implemented 


President Soot has imposed universal minimum tax breaks for all 
L'manburg citizens and total tax exemption for those under select 
income thresholds, as part of several measures passed to ease the 
transition to independence and give citizens time to rebuild. Tres. 
Secretary Nihachu will be conducting a full citizen census to 
calculate which households qualify for tax exemption. 


Citizen Applications Halted 


State Secretary Underscore and President Soot have jointly passed 
the motion to temporarily halt L'manburg citizenship applications 
from those who are not residents or family of until all L'manburg 
natives have been processed. 


-<>Y<>- 


A young elytron man with black hair and dark eyes leans over a 
white ramlin’s shoulder to read a newspaper. “L’mantree?” he chirps. 
“Your neighborhood is so weird.” 


The ramlin snickers, the slight laugh pulling on the lines of his aged, 
snake-like eyes. “Well, don’t sue me, sugar pumpkin. | didn’t come 
up with the name.” 


“| should join the cabinet,” the elytron decides. “Then | can make 
them give good names to things.” 


The ramlin snorts sharply. “And you'd just name everything to 
swears in Talon. You know the president's elytron too, right?” 


“Is that the fuck off tall raptoris looking guy with the red eyes and sex 
hair?” The avis nods appreciatively. “Kind of a DILF, not gonna lie.” 


The ramlin wheezes out a laugh. “Quackity, | swear to gods, if you 
flirt with the fucking president | will divorce you.” 


Quackity waggles his eyebrows. “Jealous?” 


“| don’t care how many old man side hoes you have in your life, just 
not that one,” the ramlin insists. “Have some class.” 


The golden down of Quackity’s ears ruffle with amusement. “You 
can't even divorce me anyways, Schlatt.” He gently tugs on curling 


red horns. “Marry me first, dumbass.” 


“Yeah, yeah.” Schlatt softly knocks his head into Quackity’s shoulder. 
“’m workin’ on it. Have fun ripping people apart in court, you shitty 
little devil.” 


Quackity shrugs his wing shawl over his suit jacket, brown duck 
feathers rattling and settling as he does. “Have fun drugging people 
to death, witch. Don't choke on cricket flour while I'm gone.” 


Schlatt flips him off with a fond smile as he leaves. 


9. The Prophetic Game 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And time, too, shall pass. 


-and we’re back with Walter Crondale on 103.5! (Don’t touch that 
dial!) Today we have a very special guest with us! How are you 
today, Your Majesty? 


Having a lovely afternoon- you? 


Absolutely delighted, especially having such a well dressed fellow in 
our studio! 


| do try. 


Practical AND sharp! We love to see it. Now, we’ve been hearing 
word from local news that you’ve been planning a royal museum, 


correct? 


Indeed. It will be the first of its kind on this server. 


That’s precisely the kind of thing we’d love to talk about on this show. 
Tell us a bit more about it. 


I’ve wanted to start a museum for a long, long while, all the way 
back in Corvus’ reign, but the idea never quite took off. But now 
that I’m king- hah, might as well, right? 


A long-standing dream! But what made you want to start such a 
project in the first place? 


The future deserves to learn from our past- both the triumphs of 
our knowledge... and the mistakes of our ignorance. With how 


much has been changing about this server as of late, it’s 
important to preserve that, | think. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Why did you make Eret king?” George asks. 


“| suggested making him king. It was the royal council that approved 
it in the end.” Lagos turns to the human, a resting smile on his face. 
“You sound upset.” 


“| just thought-” George falters, almost. “You would... let me?” 


Lagos' eyes shift. “Ah. Were you the one Corvus wanted to name 
heir?” 


“Sort of,” George answers. “Maybe. Probably. Yes.” 


Lagos shrugs. “The council must want you to keep holding the seat 
for the house of Lore. It’s hard to tell what goes on in their heads.” 


Lagos looks out to the sunset. 


“Everything the light touches,” he says. “| have protected this server 
and its people my entire life. But...” He reaches his hands to the 
light. “...one day, the sun will set on my time as its prophet. Maybe, 
when I’m done, the sun will rise with your time instead.” 


George frowns. “What are you saying?” 


“Not now,” Lagos immediately clarifies. “Not while things are still so 
chaotic. But when these nations know a little bit of peace, I’d like to 
pass the title down to you. The land already loves you, | think you'd 
be good at it.” 


George tilts his head. “And then what happens to you?” 


Lagos pauses. 


“I... | live, | think. For a little while. And then I'll rest.” He closes his 
eyes. “That might be nice.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Hey!” Sapnap shouts. “Leaving so soon?” 


Lagos lets out a small laugh. “What’s it to you? I’m not your boss 
anymore!” 


“Yeah, yeah. Eret’s the big shot now, whatever.” Sapnap kicks his 
feet against the polished ground. “| swore my oaths to you. If you 
want me in your corner, I'll ditch the new guy any day.” He punches 
Lagos' shoulder. “And you’re still on for game night next Sunsday! 
Don’t weasel out of that, you sanctimonious nutjob.” 


Lagos' smile softens, almost, if only for a moment. “I'll keep that in 
mind.” 


10. The Independence Game 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Everyone please rise for your president's first decree. 


As we gaze upon the swaths of redwood trees. The great hills to our 
south and the walls that have protected us for years. 


F 
as the now President of L'Manburg, 


hereby state: 


YOOOOOOOQOOO000000000 
OOQOOOQOOOQ00000000000 
OOQOOOQOQOO00000000000 
OOOOOOOON00000000000 
OOOOOOOO00000000000 
OOQOOOOQOO00000000000 
OOOOOOOQOO00000000000 
OOOOOOOOO! 


SUCK IT, 


GREEN 
BOYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY! 


Ahem. 


Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of Freedom. 


11. The Letters Game. 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Wilbur starts a new game. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


This chapter contains some screen reader friendly exotic text, 
but some passages are not meant to be readable. 


Phil, 


Sorry for not writing for so long. (In retrospect, you wouldn't have 
even noticed how long until | pointed it out. Fuck.) 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza! 


It’s been a while! How’ve you been? Sorry if you’ve been missing my 
letters lately, I’ve been a bit budy BUSY. 


We had a war. 


And | died. 

And Fundy died. 

And Tommy died. 
-<>¥<>- 

Mr. Philza W. M. Craft, 


The L’manburg Revolutionary Battalion must inform you with deepest 
regret that the following persons- Wilbur Soot, Fun dy-Soot, and 
Tubbo Underscore- lost their first life in an ambush attack on 1 


Oktomon 2020 fetewing-the-betrayatetsth-Battatermemberterett 
tersted_fint TRUS FE D-HHY FHA BASTARD+HOPE HE == =e) 
ee 


-<>Y<>- 


A OTYYAQ YIVyo 
A OTYYAQd YIyyo 
VOR 
VOC CR 
™ YH YH YOR 


T OTQYY YAvyY TY 


TY FUSPVY FIVVOHSAG YH VA YOR YTS 
T QTYY YITYO Yy¥ard (nYdtyyrr 


-<>¥<>- 


| kno Ae aise act children die. | think | understand 
why you loved me too much. 


SHUT THE FUCK UP WILBUR SHUT THE FUCK UP WILBUR YOU 
STUPID NEEDY CHILD 


| HATE YOU! HATE YOU! HATE YOU 


-<>Y<>- 


to Philza, Angel of Death 


Captain and Sole Occupant of The Charon 


Hey Dad, 


Sorry | haven't written you in a while! Shit’s been a bit hectic these 
past few months. Only in good ways, | swear. 


L’manburg now exists as an independent nation- more of a city-state, 
really, but nation just flows a little better of the tongue, doesn’t it? We 
all decided we’d had enough of Greater Prime’s brand of bullshit and 
cut ourselves off. They kicked a bit of a fuss about it and Tommy lost 
some of his things, but everything turned out for the better in the 
end, | think. 


You can tell Fit that Jack’s become an ambassador! It’s a bit of a 
detour from his movie theatre, but | think he’s having fun. Honey and 
Lemon are still around and kicking, the sturdy bitches, and their new 
worker Niki is very nice. She’s young (gods, that makes me feel old) 
but bright and she’s got a good eye for money. 


Fundy’s advanced enough in hunter’s rank to start his own chapter in 
L’manburg! I’m so proud, but | think he’s finally reached that age 
where he thinks his poor feeble old man is cringe, so | will attempt to 
admire him from a distance. 


If you’re wondering how Tubbo’s been since he moved here, he’s 
doing alright for himself! He’s starting up an apiary and him and 
Tommy are practically glued together- you'd think they were like 
brothers. | think Tubbo might have mentioned having a boyfriend? 
Some tall lad that likes grass and allium flowers? 


I’m not sure. He might have been doing a bit. He WAS making a lot 
of jokes about marital tax fraud. 


| hate to say this, but you probably shouldn't visit for a bit- there was 
a nasty earthquake and we’re still busy rebuilding. I'd feel terrible 
subjecting you to all that horrible construction noise, | know how you 
are with city areas. 


lll try to write you a little more often to make up for it! When things 
cool down after the election you should come and visit, we'll make a 
whole day out of it. 


| hope you'll be proud. 


Signed, 


L’manburg Acting President Wilbur Sam-Seong Soot 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


the Discord server 

Find Aenor on Twitter or on Tumblr 

. If you make or find fanart of our series, @ us on those 
platforms or share it on our Discord so we can properly scream 
our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 


:) 
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Summary: 


L'manburg's first election is coming up, but it's practically a foregone 
conclusion. No one would challenge the Founding Father, President 


Soot, right? 


Well. No one told Quackity that when he decided he'd run for 
president, too. 


1. A Friend 


Author's Note: 


This is a series, you should probably go back and make sure 
you read all that. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


“Lord Eret? The L'manburg representative will see you now.” 


Eret startles in her seat. (Just a bit.) “Of course. I'll be waiting.” 


Eret does a lot of waiting these days- especially where L’manburg is 
concerned. 


Wilbur- President Soot now- was never the same after the 
Independence war, or so she heard. Eret hasn't seen him since the 
treaty signing, and he’d said in no uncertain terms that he refuses to 
see her again. Which is... understandable, honestly. 


It still hurts. 


(Just a bit.) 


So here she is. 


In the Lmanburg Embassy. 


Waiting. 


A short human lady with dark hair and hazel eyes walks through the 
door. 


“Where’s Jack?” Eret asks. “He’s usually the one that does this.” 


“Taking a break,” Niki answers. “I offered. But mostly | just wanted to 
see you.” 


Ah. 


“You, uh-” Eret’s eyes, with nowhere else to run, awkwardly linger on 
the blonde forelock in Niki’s hair. “You changed your hair.” 


She laughs slightly, tucking back the shorter strands that refuse to 
cooperate with her bun. “Not really. | just never bothered to touch it 
back up. We've been so busy lately. Being late to a cabinet meeting 
because | wanted to dye my hair seems a bit...” Her eyes skirt to the 
side. “...Childish, | guess.” 


Eret scoffs. “Did Wilbur tell you that?” 


Niki leans forward with a secretive whisper. “He’s probably in shock 
that I’m a bottle blonde, to be honest. He was so busy trying to do 
legislation that he forgot hair dye exists.” 


“Did he-” Eret interrupts herself with a small giggle. “-did his wings 
puff out when he finally noticed?” 


“They did!” Niki relays. “His wings are so small and grey compared to 
the rest of him.” 


“He keeps saying he’s just a late bloomer,” Eret recalls, “but at this 
age those wings are probably here to stay.” 


Niki laughs, the smile pushing a strong squint into her eyes. 


“It's good to see you laugh,” Eret admits. “I missed our little talks.” 


Niki raises a prim eyebrow, smile suddenly that much sharper. “Don’t 
forget why those talks stopped in the first place, Eret. We’re on 
different sides now. Remember who chose that.” 


And maybe Eret’s crown didn’t magically turn heavier the moment 
Niki said those words, but perhaps the king was made suddenly 
aware that the weight was ever there at all. 


“Are you sorry for what you’ve done?” Niki gently asks. 


Eret thinks for a long moment. 


“Im sorry that it happened the way it did,” Eret decides. “And I’m 
sorry that it hurt people. But I’m not sure | regret it.” 


Niki hums to herself, and after a moment, she takes out a small 
basket of sandwiches. 


“Let’s talk. | missed you, too.” 


2. The President's Son 
Summary for the Chapter: 


He tries. 


Fundy tries not to hate Tommy. 


Tommy is... Tommy. Lanky and loud and unrepentant for better and 
worse all at once. Which is already a whole entire something in and 
of itself, except there’s also the fact that Wilbur really wants Fundy to 
like Tommy. 


Tommy, who’s been moved out for years but still crashes at Wilbur’s 
place half the time. 


Tommy, who keeps popping over because cabinet meetings run long 
and it's easier to steal food out of Wilbur's coldbox than it is to go to 
his own home. Or better yet, a cabinet meeting that’s bled into a full 
fledged cabinet dinner on the one night the whole week Fundy’s 
back from dreamon hunting. 


Tommy, who lived in Fundy’s hand-me-downs before Fundy even 
knew he existed, and then moved straight to Wi/bur’s hand-me- 
downs before settling into blue soldier’s clothes and red and white 
suits. 


Tommy, who took one look at Philza’s little ramlin kid and snatched 
him all to himself. 


And Wilbur loves him. 


Tommy, Tommy, Tommy. 


He’s practically part of the family. 


Commander Tommy, Vice President Tommy, Tailor Tommy. The 
shadow, the soldier, the right hand man. Wherever Wilbur needs 
somebody, Tommy is glad to be of service, how could Wilbur not love 
him? 


Fundy tried his best, but it still wasn't enough. Not in the ways that 
appealed to the walking one man army that was President Soot. 


Maybe Wilbur loved Fundy too. But Wilbur did not love Master 
Hunter Fundy, not redstone wizard Fundy, not even clay doll collector 
Fundy. The firstborn yet second best, not quite cast aside but still not 
held dear. 


Wilbur loved his baby boy, his pride and joy, his little champion. 
Somewhere along the way, whatever Fundy was now wasn’t quite 
part of that. 


Sometimes, Fundy remembers his grandpa. He had lived with 
L’'manburg’s old Saint Phil for a time, back when he was barely more 
than little Theodosia. Phil had loved Wilbur, and loved Fundy in turn 
with that same worn gentleness, and every time Fundy remembers 
that he wonders how the fuck those gentle hands turned out a father 
like Wilbur. 


Wilbur says jump, and Tommy is fumbling over not quite coordinated 
legs like a foal put through dressage. Fundy tries to ask how high, 
but Wilbur doesn't seem to hear, good-naturedly laughing as he 
ruffles the ever-worsening white forelock in Fundy’s hair, rose-tinted 
glasses both loving and blind all at once. 


Fundy stands in the empty cabinet room, documents scattered about 
with touches of Wilbur and Tommy existing in this space. He sees 
the scuff marks in the floor and the chip marks that litter the table. 


An empty bottle of bread cider sits uncleanly finished, scattered 
sideways, and Fundy knows that Tommy must have convinced 
Wilbur to go drinking tonight. 


(Tommy doesn’t know how strong grain alcohol hits for elytron when 
he offers a beer or two. Tommy doesn’t know that elytron do not 
drink alone.) 


If Wilbur loved through rose tinted lenses, Tommy loves Wilbur 
through a blindfold, never Knowing there was anything to see. 
Tommy makes a mess of Wilbur and Fundy is the one left to clean 
up whatever's left. 


Tommy takes Wilbur out for drinks, but Fundy’s the one who knows 
how much his drunk father cries five tocks after that wrecking ball of 
a human leaves the door. 


(Fun Dy-Soot, he'll tell the store when he picks something up, and 
people will raise their eyebrows with the forever forgotten realization 
that President Soot even had family at all. Everyone knows that Vice 
President Innit is practically his son.) 


“| talk about you all the time,” a Wilbur with a week of bad sleep 
under his eyes insists. “It’s just with how you traveled so much the 
last few years, people back home forgot what you looked like. It'll 
wear off.” 


(It didn’t.) 


The windows are just barely clean enough to see his own reflection. 
Maybe if he didn't take after his mother, wherever she might've went, 
maybe people would think he was his father's son. 


Maybe if he didn’t have his mother’s eyes, it would be easier for 
Wilbur to take off his glasses and just /ook at him. 


Maybe gets him nowhere. 


(Maybe is what got Commander Tommy Innit the Independence.) 


Fundy glances at the scattered paperwork and starts cleaning up. If 
it’s still scattered by the time Wilbur gets home, the horrid old bird’s 
bound to get downright neurotic about the contents all over again 
when he sobers up. 


It’s election plans for later in the year- campaigning on Wilbur’s end it 
seems. Wilbur and Tommy’s party is the only one listed, but that 
probably just means there hasn’t been a formal announcement yet. 


Wilbur would do something sketchy like try to get ahead in a race no 
one even knows is on yet. 


Except now Fundy knows, too. 


...Well. No time like the present. It’s a good a time as any to take 
some of that initiative that Wilbur never quite notices he has. 


The bar is set and Fundy is ready to jump as high as it takes. 


For once in my life, just fucking look at me. 


(Please just notice me.) 


All it takes is a chance of luck or the roll of the die. Fundy can take 
those odds. 


Good luck is bound to come his way, anyways. 


(Tommy’s already had enough to last another life.) 


3. Make An Effort 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Lads on tour, lads on tour. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


This chapter contains some minor disjointed text. 


Wilbur should've stopped after the third beer. 


Probably. 


Maybe. 


But Tommy was enjoying himself. The kid’s a grown man now, but 
he’s always got this thing about being paranoid that people will think 
he’s a child, so he asks Wilbur to come along and vouch for him 
when he grabs a drink. And Wilbur didn't want to end the night early, 
the moon just barely risen! 


It’s fine! It doesn’t matter if the stuff’s a little too strong for him to 
keep up! He can’t fucking fly anyways, and Tommy’s here, he won’t 
leave Wilbur alone. 


Until he does . Or- or- or- 


“Wilbaaaa!”’ Tommy slaps Wilbur across the back- ouch, oof, his 
middle aged hollow bones- with the usual hearty chuckle and too- 
wide smile. “Look! Looks like of the new pubs finally finished 
construction!” 


Wilbur squints up at the familiar sign of a half full moon. “Oh, Des’ 
fin-” He bites down a chirping hiccup. “-he finished up the- fuckin’ 
uuuuuuUUUUUUUUUUUUh-” He laughs unsteadily as he leans into 
Tommy’s shoulder. “Fuck, | dunno the Script word righ’ now. Pub got 
fucking broken't.” 


“Wilbur, are you trying to say renovation?” Tommy disbelievingly 
concludes. “Because if so, I’m legally obligated to mock you.” 


Wilbur presses more of his weight onto Tommy, “Yourrrrrre not lee- 
gah-lee ob-li-gate-ed to be mean.” 


“| love how you think your fragile bird bones are gonna do anything 
to slow me down when | wrangle cows on a weekly basis,” Tommy 
deadpans. 


“Mmmmm not a cow,” Wilbur murmurs. “I’m heavy w’ th’ weight o’ my 
sins upon this earth.” 


“By the Angel, Wilbur! | thought you said you stopped listening to 
those old war radios.” 


“Yerr an’ old war radio,” Wilbur eloquently retorts. “Bitch.” 


Tommy hauls Wilbur into more of an upright position as they 
drunkenly stumble into the now open pub. 


“Gods, I’m old,” Wilbur mutters as he stumbles. “Went and lost my 
fuckin’ toes an’ now | can’t fuckin’ walk. Gonna need t’ steal Phil’s 
cane in ten years like some kinna legless anteater writhing about 
everywhere.” 


Tommy un-politely pretends not to hear Wilbur (Fucker.) and instead 
scans the flyers haphazardly stuck to the building. 


“This pub’s got one o’ them karaoke things,” Tommy reads off the 
wall. “Whatever the fuck that means.” 


Wilbur squints. “Means they got instr’mentals fer songs so you can, 
uh, sing ‘long with it.” 


Tommy snickers. “You're not much of a songbird in this sorry state, 
so nothing to care about.” 


“You try an’ sing two words t’gether, Tomathy Isn't It,” Wilbur slowly 
articulates. 


Tommy rolls his eyes, takes a deep (unnecessary) breath and belts 
out, “I still wish you the best, with a fuck you ooooh, ooh, ooooh.” 


Wilbur makes a (piss-poor) attempt to bonelessly drop onto the 
ground. “Nnnoooo, you gotta put efferrrrrt!” 


“Ugh, fine.” Tommy looks at the list of vinyls. “Whatever the fuck 
Jump in the Cadillac is can’t be that hard, right?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“| heard there was a special place,” Tommy drunkenly sways, “where 
men could go and emancipate...” 


“.. the brutality and the tyranny of their rulers,” Wilbur continues- 
somehow sounding weirdly sober for how blatantly fucking plastered 
he is. 


“Well, this place is real, you needn't fret-” Tommy pauses. “Fuckin’ 
uuuuuuh-” 


“With Wilbur, Tommy, Tubbo- FUCK ERET!” Wilbur suddenly shouts 
into the empty street. 


“YEAAAAAAH!” 


“It’s a- hic- verrrry big an’ not blown up L’manburg!” 


“Our L’manburg,” Tommy drones, “our L’manburg.” 


“Our L’manburg, our L’maaaaaaaaaaaanburg.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur’s asleep on the couch, tears still on his face when Fundy finds 
him there. 


Fundy sits down next to him, head knocking into Wilbur’s shoulder. 
“Jeez. What the fuck am | gonna do with you?” 


Wilbur just wraps an arm around Fundy’s shoulder, letting out a soft 
warble as his head falls into Fundy’s hair. 


“Okay.” Fundy closes his eyes. “Okay.” 


4. The Wolf At The Door 


Summary for the Chapter: 


On pedigree prowlers and predatory presidents. 


Quackity frowns. “You're kidding.” 


The young man at the desk smiles apologetically. “Sorry, man. We're 
still not taking non-resident applications until all the L’manburg 
natives are registered.” 


Quackity groans, leaning uncomfortably back against his chair. 
“Fuuuuuuck. The marriage doesn't count?” 


“Uh...” The blonde ramlin man- looks kind of like Schlatt with how 
thin the fur is on the face, must be a mutt- flips through his papers. 
“You're engaged to J. Schiatt, right? Demon blood ramiin, 
pharmacist, 28 years old?” 


“Ayup,” Quackity chirps. 


“And you're-” The ramlin squints down at the words again. “16?” 


“Fresh outta law school,” Quackity supplies. 


Quackity can’t quite see the guy’s face past that odd little mop of hair 
that ramlins always let curl over their face, but the energy of the 
raised eyebrows is palpable. “Aight then.” 


“Listen-” Quackity’s eyes flick to the nameplate on the desk, “Tubbo. 
If this is how | find out we have pedigree prowlers in the L'manburg 
cabinet, I’m going to be very disappointed,” he lowly says. 


Tubbo raises his nervous, black nailed hands. “Jeez, no! |’m the last 
guy who'd say that kind of shit- my boyfriend’s half-End, for Prime’s 
sake!” 


The guy sighs. 


“Listen. It’s not anything against you,” he insists. “It’s just after the 
Independence War, we've been a little weaksauce standing on our 
lonesome. Some people aren’t comfortable with welcoming in people 
from outside, the same outside that wrecked our homes, until we 
cover all our homeboys first. Is just how it is.” He slides Quackity’s 
papers back across the desk. “Come back with your marriage 
finalized, and I'll stamp you down no problem. Otherwise, you gotta 
wait like everybody else.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Babe, you wouldn't believe the bullshit with the feds today!” 
Quackity loudly says as he enters the house. “They don’t care about 
the engagement, I’m too immigrant to sign on until we got the 
marriage papers.” 


Schlatt frowns. “Aw, jeez. Sorry, man. | didn’t think they’d be so strict 
about that.” He drags his hand across his face. “I’ve been doin’ the 
papers, but | got a lot of shit to fill out ‘cus of owning the shop, and | 
get so fucking exhausted. | don’t know why this book crap’s been 
makin’ my head flip out lately.” 


“Stupid office,” Quackity complains as he stows his wing shawl and 
suit jacket. “Stupid laws. Stupid president making those stupid laws-” 


Quackity’s mouth clicks shut. 


Right there, sat in front of their kitchen table, is the tall, tired form of 
one President Wilbur Sam-Seong Soot. 


“It’s alright,” a gentle voice says. “I probably get that a lot.” 


Quackity turns to his fiance. “Why is the president in your house?” 


“It's Shrinesday,” Schlatt says like that explains anything. 


“And?” 


Schlatt pauses and flattens his mouth. “Fuck, | forgot to tell you 
about Shrinesday cards. | bring some guys over to do cards once a 
week.” 


“And one of them is the president?” Quackity skeptically asks. 


“There’s also Connor,” Mr. Soot adds. “It’s the only day he comes out 
of the woods.” 


Schlatt raises his eyebrows. “Connor’s making it this week?” 


“You’ve been gone for ages, mate,” Mr. Soot good-naturedly points 
out. “Missed a whole ass war on your little trade pick-up and now 
you've come back with...” His eyes drift back to Quackity’s form. 
“...[’m sorry, | never did catch your name.” 


“Quackity.” 


The elytron in question nervously appraises Mr. Soot, suddenly a 
little too aware that the president's silver down and shelled elytra. 
Raptoris blood, no doubt- the hallmarks of a literal prehistoric bird of 
prey that the universe tricked into thinking. The two of them are 
about as interchangeable as a lap dog and a feral fucking wolf. 


Quackity coughs awkwardly. “Mr. Soot,” he stiltedly says like a polite 
afterthought. 


Mr. Soot’s sharp smile softens. “I already feel old enough as is, none 
of that Mr. nonsense. Wilbur is fine.” He looks back to Schlatt. 
“Connor’s probably not gonna drop by for at least another click. Let 
me take a look at those papers you’ve been having trouble with, I'll 
help fill “em out.” 


(And he did.) 


(Huh.) 


-<>Y<>- 


Quackity: yo if you ever need a lawyer to look at that shit i'll examine 
your law book any day ;) 


-<>9Y<>- 


Shit, fuck, this was a stupid idea, he's barely even lived here yet, 
nobody's gonna listen to a hotshot lawyer much less the fucking 
president- 


-<>9Y<>- 


WilburSoot: OH THANK FUCK PLEASE DEAR GOD HELP ME. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


The reason ranboo is being alluded to this early is because in 
the same bits they confirmed they were married it was also 
implied they were married for a previous while or even multiple 
times. 


(obligatory orp years my beloved reminder. quackity and schlatt 
have a canonical age gap in the dsmp due to c!quackity being 
about his cc's age and c!schlatt being in c!wilbur's range.) 


5. Tick, Tock, Click, Clock 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Things will turn out alright in time. (While you still have it, that 
is.) 


Quackity isn’t sure if anyone’s noticed, but one of the first things he 
noticed when he joined Wilbur’s cabinet was that the man’s blatantly 
overpreened. 


Perpetually straightening his clothes, hair compulsively combed. The 
habit’s so bad that the president's idle hands spill over the rest of the 
cabinet. Straightening Jack’s glasses, patting the epaulettes on 
Niki’s jacket, fixing Tubbo’s crooked tie while attacking the mess of 
Fundy and Tommy’s hair. 


Quackity’s never seen Wilbur’s wings, but he bets if he ever does 
he’s gonna see plucked feathers. 


And that’s the long and short of Wilbur Soot- sharp, snappy, and so 
so high strung. 


So secretive, too. For all the things that come up in sudden cabinet 
meetings, so much more only ever happens behind closed doors 
between the president and his right hand man. 


“Fellas? Quackity belts out as he throws open the office door. 


“How you doin’, man?” Wilbur casually greets from his chair. “We've 
just finished writing up our policies.” 


“We’re fuckin’- the best,” Tommy adds. 


“Is that so?” Quackity cheerfully asks, leaning towards the papers on 
the table. “What are you writing there?” 


Wilbur looks to Tommy. “Should we tell him?” His face breaks out 
into an easy smile, waving a flippant hand. “Let’s give him a sneak 
preview, we haven't signed it on yet. We’re running for president!” 


“President?” Quackity repeats, eyebrows raised. “You’re re-running?” 


“It’s more of a first run,” Wilbur corrects. “We didn’t really get voted in 
the first time, so... throwin’ our hat in properly this time around! We 
need to prove that we are good enough, you know?” 


Tommy frowns as he pipes in. “There’s been fuckin’ civil wars and 
shit-” 


“People aren't listening to us,” Wilbur continues. 


“Guns and- even worse-” Tommy snaps his fingers. “What's worse 
than a gun, big Q?” 


“Uuuh...” 


Tommy snickers. “A man of his words.” 


“Quackity, that’s why you’re not part of these meetings,” Wilbur good 
naturedly says. “You gotta be quicker about this stuff.” 


Quackity’s mouth flattens, a stubborn heat threatening to rise in his 
face. 


“So, Quackity,” Wilbur leans forward into the desk, “here’s the plan, 
right? We’re the only people running. We're just gonna fucking win.” 


... Wait, what? 


So, we've written these policies up,” Wilbur goes on, “and we- 
honestly the election doesn’t even matter-” 


“Why wouldn’t the election matter?” Quackity slowly asks. “That's... 
that’s the whole point of an election, right?” 


Wilbur smiles awkwardly. “Well, | mean- we're going to win anyways, 
right?” 


So awkward, so genuine, so painfully sincere. We’re going to win 
anyways. 


Oh. Oh boy. This man’s dangerous, isn’t he? 


“We won the war, founded the army, we, uh- we’re gonna have 
people talk about things they don’t like and get rid of that stuff!” He 
taps his table encouragingly. “Come on, Quackity, what don’t you 
like?” 


“You know what | don’t like, Wilbur?” Quackity decides. “I don't like 
any of it!” 


Quackity can see the cogs in the man’s brain stumble to a stuttering 
halt. “What?” 


“’m not gonna be part of this-” Quackity gestures vaguely at the two 
of them. “-this democratic injustice. You’re both a couple of losers-” 


“Aw, come on!” Tommy shouts. 


“-and you are a threat to our democracy!” Quackity pinches his brow. 
“A single party- a single party? Are you kidding me? You know what, 
no! There’s another party! I’m going to run against you, Wilbur, | 
don’t fucking care!” 


“Wh-” Wilbur sputters for a moment. “What do you mean, you’re 
going to run against us?” 


And that’s the problem, isn’t it? The fact that this is surprising to him. 


It’s not that Quackity thinks Wilbur’s a bad person, alright? He’s part 
of this cabinet, he’s seen how this guy works. Wilbur’s a good guy- 
well, maybe not the best guy, but he’s an alright guy. 


Wilbur’s trying his best. 


But that best is breaking apart at the seams. 


A single party. Wilbur's a lot of things, but he isn’t a politician. It 
might be for the best- both for himself and the country he runs- if 
someone else takes the presidency out of his hands. 


-<>9Y<>- 


This wasn't supposed to happen. 


Well, Wilbur’s not sure- he doesn’t- maybe it’s for the best. Maybe 
it's for the best that there be... more options! For the better of the 
nation, there should be more options, so people can choose and 
have their voices heard. 


For the better of the nation. 


For the better of the nation. 


The nation that Wilbur has made his entire life. Had made his entire 
life. 


His life the moment he guided these people to his childhood shrine 
tree. His life the moment his child was born, his life when that child, 


his sun, his son, was all he had left and Wilbur swore every stone 
and tree and drop of blood in this place to protect him. 


L’manburg, you great unfinished symphony, you sent for me. He put 
so many years into composing that symphony that he never thought 
about what he’d do when the world asked him to stop writing. 


How could he stop? What else does he have? 


A son suddenly left to inherit an uncertain legacy? A right hand man 
with nothing left to follow? 


(A father faced with nearly 30 years, all gone to waste?) 


Wilbur looks in the mirror and freezes. 


There. Right there. 


Three white hairs curling out of his head. 


... This was about the age he’d stop aging if he was hardcore. 


But he’s not, is he? Not quite. Not anymore. 


Two pairs of brittle hearts flutter defiantly on his wrists, and for the 
first time since he was 9 years old, he wonders if borrowed time can 
run out. 


His talons curl against his dressing table, breath quickened into a 
wavering warble still caged inside his throat. 


My L’manburg, its unconscious melody dares to echo. My 
L’manburg. 


It’s fine. He’ll be fine! He’ll be fine, it'll all be fine, and it won't matter if 
he’s aging or not because it'll all end soon anyway! He'll get this 
election over with, his purpose in this story of this nation assured, 
and he won't have to worry about anything ever again. 


Wilbur’s going to win this. 


He- he has fo. 


(Because if he doesn't, then he may as well be dead.) 


6. In Summary, 
Summary for the Chapter: 


A procession of parties. 


-A SUMMARY- 


of the first debate between the L’manburg electoral parties: 


Politicians of Gaming (POG2020) 

(Pres. Soot and Vice Innit) (Current Office) 
-and- 

So We Are Gamers (SWAG2020) 


(Pres. Quackity and Vice Lore) 


Presided by Karl Jacobs 


Note: during opening statements, the party of Coconut2020 (Pres. 
Dy-Soot and Vice Nihachu) declared intent to run for presidency, but 
did not engage in this debate as they had not been pre-declared at 
the time of. Coconut2020 will be participating in the next presidential 
debate during the election rally this following Sunsday. 


POG2020 


Wishes to continue current policy of low adjusted taxes and closed 
borders as well as continue focusing on internal defense. 


Wants to maintain L’manburg as diplomatically separated from 
Greater Prime and the rest of the Dreamlands as is possible, citing 
the damages and violent actions commited by Greater Prime against 
L’manburg during the Independence War. 


Expresses concerns that the dual citizenship of members _ in 


SWAG2020 presents a conflict of interest and potential for undue 
influence from Greater Prime. 


SWAG2020 


Wishes to open borders and enact more liberal leaning policies with 
a younger but legally experienced cabinet. 


Wants to embrace diplomatic relations with Greater Prime and the 
Dreamlands, citing L’manburg’s inability to afford engaging in future 
conflict. 


Expresses concerns of legal inexperience and potential conflict of 
interest within the POG2020 party. 


The election rally is on 20 Eneamon 2020. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


fun fact the "politicians of gaming" in POG2020 on streams 
Originally stood for "politicians of god" 


7. Swords, Blades, Steel, Iron 
Summary for the Chapter: 
The two candidates and their little talks. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Contains screen reader friendly exotic text. 


The heartland of the Dreamlands is caught in the tail edge of 
summer that Enaemon afternoon when Quackity asks Wilbur to 
come on a walk with him. 


He’s almost surprised that Wilbur agrees to it. It had been an 
awkward, impulsive offer- ill-suited to the aggressive political 
exchanges that had become of their dynamic now. But it’s a nice 
day, the debates are closed (for now), and Quackity has the feeling 
they could both use the break. 


Perhaps that’s where they’re different. Quackity has always taken 
things easy. Don’t work long, don’t stress long, don't think long. 
Wilbur, on the other hand, seems to thrive with his nose to the 
grindstone, surrounded by the minutiae of his stress. 


(Or at the very least, he’s determined to drown in it.) 


Wilbur’s taken off his glasses. Maybe he only ever needed them for 
reading. Maybe he’s just tired of staring down the world with clear 
eyes. Either way, his wine red gaze is as clear as day, darting 
through the dappled shadows of leaves with something vaguely 
resembling relaxation. 


“Hey, listen, thanks again for, uh, taking up my offer and, y’know-” 
Quackity shrugs. “Takin’ this walk with me, comin’ out here to just... 
talk.” 


This is a bad idea. It’s been a bad idea since the moment Quackity 
thought he should open his big fat mouth- gods, they’re still in their 
fucking suits and everything, this was a shitty time to take up hiking. 


Unfortunately for both of them, there’s one thing Quackity’s good at 
and it’s digging himself deeper, so he’s gonna keep talking and see 
where that takes him. 


He straightens his blue necktie and looks out over the little cliffside 
he’s walked them into. 


“Listen, | understand that things are not easy right now. The debates 
we have are fucking awful. Things are tense to say the least, with the 
elections coming up, everyone’s on the edge of their seats.” 


He looks back to Wilbur- Wilbur, standing ramrod straight, head just 
barely tilted to look down at him. 


“But I- | just wanted to get together and just...” Quackity dares to 
step closer. “...talk to you. | wanna pick your brain!” 


Wilbur breathes out a noise that might have been a laugh, the first 
sound that’s come out of his mouth since he let Quackity drag him 
away from the noise of the world. “Pick my brain?” His low voice 
mutters, a resting smile threatening to break on his face. 


Quackity turns his head to the side. “Yeah, | don’t know, just get to 
know you a little better.” 


Wilbur’s expression stutters. “Okay, yeah. Sure.” 


Quackity tilts his head. “What has made you do everything you’ve 
done up to this point?” 


Wilbur puffs his mouth. “That's a big question.” He walks past 
Quackity to look at the cliffside. It’s nothing much, but the view of 
L’manburg is beautiful from here. “I guess,” Wilbur slowly starts, “it’s 
just protection for my people, y'know? I- | just want t’ see them 
thrive, an’ | want t' see them safe.” 


“Protection... for your people,” Quackity repeats. 


“Yes,” Wilbur simply says. 


How strange, the way Wilbur’s Talon shifts now that they’re alone. 
Meandering, quiet, terse- unsure in a way that Quackity has never 
seen him with anyone else. It makes Quackity double take for a 
moment, head scanning their surroundings to make sure nothing and 
no one intrudes on those quiet words. 


“Can | talk to you, like, off the books and just-” Quackity sucks in a 
breath. “Can | talk to you as a person?” 


Wilbur’s smile drops. 


“Forget the elections,” Quackity says, stepping back with a sharp 
wave to his hand, “forget the politics, forget we are politicians right 
now. | wanna talk to you up close. | wanna talk to you as a person.” 


“Um-” Wilbur laughs nervously. “I mean, | appreciate it, but-” he turns 
away. “-no. The election’s in twelve days.” 


“Come on!” Quackity good-naturedly presses. “We can drop- it’s just 
you and me, just- you can drop it, we don't have to act like politicians 
right now, let’s just...” He offers a lopsided smile past Wilbur’s 
sputtering denial. “...genuinely get to know you a little better. | think 
it’s a fair request.” 


“|...” Wilbur searches Quackity’s eyes for a moment. “...I’ll try.” 


Quackity sighs. “Listen. | get it. | get what you’re trying to do.” He 
walks off to Wilbur’s side. “I get that you’re trying to protect your 
people, that you’re trying to save your nation here, but-” He tilts his 
head up to look at the taller man. “See, Wilbur, here’s the thing. | 
don't hate you.” 


Wilbur’s mouth flattens. 


“| don’t wanna affect you,” Quackity continues, “I don’t wanna 
overthrow you, there-” He starts to pace again. “None of this is about 
fighting, to me. | think there’s just a big difference between you and 
me. And | think that-” He gestures with his hand. “-I like to see the 
good side on people. | like to think that there’s a side of everyone 
that is willing to work for- wanting to see a better future for 
everyone.” 


His hand drops. 


“And | think that’s where you and | are-” He laughs slightly. “-very, 
very different.” 


They both look off the cliff again. Always, always towards L’manburg. 


“When | first got to these lands,” Quackity starts again, “and | wanted 
to join Lmanburg, | was told | couldn't.” His voice softens. “I was told 
to walk away because | wasn’t allowed to join Lmanburg. And to me, 
that was a lack of belonging.” He holds his hands together, dark 
eyes glancing at L’manburg’s blackstone walls. “And if | have to 
become president and tear down some walls in order for no one to 
ever feel unwelcome again, then so be it. | do believe that everyone 
has a good side to them, and | do believe everyone has something 
to contribute to the nation.” 


Wilbur’s eyes grow sad. “Your optimism and your aspirations are not 
going to be subject to our nation’s security, I’m afraid. | completely 
disagree with everything you've said.” 


Quackity amicably shakes his head. “I mean, agree to disagree, but 
that’s not what I’m talking about-” 


“You say everyone has a good side, Quackity,” President Soot 
interrupts, “and you're right! You’re right. Everyone has a good side. 
But that side is only there to help themselves.” He walks coldly past 
Quackity, tailored clothes in sharp contrast to Quackity’s dusty black 
suit. “If you want to really help people, you're gonna need power, 
Quackity.” 


An avis in broad daylight, the tall shadow of a raptoris hidden under 
the trees. Both of them elytron, but Quackity feels like prey 
nonetheless. 


“You can make a movement. You can make a resistance, alright? 
You can go out, and you can come back, and they'll give you a ticket 
tape parade. They'll cheer for you in the streets!” Wilbur’s sardonic 
smile flattens, eyes dulled in the shadow of the fading sun. “But you 
will change nothing.” 


His haunted voice quiets. 


“If you have a revolution, everyone will hate you. You will sacrifice 
everything and you will jose everything you ever had, but you'll come 
back and everything will be changed. And Quackity, if you want to 
change things, you’re gonna need power.” His face is resigned as he 
turns back to Quackity. “That’s what you want, isn’t it? Look at me.” 


“l- | mean-” 


“And power isn’t gained through diplomacy,” Wilbur bitterly exposits, 
“and bureaucracy, and giant courthouses suspended in the sky, 


yYUy yycy yycy 


-” His eyes lock with Quackity. “It’s gained from swords, Quackity. It’s 
gained from blades, it’s gained from steel, iron.” 


He turns away again. 


“Even if everyone has this good side that you’re talking about, 
anyone that wants to prove it? Has to show their dark side first. 
You're going to have to kill. You’re going to have to torture. You’re 
going to have to maim.” 


A silence falls. 


“When | look at you, as a fellow outsider... you’re not ready for that.” 
Wilbur stretches his downy wings. Soft, childish feathers catch the 
holy light of the setting sun, and he might have looked like an angel, 
just for a moment. “I’m leaving.” 


He moves to go back down the hill. Right at the foot, as he’s about 
to to disappear into the trail between the trees, he stops. 


“Thank you,” Wilbur bluntly says. “For inviting me out. Despite how 
tense things have been... | enjoyed spending time with you.” 


“lam going to kiss you so hard when | smash you in the polls,” 
Quackity calls out after him. 


Wilbur doesn't even look back as he politely waves the words away. 
“Not if | kiss you first when | smash you in the polls. 


JOO Re 


, friend.” 


HKU AR 


,” Quackity hears himself calling back. “ 


YOM Re 


Notes for the Chapter: 


If you can't find this moment in the election era VODs, it's 
because it didn't exist in the election era! This scene was 
produced and revealed in one of Quackity's "Las Nevadas" 
episodes as a flashback cutscene. 


8. Letters Unsent 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Wilbur's doing great, Phil. He said so himself. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Contains some disjointed and misspelled text. 


I’m so stressed that sunlight hurts 


lam god’s mist ake 


-<>9Y<>- 


Hey dad remember when i was a shitty teenager and i kind of hated 
you for no reason because | was being a prat 


So now i know how it feels to be on the other end of that. 
| mean Fundy’s an adult so | guess it’s different but still 


| am so sorry 


-<>Y<>- 


| know this is more Techno’s thing but do you know if there’s any 
weird side effects to blood warding because sometimes when | walk 
through L’manburg | can hear the walls 

| can hear everything 


| can see 


-<>Y<>- 


ls it normal to cry yourself to sleep? Asking for a friend OF COURSE 
IT’S NOT NORMAL YOU FUCKING DUMBASS YOU’RE NOT 
NORMAL YOU CAN’T JUST BE NORMAL FOR FIVE FUCKING 
TICKS 


-<>9Y<>- 


Sometimes | burn all these letters | dont send you just to feel 
something. 


-<>Y<>- 


do you remember 


when | was 

a young boy, 

you took me into the city 
to see a marching band 


hah that was so long ago, god i'm so FUCKING OLD GOD 
FUCKING DAMN IT 


-<>Y<>- 


my hands are just shaking constantly now and i'm 


not sure why 


none of our meds are helping 


nor any of the self-soothing that schlatt taught me 


honey and lemon, do you remember them? they’re the only ones 
that 


THEY WONT FUCKING FORGET | JUST WANT THEM TO 
FUCKING FORGET ABOUT IT WHY DO THEY FUCKING 
REMEBER HER 


NOBODY BUT ME SHOULD REMEMBER 
ONLY ME 


it was my mistake 


they're the only ones that know and they just gave me a sad look 
and said to come by later FUCK OFF 


| NEED A FUCKING DRINK, AT LEAST THAT’LL LET ME GO THE 
FUCK TO SLEEP 


-<>Y<>- 


So 
Not to alarm you 
But | might be aging 


Fuck | cant tell you this Gods how the fuck am | going to tell you this 
fuck fuck FUCK 


-<>Y<>- 


Honey won't FUCKING SELL ME ANY OF HER HARD LIQUOR 


fucking 


i try send fundy and he gets this fucking Look on his face 


DRINK 


icant send tommy 
i wont let him see this 
he still likes me 
he’s the only one that still thinks highly of me 
i can’t lose that 
| WONT LOSE THAT 
HAHA 
Hey what if YOU found me like this 


Huddled under my desk like a freeeeeeeeeeeeeeak 


would you still love me? i don’t deserve it 


i don’t deserve it before 


why would you still love me after what i’ve done 


But you would, right? You promised you would, you promised ERET 
PROMISED TOO BUT YOU PROMISED FIRST RIGHT 


i miss you so much but i don’t want you here | DONT WANT YOU | 
MISS YOU BUT | DONT WANT YOUR FUCKING HELP ITS MY 
PROBLEM | CAN SOLVE IT 


EVERYTHING IS UNDER CONTROL 


But you'd still love me even if it wasn’t, right? Of course you would of 
course you would you love your stupid stupid boy you’d do 
anything for me and i fucking hate it (please don’t stop) 


-<>9Y<>- 


| think | might have been over-preening but none of the others 
only one noticed 

only the only other elytron 

| don't 


| don’t know 


Is this what it feels to lose yourself? 


I've nothing to anchor me but 


my fire is beautiful, yknow? 


i 


remember how it spooked us at first, the blue flames bursting from 
the blood 


it's familiar now if nothing else it’s 


Warm. 


-<>Y<>- 


I've practically already won L’manberg 


L’MANBURG, FUCK, | CAN’T EVEN FUCKING SPELL ANYMORE 
THERE HE FUCKING GOES, POOR OLD MR. SOOT’S AT IT 
AGAIN, THAT POOR MAN, HE WAS NEVER THE SAME AFTER 


(I miss her.) 


It’s fine. It’s fine! 
They love me, 


they love me, they will, they’ve always loved me 


i won't lose 


My L'Manburg, Phil. My unfinished symphony, forever 


-<>Y<>- 


man i haven't talked to sam in a while 


summoned her to meet fundy the one time? i didn't mean to drop off 
but i just got too busy Imao. 


Did | really just write Imao in a letter 
Gods. 


I’m spending too much time with young people. 


-<>Y<>- 


’Mmm SOFUCkinnng Drunk we should grAB A Cold one witheboys 
tommyyyy’s great he knows the gOOde shit 


He ge s me soooooodrinky 


-<>9Y<>- 


To Dad 
Captain and Occupant of The Charon 


Wherever Chatters Finds You Next 


Hey Philza, 


I’ve told you about the elections, right? Of course | have! But just in 
case | didn’t, here we go again! 


The Elections are near over now- everyone’s got their talking points 
out of the way, drawn up their little posters, it’s all very cute. 


I'm basically winning by a landslide, of course. The people love me, 
why wouldn’t they? I’ve done so much for this land, these men, my 
sun. There’s one last debate before the election rally and the 
opening of the ballots, but me and my mates have got this in the bag 
for sure. 


| keep getting so busy, and | know time’s not really a problem for 
you, but | hate to keep putting off seeing you again, so I’m putting my 
foot down this time. After the election, I’d like for you to come by and 


see what I’ve done with the place. I'll try to get people to NOT throw 
a whole ticket tape parade about it, but we can have a nice day out. 
We can even stop by Honey and Lemon’s shop again and get those 
grilled cheese sandwiches you like! 


Just unwind from all that city stress. That would be nice. And we can 
just TALK. It's been so long since we've really, really talked. | think 
we should try again. 


And while you're here, you can judge my handiwork for yourself. 


Your Beloved Son, 


Mr President Wilbur Soot-Craft of L’Manburg 
(voting for POG2020!) 


9. Addressed To Jebidiah Schlatt 


Summary for the Chapter: 
The night before. 


Hey mate, 


If you're feeling up for it, want to swing by the election rally 
tomorrow? 


| understand if this might be too much to ask, especially with how 
you’ve been more sick recently, but I'd really appreciate it if you 
could. | know you’re not a big politics guy, but people here really like 
you! They always have! | think it would be good if you showed up 
and said a few good words to get people voting. 


It'd also be nice if you asked them to vote for me, but I’m not gonna 
ask you to talk against your husband like that, hah. Just introduce 
yourself, have a quick laugh or two, and encourage people to put 
their favorites in the ballot. 


You'd be helping me and Quackity both regardless. 


And hey, maybe after the rally we can hang out together, get 
something nice to eat, or maybe just pop by my place for a bit. Like 
old times! 


Things have been hectic lately, but | promise it'll all be back to 
normal soon. Slide me a quick DM when you get this. 


-Wil 


10. And In A Brilliant Moment Of Word Association, 
Summary for the Chapter: 


He went and shouted, 


Schlatt had put his suit jacket over his sweater, grabbed his cane, 
and took a brief moment to try and remember what the fuck he was 
going out for. 


Because that’s kind of a problem these days. 


He's been weird ever since that heart attack took his first life, alright? 
That's why he traveled for a little bit, to see if his brain could unfuck 
itself. 


And the traveling was... okay. He really was gone on business to try 
and find some better plants for his apothecary, and it’s not like he 
regrets meeting his husband along the way! But it was still pretty 
scuffed. He felt like he was going somewhere he didn’t understand, 
pulled along like a magnet to some unknown destination. 


(And then there was that one time he woke up in a half-dug out hole 
in the middle of the night, clutching some weird dingy fucking book in 
his hands. That was weird and he really, really hopes he doesn't 
have a repeat incident of... that.) 


It’s not like he’s going senile or anything (probably) (hopefully) but it’s 
the focus. It’s the fucking focus. He remembers shit, and then he 
remembers different shit which makes him forget he had a different 
first thing to remember and then it’s been two fucking days and he 
hasn't sorted out his mushrooms in storage and it fucking happened 
again, he was gonna go out. 


Jesus H. Christ. 


Quackity’s out today, so Schlatt can’t exactly ask him what’s on the 
agenda. Quackity’s a great guy- sharp, handsome, verifiable fattest 
ass in the cabinet- but he’s also a busy guy, especially lately with 
the- 


“-ELECTION RALLY!” Schlatt shouts into an empty room. “THAT’S 
WHAT IT FUCKING WAS!” 


Go outside. 


Rally. 


People. 


That's definitely a sequence of events that Schlatt can comprehend 
right now, yes sir. 


He’d honestly rather not. He’d rather dip and stay inside and reserve 
a big ol’ Fuck Off to anyone that tries to drag him out, but he did say 
he’d show up. Worst of all, he told Wi/bur he’d show up (and Wilbur 
has a thing about promises) so if Schlatt really dipped Wilbur would- 


-well. 


Well, Schlatt’s not quite sure. People are quite in the habit of keeping 
their promises to Mr. Soot, and they’re still friends as far as Schlatt 
knows. 


Then again, it's President Soot now. Wilbur was one man, but the 
President was a whole other beast, one that Schlatt doesn’t feel 
brave enough to poke right now. 


So going outside it is. It won’t be too bad! Quackity will be there (oh 
gods, Quackity will be there) and then they'll all grab a drink after 
(maybe a smoke? Fuck, he could use a smoke) and then hopefully 
some good fucking food. 


...And maybe somewhere along the way he'll figure out why Wilbur 
Soot replaced himself with President Soot. Or something. 


So Schlatt remembers to grab his cane, throws on a fraying purple 
scarf, and steps outside. 
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Jeez, Wilbur really pulled out a budget for this thing, huh? 


An open theatre with red floors all circled around a fat ass of a 
podium and wow, okay, there’s a projector. Did he borrow that from 
Jack’s place or did he just grab another out of thin air? 


But mostly Schlatt is noticing- 


-it's the funniest thing. 


It’s the funniest thing, but he could have sworn there didn’t used to 
be this many speakers in the streets of Lmanburg before he left on 
his business trip, beautifully packaged amalgamations of foam and 
wood and redstone wire snuck in streetlights and shop entrances like 
creeping vines. Schlatt's hooves step onto the red walkway, and 
President Soot stops on that distant podium, looking him directly in 
the eyes. 


Schlatt tastes ash and the color blue on his tongue. He decides to 
take a seat a little closer to the back. 


He sees Wilbur take one of the seats on the podium- and Schlatt, 
only now realizing there are podium seats, is also now realizing he 
was probably supposed to go up there rather than sit in the crowd. 
Welp, too late now probably. 


Quackity’s speaking now (and he stole Schlatt’s sunglasses, the 
sexy bastard), running mate conspicuously absent. Quackity says 
something about George being busy doing work for the good of the 
nation, but the slight puffing of the golden down on his face betrays 
him. The next time he runs into George he’s probably gonna tear into 
him. 


He’s holding himself together better than Wilbur, at any rate. 


Oh, not enough for anyone to notice. As far as this vaguely pleased 
crowd knows, their president is looking better than ever. 


But Schlatt knows better, and so does Wilbur. 


Schlatt sees and then he sees, the unfortunate sharpness of his 
demonic eyes focusing on suit buttons that have chipped at the 
edges from being redone too many times, on the deliberately 


careless tousle of over preened hair that’s been given up on halfway 
through. Wilbur’s leaning on his left foot the exact way he does when 
he’s hung over, and the silences trailing into unfinished sentences 
scream in contrast to the rapid-fire pace of the Wilbur Soot that 
Schlatt had left before the war. 


Maybe it’s for the better if someone else wins, because Wilbur looks 
like he’s two steps away from collapsing and no one’s fucking 
noticing. 


Someone like Fundy, maybe. That kid’s running, and even if he’s as 
awkward as his dear old dad, he’s got shit to say. 


“lam not powerful. | might not resemble the physique of a leader, 
and | might not have wealth, but | do have a dream. While Quackity 
has righteous ideas, and Wilbur the leadership...” 


Fundy and Niki stand side by side, their smiles fond and almost 
playful. 


“,..1, together with Niki, have a bakery.” 


The speech spun into some joke about having server-wide shipping 
rights and a promise of ice cream and cookies for anyone that votes, 
but the original intent was clear. 


Simplicity. Simple dreams for the simple people of a simple country. 
Seeing L’manburg for the tiny trading city it once was and asking if 
they'd like to go back to that for a little while. Its such a small 
ambition. 


But it seems like the crowd rather likes the idea of small ambition. 


There’s more words Schlatt doesn’t really pay enough attention to 
catch- something about ballots closing, something about the parties, 
and then there’s a message on his comm. 


Oh. 


It’s his turn now. 


He moves to stand and oh, oh boy, that was a bad idea, there goes 
his brain dipping out again, why did he think this was a good idea? 
There’s a doctor with a lemon embroidered scarf holding him steady, 
giving him pieces of a golden carrot. 


“Follow me, Schlatt,” Wilbur is saying, “we gotta get you to the 
microphone- you remember microphones, right? When we did radio 
together!” 


Our endorsement, everyone. 


Schlatt focuses on the big dumb metal pole being placed in front of 
him- 


“Ah! Microphone!” He taps the grill. “Microphone.” Man. Radio 
technology is weird. He looks away for five years and suddenly 
everything’s fucking unrecognizable- 


Speech. 


...What was the speech again? (Fuck, he shouldn't have skipped his 
meds.) 


Schlatt looks nervously to Wilbur. “What- what am I-” 


“For the presidency,” Wilbur easily says. “We’re POG2020- the 
presidency for L’manburg!” 


Schlatt looks off to the side. Ah! Quackity’s there. Quackity, the 
husband man, yep! 


Come to think of it, wouldn’t knowing Quackity be a conflict-of- 
interest thing? He probably shouldn't act like they’re husbands or 
anything. Play dumb. 


“Who’s this?” Schlatt hears himself asking. (Too dumb, too dumb!) 


Quackity lets out a riotous laugh, lifting up his stolen sunglasses. “It’s 
me, babe!” 


Schlatt ducks his head shyly. “Don’ call me that,” he mutters. 


It gets a laugh out of the crowd, but jeez. This really was a bad idea. 
Why did he agree to this? Why did Wi/bur put him up to this? 


And for what? Papers and fancy titles? A funny little job description 
waiting to eat its next occupant alive? 


President. Fat lot of good being president is gonna do anybody. 


Democracy is overrated, Schlatt bitterly thinks to himself. Who needs 
a president? 


A crowd goes silent. 


Wilbur and Quackity both look at him in shock. 


...9chlatt went and said that last train of thought out loud, didn’t he? 


Well, fuck. 


It’s fine! It’s fine, it’s totally fine, he can save this! He never had to 
say any of the candidates were good, he just had to get people to 
vote! 


Yep! Vote for president! Presidential voting! 


Uh- 


Uuuuh- 


“LL BE MY OWN PRESIDENT!” Schlatt shouts into the crowd. 


Fuck, that’s even worse. 


“Okay,” someone says, “cut the mic, cut the mic-” 


Actually, no, fuck that guy specifically. Schlatt grabs the mic harder. 
“PLL RUN! VLL RUN MYSELF!” 


Tommy awkwardly swoops in, tilting the mic towards himself. “Our 
endorsement, everyone!” 


“SCHLATT2020!” Schlatt’s demonic voice booms out. “YEAH! You 
think you want- you think you need Quackity as your president? His 
Vice President STOLE MY WOMAN!” 


This is kind of fun, actually. He almost gets why Wilbur likes this. 


“YOU THINK YOU WANT WILBUR?” he continues. 


Wilbur, Wilbur, Wilbur. \t all comes back to Wilbur, doesn't it? 


“He stole my heart,” Schlatt quietly says into the microphone. 


Wilbur’s face shifts to open shock. (It’s the first real expression he’s 
worn all day.) “Schlatt...” 


They don’t want Wilbur. They don’t want the idiot who cried on the 
concrete the first time he thought a girl rejected him, who played 


prophet as riots took root a hundred worlds away. The guy who 
hummed jazz beats under his breath as he helped lay blackstone 
bricks in Lmanburg’s walls, who nearly passed out from the panic 
when Sally was giving birth. 


They don’t want the scrawny cottagecore rich boy with nothing 
between his ears but love songs, arson, and party tricks. 


“LL RUN MY OWN PRESIDENCY!” Schlatt shouts again. 


They don’t want Wilbur. They want President Soot, and Wilbur’s 
gonna give them that until it fucking kills him. 


Too fucking bad, Schlatt decides. They can’t have him. 


Not over my dead body. 


11. Coalition 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Spite and fury and one hell of an improv beat. 


Jschlatt: so 


Jschlatt: uh 


Jschlatt: In my defense | panicked 


Quackity: you know what? Fair actually 


Quackity: you want me to sort it out with wilbur? I’m in the middle of 
a candidate meetup right now, | can just grab him 


Jschlatt: would you be mad if i said i kinda don’t 


Quackity: ...Go On 


Jschlatt: IT’S NOT LIKE | THINK 'LL BE PRESIDENT 


Jschlatt: but it would be really funny if i was and also 


Jschlatt: listen 


Jschlatt: you’re not high on kool-aid like the rest of em king, we both 
know literally anyone other than wilbur should be in charge 


Quackity: it’s true! | have eyes! 


Quackity: hey what the fuck do you mean about kool-aid 


Jschlatt: I'll explain it when you get home and aren't a milliblock 
away from the man himself. Back to the important questions, like 
why it would be funny if i was president 


Quackity: the ballots are closed, we can’t add any more parties 


Jschlatt: fuck 


Jschlatt: wait i have an idea 


Jschlatt: what if we both run for the same party 


Quackity: oh yeah cus i’m already on the ballot 


Jschlatt: YEAH 


Quackity: who would be president tho? 


Jschlatt: great question! 


Jschlatt: 


Jschlatt: | don’t know! 


Quackity: ...okay hear me out. you'll be the president and i'll be the 
vice 


Jschlatt: WHAT? But you’ve been working on that campaign for 
months! | could just replace your vice who didn’t show up for the rally 


Quackity: people like you more and you’re actually from here. You 
have more social power 


Quackity: i don’t need to be in charge babe just let me have a hand 
on the wheel 


Jschlatt: presidential husbands arc? ON GOD? 


Quackity: FUCK YEAAAAAH 


Jschlatt: Well Fuck! We’re Doin This! 


Quackity: LET'S GOOO 
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Quackity: /everyone I’m forming a_ coalition party’ with 
SCHLATT2020, he offered me a six-figure salary and a position as 
the fattest ass in the cabinet, bye haters 


[Quackity has left “2020 L’manburg Election Group Chat”.] 


[WilburSoot has joined “2020 L’manburg Election Group Chat”. ] 
[Tommylnnit has joined “2020 L’manburg Election Group Chat”.] 
[/tsFundy has joined “2020 L’manburg Election Group Chat”.] 
[Nihachu has joined “2020 L’manburg Election Group Chat”.] 


[Several people are typing...] 


12. And Child, May All Your Dreams Come True. 


Summary for the Chapter: 
(Just remember that nightmares were dreams once, too.) 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Contains use of phonetic accented text. 


Fundy walks along the docks in his old dreamon hunter clothes when 
he realizes, slowly, that he does not know where this is. 


L'manburg, Fundy wants to guess. But L’manburg never had its 
houses so close to the water- not like this, directly built upon the 
docks. 


He walks along the water-worn planks, taking in the salt of sea and 
the clicking growth of coral roots eating at the creaking foundations. 


There is no one walking these docks, no one occupying these 
market stalls. The open theatre bares nothing on its stage but a gold 
stained guillotine. 


As the sun sets, one house turns on its lights. Just the one. 


Fundy knocks on the door. 


It’s Philza of all people that answers. “You're a bit late, my friend! Did 
y’ get holed up ‘n wit’ th’ cab’net again?” 


Fundy nods uncertainly. “Uh...huh. Sure. Can | come in?” 


Philza’s face shutters with nervousness, holding open the door with 
a little too much enthusiasm. “ ‘m sorry,” he sputters, “I was gettin’ a 
bit worried is all.” His body stills. “No’ th’'t | was gonna leave! | 
wouldn’- | wouldn’ leave, | learned my lesson last time, | Know-” a 
nervous laugh. “I know y’ don’ like that.” 


Philza’s being weird. There’s a stilted shyness to his footsteps, his 
dusty cane laying forgotten by the door despite how much worse his 
limp looks. His hair and beard have an unkempt scruff to it, his words 
heavy and fumbled like Script doesn’t quite fit in his mouth anymore, 
and he- 


-gods. His eyes. Fundy has never seen the man’s eyes look so 
dead. 


“Are you okay?” Fundy slowly asks. “You look sick.” 


Philza’s smile breaks with panic for some reason, his shaking hands 
petting the crow at his wrist. “I’m fine, mate! | didn’ try t’ leave, | 
swear! Just-” 


His smile shakes. He never finishes the thought. 


Fundy gently puts his hands around Philza’s shoulders, all too aware 
of the sudden flinch the touch produces. “Grandpa, what happened 
to you?” 


Philza’s eyes widen. He laughs. 


He laughs, and laughs, and doesn’t stop. The sound bubbles out of 
his mouth like a flood, spilling out into the echoing murder of crows 
filling the house. 


Fundy looks around the rest of the house nervously. A broken teapot 
sits on the table. Philza’s dusty cane is suddenly splattered with rust 
and blue paint, and every month on the calendar except Endekamon 
scratched to shreds. 


And Philza won't stop laughing. 


“Hey.” Fundy lightly shakes his grandfather. “Hey, snap out of it! 
You're freaking me out!” 


Philza staggers to the floor, invisible claws raking bloody trails on his 
face. His starry talons curl on a soot stained yellow sweater as his 
titanic wings tear through the house, and his laughter sounds more 
like a sob, a scream, a wayward alien sound ripping through Fundy’s 
Skull like an explosion and- 


-Fundy bolts awake, ears still ringing from an end that never comes. 


Niki opens the guest bedroom door. “| heard a shout. Are you 
alright?” 


Fundy blinks, his breath coming out in gasps. 


“Yeah,” he finally says, “Just had a nightmare, | think.” He breathes 
out a grim laugh. “Haven't had those since | was a kid.” 


13. Mail 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Remember to read your mail! It could be something important. 


L’>MANBURG’S FIRST OFFICIAL FARMER’S MARKET 


Located at the Mainsquare of L’manburg 


-Emerald and barter ore conversion kiosks can be found at the 
corner of Main End and Gerward Way- 


Local and Exotic goods and services such as: 


HoneyLemon Baked Goods and Fine Drinks 
Stagman’s Bonezone 

Melody’s Discs and More 

Littleman’s Tea Tree 

Kapin Jonshapson’s Seasonal Fruits 

and more! 


While you shop, remember to cast your vote in the various 
mechanical voting booths located throughout the Mainsquare! 
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Take This Coupon For An Extra Five (5) Emeralds Off Your Next 
Purchase! 


Only applicable at participating storefronts: 


e HoneyLemon Baked Goods and Fine Drinks 
e Stagman’s Bonezone 

e Kapin Jonshapson’s Seasonal Fruits 

e and more! 
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HOW TO CAST YOUR VOTE 


For Lmanburg’s first democratic election, First Son Fun Dy-Soot has 
devised a mechanical voting booth for your convenience. 


No need to stand in long lines filling out fragile cards! Simply report 
to your nearest booth, input your valid Citizen ID Number (declared 
with every valid citizen ID), and select your candidates. 


This election will be determined by Borda count. Select a point value 
(0-3) to assign to each party in order of your preference. Point value, 
rather than raw numbers, will determine the winner- no need to worry 
about the tyranny of arbitrary majorities! A// your choices will be 
heard, even if they’re not your first! 
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DO NOT TRASH 
CONTAINS IMPORTANT TAX/VOTING INFORMATION 


To Current L’manburg Resident 


-CITIZEN OF L’MANBURG- 


HAVE YOU PAID YOUR POLL TAXES? 


Remember to check that your poll taxes have been fulfilled before 
submitting your vote this election! Without your poll tax confirmation, 
your vote WILL be disqualified! After all, we want to make sure that 
only L_manburg citizens are voting in such an important event. 


Make sure you have the following poll taxes registered in the bureau 
before attempting to vote: 


NATIVE TAX 


You must be a L'manburg resident for at least five years or married 
to one such resident. Provide the following: 


-Mail at least two weeks old 


-Land ownership deed from the owner of your corresponding 
household/family 


-Valid citizen’s identification 


WEALTH TAX 


You must prove that you are a working independent citizen. Provide 
the following: 


-Proof of employment. Self-employed may provide alternate 
accounting information. 


-A deposit of 30 emeralds or equivalent per voter, which will be 


returned to you after you submit your qualifying vote. ( This deposit 
covers any disqualification fines. ) 


LITERARY TAX 
You must prove a base understanding of the language, numbers, 


and concepts of law present in L’manburg’s decision making. 
Provide the following: 


-School certificate or higher education diploma 


-If lacking above, pass a basic language/math test provided by the 
bureau. 


-A demonstrated competence in Script. 


If you experience any difficulties with these taxes please contact Fun 
Dy-Soot for assistance. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


borda count is a real voting system btw. and poll taxes sure are 
a totally non-suspicious thing 


14. The First Election 


Summary for the Chapter: 
(And the last.) 


Tommy doesn't see Wilbur until the election is closed. 


The old man’s not wearing his presidential suit that day- he’s 
dressed in his old L'manburg Battalion uniform, a throwback to the 
General he once was. 


“Ladies and gentlemen,” he starts, “I'd just like to say | have in my 
hands the election results.” 


“Forged,” Quackity interjects. “Forged. | think they’re forged, Wilbur, 
quite frankly.” 


Wilbur looks flatly at him. “Quackity, there were 220,000 votes.” 


“And you forged every single one of them,” Quackity sarcastically 
insists. 


Wilbur’s elytra rattles defensively. “How could | forge 200,000 
votes ?” 


“Quackity, come on,” Tommy gently says, eyes flicking nervously to 
Wilbur. “Pick your battles, man.” 


If Tommy didn’t know better, he’d say Wilbur was getting stage fright. 
It's almost impossible to imagine, with the way Wilbur always 
seemed to thrive under pressure and crowds, but he almost looks 
sick. 


“Hello, Mr. Schlatt,” Wilbur says. 


“Hello.” 


“| didn’t know you were serious about this,” Wilbur decides to say. 


Schlatt crosses his legs in his podium seat. “I came early, Wilbur.” 


Wilbur’s lips quirk into an aborted smile. “I! thought when the bit was 
over, you would, y’know-” 


“Die?” Quackity jokes, prompting a morbid chuckle from Schlatt. 


“You seem to be a lot healthier than you were yesterday,” Wilbur 
politely offers. 


“lm feeling good,” Schlatt ominously responds. 


“Took his meds,” Quackity adds. 


Wilbur looks off to where Quackity is standing, off to the side. “Oh, 
look who decided to show up!” 


The forever shade-covered face of George Lore scoffs as Quackity 
loops an arm around his shoulders. “George has been found, baby!” 
Quackity cheerfully shouts. 


“Hello, Gogy,” Wilbur snarks. His smile changes as he turns to 
Fundy. “My son.” 


Fundy’s not dressed in his Battalion clothes- he’s not even dressed 
in that old ratty hunter’s jacket he practically lives in. The man’s went 
and found a fucking tailored black suit to stuff his furry self in, a suit 
matching with his running mate Niki. It's strange how much they 
match, down to the offset pale forelocks running through their dark 
hair. 


Fundy looks slim and proper, billowing tails properly brushed, and for 
the first time in all the years that Tommy’s known him, in clothes that 
actually fit, he really does look like the son of Wilbur Soot. 


“lam here,” Fundy diplomatically says. “Ready to hear the results.” 


“Still running against your old man, huh?” Wilbur lightly asks. 


Fundy’s eyes harden. “Yes, | am.” 


“Niki,” Wilbur continues, eyes shifting to the young human. 


“Hello,” Niki shyly says. 


“Also running against me,” Wilbur notes. 


Despite being one of the few humans who actually lived in Tommy’s 
area, Tommy never really knew all that much about Niki Nihachu. A 
stout human witch with good eyeliner, dyed hair, and just a bit of a 
punk aesthetic when she was off work. She’d been a baker, before 
the war happened. 


Wilbur put her through the ring like all the rest of the cabinet, but 
when he talked about her, he always did it in gentle, fond tones. 
Tommy joked about Wilbur having a crush on her- once, and never 
again, because Wilbur had gotten this /ook on his face that had been 
less mad and more vaguely disappointed. 


“Have a pity carrot,” Tommy awkwardly decides, taking a small 
packet of candied golden carrot and putting it in Niki’s very confused 
hands. “I gave it to you out of pity.” 


He is so good at human interaction. 


Wilbur sighs, steepling his hands in front of himself. “Tonight is the 
inauguration. Not just- we’re not just deciding who wins tonight, we 
are also inaugurating the winner. When we announce who wins, the 
winner comes up here, stands on this center one-” He gestures at 
the mic for a moment. “-and we then listen to their first decree as 
president!” He tilts his head, words picking up speed. “I mean, the 
first decree of the president’s quite important...” 


He trails off, never finishing the thought. 


He clears his throat and faces the crowd. 
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LETHE LIBRARY: MIZU CHAPTER 

The Lethe Library is a collection of media reproductions which at the 
time of retrieval were deemed at risk of censorship, disingenuous 
alteration, or other destruction of historical authenticity. In order to 


prevent loss of historical content, multiple copies of this media exist 
in several locations simultaneously. 


FILE: LMANBURG 2020 PRESIDENTIAL ELECTION (Audio Only) 
Voice: Wilbur Sam-Seong Soot, Founder and Incumbent Acting 
President of Lmanburg (legible background voices include Vice 


President Thomas Innit, First Son Fun Dy-Soot, and SWAG2020 rep. 
Quackity) 


LISTEN TO RECORDING? (Y/N) 


ly 


.. RETRIEVING... 
.. RETRIEVING... 


15. LOADING AUDIO... 


Summary for the Chapter: 
LOADING TRANSCRIPT... 
.. LOADING... 


DREAMLANDER'S HISTORICAL MUSEUM, AUDIOVISUAL 
ARCHIVES 


By mandate of Her Majesty the King, Lord Eret-of-rine, the Royal 
Museum shall retain any footage or audio that exists of historical and 
contemporary impactful events, as they occurred on the server of the 
Dreamland, in the interest of the authentic preservation of history for 
future reference and education. 


TRANSCRIPT: LMANBURG 2020 PRESIDENTIAL ELECTION 


Voice: Wilbur Sam-Seong Soot, Founder and Incumbent Acting 
President of Lmanburg (legible background voices include Vice 
President Thomas Innit, First Son Fun Dy-Soot, and SWAG2020 rep. 
Quackity) 


PRES. SOOT: My fellow Lmanburgians, thank you for coming here 
today to watch... a historic moment! The passing over of the 
presidency for the first election of Lmanburg. 


PRES. SOOT: | have with me the election results of the four parties- 
SWAG2020, POG2020, COCONUT2020, and SCHLATT2020. 


PRES. SOOT: Now, the turn-out of this election was 220,000 votes. 


ARCHIVIST’S NOTE: L’manburg at this time used a Borda count 
voting system- “votes” refers to total assigned points, not amount of 
voters. The population of the L’manburg city-state at this time was 
closer to ~30,000 registered citizens. 


PRES. SOOT: | will say, though, there was some voter fraud over 
this one. What | have done is- 


[Questioning voices overlap in background.]| 


QUACKITY: You’re the only one who has access to them! 


PRES. SOOT: | know. Listen- 


ARCHIVIST’S NOTE: Her Majesty’s voice can be heard in the 
background. Lord Eret-of-rine was attending this event as part of the 
Royal Archivist team, but was not attending the election event in any 
official diplomatic capacity. The relations of Greater Prime and 
L’manburg as of that time did not permit her to spectate as King. 


PRES. SOOT: No, no, no! I’ve done my best to avoid the voter fraud- 


VICE. INNIT: Wilbur, you should have said that. 


PRES. SOOT: Listen- 


QUACKITY: You fucked up. 


PRES. SOOT: Are you not going to let me finish what I’m saying? 


UNIDENTIFIED VOICE: Let him finish! 


ARCHIVIST’S NOTE: This voice may belong to Niki Nihachu, who 
was at the time the Vice Presidential candidate for 
COCOUNUT2020, but the heavy audio overlap in this portion of the 
recording makes it impossible to verify. 


PRES. SOOT: What I’ve done is I’ve collated the votes minusing the 
ones that have used the same IP address. Okay? That’s all I’m 
saying! Do you want to know what party had votes spammed for 
them? 


VICE. INNIT: Yeah. 


[No audio in this portion. Note added by Lord Eret that a genuine 
silence occurred at around this point of the recording.]| 


DY-SOOT.: | think we should continue with the votes. 


PRES. SOOT: COCONUT2020 has had 120,000 disqualified votes. 


DY-SOOT: | think- | think everything is fine and we should continue 
with the votes as they were- 


VICE. INNIT: What | hate to say, is there seems to be one coding 
redstoner among COCONUT2020. 


[Audio too distorted to transcribe.] 


PRES. SOOT: We still have a quarter of a million legitimate votes to 
go through. 


DY-SOOT: Listen- [OVERLAPPED AUDIO] | still have a chance to be 
president even with legitimate votes, okay? Don’t do this. 


PRES. SOOT: Without further ado, | want to go through the election 
results. With 9% of the vote- 20,000 points or so- in 4th place, is 
COCONUT2020. 


DY-SOOT: 20,000 points, let’s go! 


PRES. SOOT: With 16% of the vote, coming in 3rd place, is 
SCHLATT2020. 


[Lord Eret can be heard speaking in the background of the 
recording. | 


PRES. SOOT: That leaves two parties left, doesn’t it? [QUACKITY], 
look at me. This leaves the two front runners as the final option here. 
In 2nd place, with 30% of the popular vote. Lead... by... the party 
leader, Quackity. SWAG2020. 


[Cheering can be heard.]| 


PRES. SOOT: Meaning- meaning- that the winner of the popular 
vote, by 45%, is POG2020, led by me, incumbent- 


[Audio distorted. ] 


PRES. SOOT: Listen, listen- listen, please, stop. Tommy, we won, 
Tommy we won, but listen- stop celebrating. Tommy- 


VICE. INNIT: We did it! 


PRES. SOOT: Tommy, calm. I’m- two nights ago, on the night of the 
[ELECTION RALLY], after the announcement of SCHLATT2020 and 
COCONUT2020, Quackity made a deal with, um, the leader of 
SCHLATT2020, Mr. J. Schlatt stood behind me. Quackity said that 
no matter what happens, Quackity would pool SWAG2020 votes on 
with SCHLATT2020 votes. POG2020 got 45% of the popular vote, 
meaning that the coalition government of SCHLATT and SWAG 
2020 got 46% of the popular vote! 


[Background voice and laughter with unknown words, identified as J. 
Schlatt.] 


PRES. SOOT: Meaning that tonight, citizens, on Moonsday the 22nd 
of Eneamon 2020, SCHLATT2020 has been inaugurated. 


[Audio too overlapped to transcribe.] 


PRES. SOOT: Mr. Schlatt, it was- it was- uh- | want to say it was an 
honor, competing against you- but- I- I- please, Schlatt, step up to 
the podium and- and deliver your [sic] inaugurational speech. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


so how about those "illegitimate" votes, huh. 


16. When You're Falling In A Forest, And There's Nobody 
Around, 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Do you ever even crash? Do you even make a sound? 


Schlatt had always been a nice guy. 


Alright, maybe not a nice guy. Certainly not soft. 


But in between all his dry humor and cigar eating, he was one of the 
good ones. Giving people honey milk candies when they were under 
the weather, letting Tommy hunker down and listen to some jazz 
vinyls when things got weird at Wilbur's. 


He reminded Tommy of old Phil in a lot of ways. An irreverent scruffy 
old man with too much shit in his pockets, who looks and sounds like 
he hasn’t slept since the dawn of time. As if old J. Schlatt and his 
apothecary had simply sprouted out of the ground one day, here to 
stay for the rest of eternity. 


But he didn't. 


Because President Schlatt- short harmless old ram Schlatt- is taking 
the stage, and suddenly the old man’s loud barking preacher voice 
isn’t so funny anymore. 


“Tommy,” the president gently (coldly) says. “Get off my podium.” 


Tommy looks around to someone, anyone. One percent- just by one 
percent under coalition, that can’t be fair! It’s practically cheating- 
they can’t- they can't actually- 


But they can. And they did. 


The other parties are going down the stairs of the podium, remingling 
with the audience, and Wilbur... 


...oh, Wilbur. 


He doesn’t even say anything, he’s just- staring after Schlatt with this 
gutted, lost look on his face. Gods, he looks like he’s about to faint. 


Tommy gently takes Wilbur’s hand. “Come on, mate. Let’s go down 
with the others.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Well... 


...that was pretty easy. 


And you know what | said? The day | came back to the Dreamlands, 
and the day | said | was running... an election that | won, by the way. 


| said things are gonna change. 


| looked every citizen of L'manburg in the eyes and | said, you listen 
to me- this place’ll be a lot different tomorrow. 


Let’s start making it happen. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tommy takes a step back, hand on Wilbur’s shoulder. 


“Wilbur, are you sure, y-” 


Wilbur says nothing. He just stands there. 


Frozen. 


-<>Y<>- 


My first decree, as the President of L’manburg- 


the 
EMPEROR 
OF THIS 
GREAT COUNTRY! 


“Wilbur- Wilbur, surely not.” Tommy shakes Wilbur's shoulders. “Wil.” 


Why won't you look at me? 


Is to 
REVOKE 
the citizenship 
OF 
WILBUR SOOT 
AND 


TOMMY INNIT! 


GET THEM OUT OF HERE! 
YOU'RE NO LONGER 
WELCOME! 


-<>9Y<>- 

A soldier starts loading their gun. 
No. 

No, surely not. 


Wilbur snaps to life, taking Tommy’s arm. “Tommy, sh- TOMMY, 
RUN-” 


They wouldn't actually... 
A round whizzes by Tommy’s face. 


“To Tubbo’s!” Tommy shouts. “Run, Wilbur, run!” 


Tubbo had showed them a secret bunker just a little while earlier- 
somewhere to run to, just in case, but it was only Tubbo being 
paranoid like always, it was only supposed to be a last resort. They 
were never meant to actually need it. 


Tommy’s thankful, suddenly, that Wilbur had entertained Tubbo’s 
anxiety and snagged an invisibility potion. Run, run, just fucking run. 


...When Tommy thinks about this moment- a few days later, when 
he’s settled, when he’s had time to stop and just think- he realizes 
that it must have been an accident. The soldiers were never ordered 
to kill, only to enforce. 


But it’s hard to avoid a target you don’t even know is there. 


The last thing Tommy sees is the bullet exploding on Wilbur's 
shoulder before his invisible body falls into the water. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Until further notice, Wilbur Soot and Tommy Innit are merely a 
memory of L'manburg. 


A relic of the past. 


A reminder, of the darkest era this country has ever seen. 


And | guarantee you all, dear citizens- tonight, that changes. 


We are entering into a new period of L'manburg. 


A period of prosperity! 
Of strength! 


Of unity. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Somewhere, a crow types out the words, Wilbur Soot was shot 
by Punz Valorant, and no one is there to witness it. 


Except, of course, a Lady, who stands by and does nothing. She 
never does. 


She only opens Her arms and waits for when it all ends in tears. 


17. And The Universe Said, "| Love You" 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(| love you too, Dad.) 


Wilbur claws up to the surface of the water, wings flailing as he 
gasps for air. 


He coughs pathetically for a solid tock or so, head bobbing along the 
tide, before he can manage to look around. 


This isn’t Lmanburg. 


He looks up, and instead of a sky, he sees a velvety black void 
swimming with scattered lights. 


One heart beats with terror on his wrists. Just one. 


So that’s it, then. 


He died. 


For a long while, he just... floats. He aimlessly lets the current take 
him where it will, too tired to resist the ebb and flow of the universe. 


The last thing he remembers is Tommy screaming before he’d hit the 
water. 


Tommy. The name cracks at his mind like a whip, stirring his limbs to 
something nearing life. Tommy- Tommy- oh gods, Tommy was on his 
last life, he needs to find Tommy- 


Wilbur’s right shoulder won’t fucking cooperate- the unruly gun bolt 
sticking out of of it makes things difficult- but his legs are working just 
fine, so he kicks for the nearest thing that looks like wooden docks, 
left arm shaking as he tears through the wood for purchase and flops 
onto the panels. 


Fuck. 


Come all you pretty fair maids, wherever you may be... 


Wilbur sits up with a violent start. 


...who love a jolly sailor that ploughs the raging sea. 


There’s a distant voice, singing. Singing with this odd, eerie, ringing 
pitch. Elytron singing. 


While up along in storm, it continues, for me, his absence 
mourn- and firmly pray, arrive the day he’s never more to roam. 


A figure dressed in green sits under the shade of a bleeding-heart 
tree. 


My heart is pierced by Cupid, the Angel of Death softly sings, a 
half-lidded smile daring across his face, | disdain all glittering gold. 
There is nothing can console me... 


His voice trails off as he catches sight of Wilbur. 


“but my jolly sailor bold,” Wilbur softly finishes. 


The Angel doesn't flinch, not really, but his wings shift loudly behind 
him as he takes in the new sight. 


“Hello, father,” Wilbur neutrally continues. “Did you miss me?” 


The Angel tilts his head. “Ah. Not your first time, then?” 


“I'm sorry,” Wilbur suddenly says, the words spilling out like a 
babbling brook, “I’m sorry | didn't tell you- | thought- | didn’t mean to, 
Dad, | just didn’t want you to...” 


The Angel says nothing. 


“Dad?” Wilbur hesitantly repeats. 


The Angel might have frowned behind his veil. “Do | /ook like...” 


Wilbur staggers forward, hands shaking as he draws closer. “Dad, 
please, it’s me- I’m- you know me, I’m your son-” 


The Angel looks back at Wilbur with a confused, sad expression. “I’m 
so sorry, mate. | think y’ got me confused with someone else.” 


Wilbur shakes his head. “No, no! You have to remember, you said 
you’'d-” 


Wilbur’s eyes flick up and down the Angel’s form. 


Starry hands twitch idly, palms thrumming with the strange symbol of 
an eye of ender. A long braid of sungold hair trails along the man’s 
back. He hasn't looked like this since Wilbur was a child. 


This is Philza, yes. 


But it is a Philza that won’t know who Wilbur is for at least another 
century. 


(Death is a timeless domain, eyas, Wilbur remembers his father 
saying.) 


Wilbur chokes on a sob. 


The Angel’s antlers swivel forward with alarm. “Hey, hey, mate, you'll 
be alright!” 


Wilbur shakes his head, hiding in his hands. 


“It's not the end o’ the world,” The Angel goes on, a consoling hand 
patting at Wilbur’s back. “You still got your last life, right?” 


“It’s not fair,” Wilbur sobs. “/t’s not fair.” 


The Angel sighs. “Hard life?” 


Wilbur nods. 


“Well... it can’t all be sadness, can it?” Worn talons rest briefly in 
Wilbur’s hair. “Y’ still made it this far.” The Angel smiles softly. “You’re 
not dead yet. Not unless you want to be. Do you wanna try again?” 


Wilbur hesitantly nods. 


“See? That wasn’t so hard.” The Angel pats Wilbur’s face as the 
stars swirl around them. “Bye, mate.” 


“Bye, Phil.” 


Wilbur feels sometimes when they are deep in dreams | want to tell 
them they are building true worlds in reality sometimes | want to tell 
them of their importance to the universe sometimes when they have 
not made a true connection in a while | want to help them to speak 
the word wilbur WilburWILBURWILBURWILBURWILBUR 


WILBUR! 


WIL- 


“-bur? Wilbur, please-” A choked sound. “-come on, this isn’t funny 
anymore!” A blunt palm slaps his neck. “Come on, old man! 
Breathe.” 


He breathes. Take a breath, now. Take another. Feel air in your 
lungs. Let your limbs return. Yes, move your fingers. Have a body 
again, under gravity, in air. Respawn in the long dream- 


A breathless laugh. “There you are.” Rough, knobbly hands knead at 
the down of his face. “That’s it. Come back. You’re alright. We’re 
alright.” 


He’s tired. So, so, tired. But he opens his eyes anyway. 


“Tommy, ” Wilbur breathes. “Tommy, why ‘re you crying?” 


Tommy sputters defensively, face still red with unshed tears. “Cus 
you took too fucking long, dickhead!” 


“Im sorry,” Wilbur wheezes, a lazy smile on his face. “It won't 
happen again.” 


Tommy groans. “Don’t even joke about that.” He sighs. “Gods. What 
the fuck are we gonna do?” 


“Live, | guess,” Wilbur tiredly decides. “We'll figure it out from there.” 


-<>Y<>- 


A hundred years ago, an Angel watches a middle-aged elytron 
soldier return to stardust, tearfully tossed back to the land of the 
living. 


"Phil." He blinks. "Oh. That was my name, wasn't it?" He laughs. 
"Phil. Philza. Good gods, | have been around for too long." He waves 
flippantly to his murder of silent crows. "Somebody keep a tab on our 
fucking name before we lose it again." 


He braces his knees, stands up, and goes back to work. 


18. Back To Work 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(Be careful with that one, love. He will do what it takes to 
survive.) 


This is bad. 


Tubbo had expected Wilbur to lose to someone else- either SWAG 
or COCONUT- but not to Schlatt. And certainly not exiled, on the run 
as L’manburg’s own soldiers force their former general out like a rat 
problem. 


This is very, very bad. 


Especially if Wilbur gets caught. 


Especially if Wilbur gets caught in the bunkers that Tubbo made for 
him. 


So this is very, very, very bad, because if Wilbur gets caught, then 
Tubbo’s caught. And if Tubbo’s caught- well, he’s just fucked, isn’t 
he? 


Because everyone knows him and Tommy are basically best friends, 
and everyone also knows that Tommy is Wilbur’s ride-or-die right 
hand man. Tubbo’s one point of association away from the new 
Public Enemy #1, and then he'll probably get questioned, and- 


-oh god, what’s he gonna tell his friends? What’s he gonna tell Phil? 


Tubbo sneakily brings his communicator into his hands, fingers 
hovered over his contacts, when Mr. Schlatt’s unnaturally sharp eyes 
spot him in the halls. 


“Tubbo?” the president says. “Come here.” 


“Ah-” Tubbo’s ears roll back. “Should 1?” 


“You’re the Secretary of Defense, aren’t you?” 


“Oh.” Tubbo hadn’t been expecting that. “I’m still...?” 


The president- Schlatt, he was only ever Schlatt- laughs. “Why would 
| fire you? You're Tubbo!” As Tubbo edges closer, the older ramlin’s 
face shifts with an amiable smile. “My very own Tubbo.” 


Ah. That’s right. Tubbo had been so caught up in the chaos of it all 
that he forgot Schlatt actually rather liked him. The demon touched 
ramlin had been Tubbo’s first employer back before the war, but he’d 
always liked Tubbo for some reason. Maybe it’s because Schlatt 
never had any kids. Maybe it’s because they’re both ramlin hybrids. 


Tubbo never asked, and he’s not going to ask as long as it keeps 
him fucking alive. 


“Tubbo, | need you to do something for me.” Schlatt leans close, and 
Tubbo idly notes that they’re around the same height now. Odd. “I 
need you to find Tommy. And | need you to show him the door.” 


Tubbo stills. 


“Rumor has it he’s still somewhere in the walls.” Schlatt’s eyes 
glance at an oddly specific point out the windows. “On the top of a 
building, perhaps.” 


“l- is that so, sir?” Tubbo haltingly asks. 


“We both know Tommy can be a stubborn son of a bitch,” Schlatt 
Casually says. “He'll need the extra push.” 


Tubbo hums nervously. Schlatt’s ear flicks at the noise, and he 
frowns. 


“You understand why | did it, right?” Schlatt stresses. “You’re not like 
the fuckin’ L’man-bootlickers high on the fucking spice of the flag, 
you can get it.” 


“l- uh...” Tubbo stutters over his words for a bit. “...you thought they'd 
cause a fuss after you won.” At Schlatt’s light nod, he continues. 
“And- and you wanted to make sure they had... as little power as 
possible.” 


“Good,” Schlatt sharply barks. “You do get it.” 


Tubbo wonders if its bad to feel warmed by the praise. Schlatt 
catches the conflicted look on his face and sighs. 


“Kid, | didn’t do it to be a dick. You get that.” Schlatt takes out a cigar 
from his inventory and stuffs it in his mouth. “Wilbur wasn’t good for 
office, and office wasn’t good for him, either. Poor bastard needs 
some cold turkey time away from L’manburg so nobody else gets 
caught in the crossfire.” 


“But what about Tommy?” Tubbo dares to ask. “Why’s he gotta go, 
too?” 


Schlatt’s frown warps with a sad angle. “You know he’d do anything 
for Wilbur. If he stayed here, with Wilbur out there, Wilbur wasn't 
ever gonna leave him alone.” 


Tubbo frowns, his thoughts darkening. “Tommy would do anything for 
Wilbur.” 


For Wilbur. Only Wilbur. If Tommy had stayed, would he have done 
the same for Tubbo? (Would he have even tried?) 


Tubbo realizes he doesn’t know. 


Schlatt bites down on his cigar, blunt fangs tearing at the rolled 
material. He always bites cigars- Tubbo’s never actually seen him 
smoke the stuff properly. 


“It's not, like- permanent or anything,” Schlatt belatedly adds. “Like | 
said, until further notice. \f they don’t cause any problems, no reason 
to not let ‘em back in.” He lets out a brash laugh. “It'll be easy! All 
they gotta do is wait it out! What are they gonna do to anybody all by 
themselves?” 


Tubbo chuckles, but only a bit. “Right.” 


“Right.” Schlatt leans in and harshly knocks their heads together. 
The movement echoes down their horns in a satisfying way. “Let’s 
pack up this Shrinesday social and get to work.” 


Author's Note: 
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Summary: 


The curse of the ninth is a superstition connected with the history of 
classical music. It is the belief that a ninth symphony is destined to 
be a composer's last; that the composer will be fated to die while or 
after writing it, or before completing a tenth. 


Wilbur's unfinished symphony- forever unfinished. 


1. Like My Father, But Bolder 
Author's Note: 


This work was written with the expectation that you read 
previous parts in the series for full context. By reading this, you 
accept that is not the fault of the authors if you chose to read 
this without its intended context. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Fundy could have won, if Wilbur had let him. (But he didn’t.) 


Fundy could have won! Him and Niki both, they could have won! 


It would have been poetic, wouldn't it? The entire country that Wilbur 
built, passed down to the very child he built it for. And Fundy would 
have taken that change of power with grace. 


Wilbur would have been a sore loser for a while, but he wouldn't 
have been upset if Fundy had won. Wilbur had smiled through the 
entire announcement of COCONUT2020, and he’d always liked Niki. 


They could have won, if Wilbur had let them. Fundy would have 
treated him well. 


He certainly wouldn’t have exiled Wilbur the way Schlatt did. 


President Schlatt had pulled Fundy aside and explained why. (He 
thought Fundy was someone worth explaining things to.) For the 
good of the nation, and for the sake of the former president, to force 
him to lay low for a time without power. 


Which makes sense, sort of. 


But now Schlatt’s been saying some interesting things. 


Expansion. 


Unity. 


Change. 


Drastic change. 


As of yesterday, Lmanburg no longer exists. Manberg wants to wipe 
its hands as cleanly of the past as possible, and for now the citizens 
are inclined to go along with it. 


It rankles in a way Fundy doesn't like. Schlatt doesn’t feel like he'll 
be the next Wilbur, and maybe that’s a good thing, but Fundy isn’t 
sure that what this new president is turning out to be will be better, 
either. 


Schlatt has dreams, but Fundy doesn’t know what those dreams are 
and he hates it. 


Fundy needs more time. 


Fundy needs more trust. Trust, and enough information to take this 
whole operation down. 


(And if Schlatt really did turn out better all along? Then Fundy will 
know enough to stop Wi/bur’s next move.) 


But Schlatt will never trust the First Son not to go running back to 
Wilbur. Not without something drastic. Something that proves that 
Fun Dy-Soot has embraced the change of the new era. 


Fundy grabs his torch in his mouth and climbs the pole of 
L’manburg’s flag. 


Sorry, Niki, Fundy silently thinks as he watches the past go up in 
flames. It'll make sense soon, | promise. 


2. So What Did | Miss? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


What- what- what did | miss? 
What did | miss? 
(I've come home to this?) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Contains a minor passage of exotic text not intended to be 
coherent. 


It is less that Niki is fired from her cabinet job and more that she is 
told not to come to work until further notice. (Until someone else can 
replace her.) 


So Niki does what she always does when she faces a fight she will 
not win- smile sweetly, go back to work, and plot someone's demise. 


She goes back to HoneyLemon, and the bakery welcomes her with 
teasing but nonetheless open arms. She goes back to dicing carrots 
and potatoes and every filling imaginable, back to the catharsis of 
punching the life into dough until it takes the shape she wants. 


She doesn’t hate Schlatt, not yet. 


But she /s pretty pissed off at Fundy right now. 


(She’d worked on that flag for weeks. ) 


WII STU TIS STL SeX'S tb, her journal insists. | 7 -J==% 
LIT OL tN 


“It would not be hard,” Niki concedes, “but it would be so bad for 
business.” 


TLAt. 


“If you can come up with better ideas, I’m willing to hear it,” Niki 
allows. 


Her comm buzzes. 


-<>9Y<>- 


[HBomb94 started whispering to you.] 


HBomb94: So gimme the whole spiel on why | should join the 
rebellion 


HBomb94: Act like i have NO idea what’s happening 


-<>9Y<>- 


The Rebellion. It's nothing much, really, not at the moment- just Niki 
testing the waters, trying to find others that are... dissatisfied with 
how fair the election really turned out in practice. 


Others like her, who are uneasy with the murky designs of the new 
Manberg. 


-<>Y<>- 


Nihachu: you have seen what schlatt’s done to I’manburg. You don’t 
even want to know 


Nihachu: schlatt plans to expand, right? Which means he will also be 
trying to take down the dreamlands 


Nihachu: or “expand” as he says 


Nihachu: He will destroy it. We know schlatt. He already destroyed 
our entire nation in one day. 


Nihachu: he is a dictator. And i don’t know if you want to live under a 
dictatorship. | would not want to do that. 


HBomb94: you gotta give me more than that :/ 


-<>9Y<>- 


HBomb is a good man- that’s why Niki knows they can talk about 
these things without either of them getting in trouble. He’d been a 
Greater Prime citizen that immigrated to Lmanburg after the war, 
and he cares, but he’s... new. New to the area, new to the settled 
ways of how things worked around here, and it makes him ask 
questions. 


But Niki likes that, she decides. She likes people that make her think. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Nihachu: My main reason why i'm doing this is because he banished 
Tommy and Wilbur. 


Nihachu: Wilbur is the person 


Nihachu: why i am so loyal to I’manburg so 


Nihachu: you know 


HBomb94: have you ever thought he was just using you? 


-<>9Y<>- 


Niki and Wilbur had always had something special- at least that’s 
what she likes to believe. 


Oh, they never fancied each other- he knew her from far too young 
an age, they wouldn't dare- but he knew Honey and Lemon as family 
friends. Before she knew the man who built L’manburg’s walls, she 
knew Wilbur as the man with too many chocolate packs under his 
arm as he dragged his old father away from getting too many 
pastries. 


L'manburg had been a place that she lived in, but Wilbur’s kind 
passion for the place turned it into her nation. 


Had she been used? 


-<>Y<>- 


Nihachu: He would never do that. 


HBomb94: ...and you’re positive of that argument are you 


Nihachu: he would 


Nihachu: he would never do that 


HBomb94: | thought his whole deal was to set himself up as a 
dictatorship and use you to start a rebellion when he couldn't ngl 


-<>Y<>- 


And that’s what she means when she says HBomb is new. He never 
knew Wilbur, only Greater Prime’s war propaganda for General Soot. 


-<>Y<>- 


Nihachu: he would not do that 


HBomb94: i'm speaking entirely hypothetically, i have no idea what's 
going on here yknow 


Nihachu: he would not do that, no 


HBomb94: k 


HBomb94: would TOMMY do that? 


Nihachu: tommy is a completely different story :) 


HBomb94: wait no i have to hear this gimme the whole thing that 
happened with you and tommy 


Nihachu: pfft okay 


[Nihachu has joined VC...] 


[HBomb94 has joined VC...] 


3. More Than Survive 
Summary for the Chapter: 
My life would be in utter disarray 


‘Cause freaking out is my okay 
Good morning, time to start the day! 


The first few days had been... 


...hard. 


Tommy snagged a skeleton horse for the both of them, and Niki had 
left them some supplies to pick up so they wouldn't just die, but exile 
wasn't exactly a camping trip. They’d boarded up the small entrance 
of a ravine so they wouldn’t get eaten by night creatures, and that 
had been as far as their goals could take them. 


Survive. 


“Wilbur!” Tommy calls out as he heads back to their base. “Good 
news, | found some deer! We can make some decent forage tools 
out of the antlers!” 


Wilbur isn’t in his cot. 


The radio is still playing the tail end of one of President Schlatt’s 
speeches. 


Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck- 


Tommy climbs up on the horse and rides into the woods. Wilbur can't 
have made it far, not with how shitty his lungs are right now, and 
Tommy is soon proven right. Wilbur’s standing at a cliffside, body 
leaned against a tree as he watches L'manburg’s walls be 
demolished brick by brick. 


“Gods,” Wilbur breathes. 


“Wilbur, don’t,” Tommy gently starts. “Look away, Wilbur.” 


“No, | need-” A wavering gasp. “I need to watch this.” 


No, you don’t, Tommy’s mind screams. 


“My son,” Wilbur shakily keens, “my son is tearing down the walls in 
front of me!” 


Just this once, Tommy wishes Wilbur’s hawkish eyes hadn't been so 
sharp. That dark red gaze, wide with sorrow, unable to look away. 


“My son is tearing down the walls in front of me,” Wilbur wails. “The 
walls | built to keep him safe...” He sinks down to the ground. “l 
promised him this world, Tommy. / promised him this world.” 


Tommy doesn’t know what to say. What can he say? 


“Wilbur, I’m so sorry.” 


“L’manburg, my great unfinished symphony,” Wilbur mourns. 
“My great unfinished symphony.” 


He finally looks at Tommy. 


“Tommy will you- will you sing the national anthem with me one last 
time?” 


Tommy sighs. “One last time.” 


“How'd it go?” Wilbur airily asks. 


Tommy laughs. “I can’t remember. The only thing | can remember is 
the one we'd sing when we were drunk.” 


Wilbur chuckles. “That'll do it.” 


| heard there was a special place, 
where men could go and emancipate 
the brutality 


and the tyranny of their rulers. 


Well, this place is real, you needn't fret! 
With Wilbur, Tommy, Tubbo- fuck Eret! 


It’s a very big and not blown up L’manburg. 


My L’manburg... 


My L’manburg... 


My L’manburg... 


...My L’manburg. 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur comes home after that, petting the stray dog that followed 
them on the way back for some semblance of comfort. He falls 
asleep curled up in a Lmanburg flag. It’s the last one left- all the 
others have been burned. 


And that’s when it sinks in for Tommy that they can’t keep living like 
this. 


They could cobble together food, and Tommy was working on 
spinning enough cloth to enchant a respawn bed, but they were 
running on fumes, Wilbur especially. Losing a life was hard on his 
body- he’d been holed up in bed for nearly a week after the 
Independence War, and that had been with the best bedside 
attention he could get. 


Now they were stuck in the spirit infested wilds of the Dreamlands, 
and Wilbur would still be coughing water out of his lungs days after 
the fact. 


If they didn’t improve their lot in life fast, Wilbur’s likely going to lose 
his third life just from the aftershocks of the second. 


And hardcores can die of broken hearts, Tommy’s mind unhelpfully 
reminds him. Wilbur told you so himself. 


“Stay alive, Wil,” Tommy silently prays. “Stay alive.” 


Please. 


He sidles up next to Wilbur’s place on the cot, takes in that brittle 
spiteful heartbeat, and forces himself to try to sleep. 


4. Did You Get My Letter? 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Did you forget to reply? 
Did you get my letter? 
‘cus I've not heard from you in a while... 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Contains some minor disjoined and misspelled text. 


Phillllll | fcukd up | feccck up fuck up everybody Hats me an I’m 
gonnnnnn gonna Die 


-<>9Y<>- 


hamds 


-<>9Y<>- 


Everything hurts but is fine we got the Drrrrrrrrrrrrrrrugo 


Mm. alphabet 


Alphabet the soupe 


QAQAQAAAQAAQA 


ABCDEFGHI!JKLMNOP QQQQ 
Q QQuackity was kind of 


QAQAAAAQAAAAQAAAQA 
cute did i ever tell you about quackity 


QQ 
QQ 


What a screeching prick 


God he’s hot 


Just like this letter’s gonna be when i burn it. Mm. fire. Wanna 
bloodmallow popcorn the sequel 


-<>¥<>- 

If i just write food on paper and eat the paper will it taste like the food 
Rabbit 

-<>Y¥<>- 

It tasted like the letter rabbit 


-<>Y<>- 


Phil did you know you can eat leather haha of course you did you 
silly you silly old bird you’ve probably eaten leather before it’s not 
weird right of course it’s not 

You’ve done so much shit huh 

Been through a lot 


| shouldn’t bother you 


-<>Y<>- 


| AM A LITTLE CAVE BOY BEHOLD MY CAVE THAT | BOY IN, IT 
IS) = SMALL AND MAKES MY _~ SKIN FEEL LIKE 
SPIDERSSSSSSSSSSSS 


CAVE THE BOY WHAT HE DO 


SCREAM? PERHAPS 


RECORDING SCREAM FOR SCIENCE. CONCLUSIONS: 


lf | scream loud enough Tommy finds me faster | like Tommy he is 
my boy he is my scrimbly my boy my boy My boy my sun my son my 
son my son MY SON WAS ON THE RADIO MY SON SAID | WAS 
JUST THE FOUNDER AND HE WAS BORN THERE MY SON MY 
SON MY SON 


Did you really hate me that much? 


-<>9Y<>- 


Maybe if | rip out my feathers I'll finally feel something. 


-<>Y<>- 


Good gods, how many drugs was | on? Never letting Tommy decide 
how much drugs | can drug again. 


-<>Y<>- 


Come to Il’manburg we got 
L’rock 

L ‘potatoe 

L'tommy 


L’cave 


L’dog :) 


BUT WE DON’T GOT L’MANBURG CUS SCHLATT TOOK THE 
FUCKING L OUT OF THE FUCKING COUNTRY “OH WE NO 
LONGER TAKE L’S” WHAT THE FUCK DOES THAT MEAN FUCK 
YOU OLD MAN I’M TAKING MY L’S AND I’M KEEPING THEM 
WITH Me 


-<>9Y<>- 


Phil, 


The election’s over and we won! POG2020 won the popular vote! | 
knew we would win. 


But! 


Don’t go looking for me in L’manburg! | am not the president 
anymore. | won the popular vote, but the presidency has been 
passed to someone | trusted while I’m out. 


Me and Tommy have headed out to the big wide somewhere to 
make a new place for ourselves! Some of our friends are still in 
L’manburg, but maybe they'll join us, that'll be nice. And then we'll 
come back bigger and better and make L’manburg bigger and better! 
And I'll make it even better this time. 


It’s a special place, after all. | love it very much. 


And | love you very much! 


-Wilbur 


5. Oceans Rise, Empires Fall 
Summary for the Chapter: 


We have seen each other through it all... 


Lord Eret-of-rine is considered a very kindly king. 


They donate to church charities. They restore old roads and fallen 
roofs. They collect antiques and art for the royal museum, and they 
tip very generously to any service they hire. The King has even 
considered setting up a universal healthcare fund, to let doctors and 
medicine be covered freely by taxation alone. 


It is almost enough to make someone forget how the King had 
bought that crown in the first place. 


Almost. 


But Lagos will not forget the solemn smile that graced Eret’s face as 
the L’manburg army was cut down in front of them like fish in a 
barrel. Lagos may have benefitted from Eret’s actions, and Eret can 
spin as many justifications as she likes, but Lagos will not forget 
what Eret is. 


This is a person capable of deep, disastrous betrayal. Eret can act 
as kind as she likes, but they will never ever be friends. Eret is a 
placeholder to sit the throne so the Prophet will not be asked to, and 
that is as far as their relationship will go. 


At least Her Majesty is finally catching onto that particular fact. 


“That’s all, Minoe,” Eret softly says to a server. “I'll call for you when 
our guest has finished his business.” 


When they’re finally alone, Eret suppresses a sigh, her head resting 
on her downturned hand. “I suppose you want information.” 


“If you have it.” Lagos takes the seat opposite Eret, gracelessly 
slinging his body over the arms of the chair. (Eret doesn’t even 
blink.) “I’m gonna check in with the new Manberg president pretty 
soon. Might as well make sure | don’t repeat anything you've already 
gone over.” 


Eret turns her head to the side. “I’m not sure it'll last as Manberg for 
long.” 


Lagos hums. “That little rebellion that’s brewing?” He catches Eret’s 
hands stuttering for a moment and snorts. “Don’t play dumb with me. 
| have my sources. | know you have friends in the citizens’ 
resistance. And contact with the two exiles.” 


“| was only going to offer them sanctuary,” Eret defends. “Just 
because | don’t want them to starve in the woods doesn’t mean I’m 
going to stage a bloody coup.” She clicks her tongue. “Besides, 
Wilbur won't take my help anyways.” 


“But Ms. Nihachu will,” Lagos guesses. 


“Yes.” Eret raises a prim eyebrow. “You don’t disapprove.” 


“It does let us keep a closer eye on the situation,” Lagos allows, “and 
a free starting point if we need to dismantle either side of the 
conflict.” He claps his hands together. “But enough about that. 
What’s your read on Schlatt?” 


Eret’s mouth flattens. “Ambitious. Did you see how he tore down 
L’manburg’s walls? He even destroyed the church built into it.” 


“Probably trying to remove any magical influence Wilbur had over 
the place,” Lagos hypothesizes. “From what | can gather, Schlatt’s 
got enchanted sight, and Wilbur’s traces aren't exactly... subtle.” 


“Influence.” Eret kneads her knuckles into her face. Anywhere and 
anyone else, her shaded glasses would have been firmly over her 
blinding white eyes, but she stopped bothering around 


Lagos decades ago. “I suppose that’s another thing you'll be 
explaining on a need-to-know basis.” 


“You know me so well,” Lagos sarcastically praises. 


Eret leans back in her seat. “Schlatt’s intent to expand borders could 
become a problem, but for now he’s done nothing worrying. He’s 
more willing to be diplomatic with us than Wilbur was, at any rate, 
and he’s been speaking with Lemon City about opening a clinic in 
Manberg.” She looks sardonically back to Lagos. “Will that be all?” 


“| think so,” Lagos honestly says, stretching his body as he stands. 
“Do try to avoid getting too invested in the civil disruptions.” 


“I'll do whatever | damn well please, thanks,” Eret drily responds. 


“Watch yourself, Your Majesty. Don’t forget who put you on that 
throne.” 


6. Married Life 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Let's hope that things are looking up. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Screen reader friendly exotic text. 


-THE MANBERG MANDATE- 


(formerly billed as The L’manburg Line Up) 


L’manburg Exhibit Opens 


The Dreamlander's Historical Museum is opening its L’manburg 
exhibit, featuring painted panels from the original settlers’ caravans 
and a model of the former blackstone walls. 


Changes In Collection of Fines 


The Schlatt administration now mandates that any fines for crime, 
disruption, and misdemeanor will now be collected as adjusted taxes 
from offenders. Citizens will now be informed of their pending fines 
during their tax roll-out rather than separate mail. This is done in the 
hopes of making fines easier to pay and providing greater financial 
incentive to avoid crime. 


Businesses Temporarily Closed 


In compliance with new mandates from the Schlatt administration, 
businesses are not permitted to maintain their normal operation 
hours during inspection and_ investigation. The following 
establishments are closed for the time being: 


e HoneyLemon Pastries and Fine Drinks 


New Clinic Coming Soon 


As part of independent diplomatic developments with the Lemon City 
district, Manberg will be hosting a new medical clinic within the next 
month. 


A Manberg Festival! 


The Schlatt administration announced over radio the intent to host a 
celebration of democracy and Manberg. This will be a friendly event 
with games and sports, and will be open to anyone able to attend, 
including non-Manberg citizens (barring any such persons that are 
not permitted entry into Manberg). The event will be held in 
Dekamon. Precise date to be determined. 


-<>Y<>- 


“George!” Quackity rolls up his newspaper and slaps the sleeping 
human on the head. “Wake up!” 


George sits back up with a start, shaded glasses still crooked on his 
head. “I’m up, I’m up!” He rubs his tired eyes, heavy sleep lines 
marring his face. “I’m sorry, I’ve just been so tired lately. | don't know 
why.” 


Schlatt takes a long sip from his glass. “Don’t fucking show up to 
work if you're sick, dumbass. This is the third time you’ve passed out 
during the cabinet meetings.” 


George frowns. “I don’t want to miss anything.” 


“Get somebody to give you a ride home and go to the fucking doctor, 
you're doing jack all right now,” Schlatt bluntly says. “We'll fill you in 
next time you show up.” 


Quackity watches Schlatt shovel more powder in his mouth with a 
wooden spoon. “You could use a doctor’s visit yourself, dumbass.” 


“| could get you an appointment with Ponk,” George offers. “They’ve 
got the nobility on their patient list, but they take any of the dicier 
cases.” He looks aside. “They'll be discreet, at least.” 


Schlatt waves the idea off. “I’ll get to it later.” He slaps his hand on 
the table. “Back to business.” 


Quackity looks around the room. “Where’s Tubbo and Fundy?” 


“Fundy’s doing some dreamon shit-” 


“AAH!” Tubbo slams the door open with a disjointed shout. “Sorry I’m 
late! | was-” His eyes dart nervously. “-doing things.” 


Schlatt snorts. “What, did you get lost in your boyfriend’s eyes 
again?” 


Tubbo laughs nervously. “Yep! Sure! Let’s go with that!” He pats the 
dust and sand off his suit and takes his seat. “What’s up?” 


“The Prophet is dropping by later,” Schlatt distastefully says, spitting 
the name out of his mouth like it tried to poison him. “It’s not even for 
Greater Prime bullshit, so | don’t Know what the fuck he wants.” 


Quackity blinks. “Alright. What do you want us to do?” 


“|, uh-” Schlatt frowns for a moment, sound stalling in his throat. 
“Well, fuck. | got no clue.” A barking laugh. “Gods, | have no idea 
what I’m doing.” 


“As long as it’s your best,” Tubbo offers, “it should be enough, 
yeah?” 


Schlatt smiles wearily, raising his half-drunk glass as a toast. “Here’s 


hopin’. 


-<>Y<>- 


President J. Schlatt is not an imposing man. 


He’s small- smaller than Tubbo, barely breaking past a block and a 
half in height, and he had none of the younger man’s sturdy strength 
to make up for it. A small middle aged ramlin with creamy fur, 
greying brown hair framing his rosy cheeks and tired dark eyes like 
an ironic set of mutton chops. He is, in every way, completely 
harmless to the point of almost being adorably pathetic, the only 
features of note being his large rich red horns and the blunt fangs 
barely visible in his mouth. 


He’s small. 


But his voice, aged as it is, is... sturdy. There is timbre to it, like the 
strong boughs of an old tree. Perhaps if he had not had demon in his 
blood, he could have been a well respected preacher in another life. 


“So?” Schlatt lets out a wet cough into a napkin. “Get on with it.” 


There’s something so peculiar about this man’s soul. Like something 
had been written over it several times. Something touched by Death. 


Interesting. 


“You understand that your previous president attempted to claim 
parts of the server at one point,” Lagos starts. 


“On god?” Schlatt snorts. “Dumbass.” 


“So you have no plans to repeat that?” Lagos asks. 


A dry laugh. “I’m not that stupid.” 


The Prophet tilts his head. “And do you have any other plans?” 


“Replace a public fountain with fruit punch.” Schlatt catches the 
unimpressed posture from Lagos and laughs. “Shit, man, | don’t 
know! | know | made all these big speeches about unity and strength 
or whatever, but I’m not sittin’ here trying to conquer the world. | got 
voted in on a fluke, I’m just sittin’ in this chair keepin’ the place from 


blowing up until the next guy comes into office.” Schlatt kicks back 
his chair. “| wanna live through my first marriage anniversary. How’s 
that for plans?” 


“Well, we need to go over trade deals at some point in the near 
future if that’s enough of a plan for you?” 


Schlatt takes a long swig out of his cup. (Wow, that’s a large cup.) “l 
ain't talkin’ that kind of shop with you, church boy. Eret’s the guy who 
actually Knows math.” 


Lagos tilts his head. “Do you have something against me, Mr. 
Schlatt?” 


“| have trade deals with Greater Prime,” Schlatt pointedly says. “Not 
the Dreamweaver.” His sheep eyes seem more like a crooked snake 
for a moment as he scans Lagos' form with just a little too much 
clarity. “Full offense, but I’m not a man of God.” 


“You are still on his server,” Lagos reminds him. “You haven't 
forgotten that fact, have you?” 


Schlatt sneezes loudly. “Servers aren’t people. I'll talk to you if | 
wanna speak to the trees, not do my fucking taxes.” 


Lagos frowns under his mask. 


Schlatt doesn’t blink once. 


The door opens loudly as a golden downed elytron sidles into the 
room, clinking several bottles in his hand. “ 


, who wants some MARGARITAS?” 


Schlatt cackles loudly. “What the fuck kind of meetings are you 
having that need margaritas, sugar pumpkin?” 


“My kind of meetings,” the elytron insists, waggling his eyebrows. He 
nudges Lagos' shoulder with a bottle. “Get buzzed or buzz off, dream 
boy. We’re on the clock.” 


“And you are?” 


The elytron winks. “Fattest ass in the cabinet, baby.” 


Lagos raises his eyebrows. “Source?” 


“Oh, y’know.” 


“You know what?” Lagos raises his hands. “I’m not even gonna ask.” 
He gives a flippant wave as he heads out the door. “I'll see you when 
| see you.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Schlatt practically deflates in his chair with a wheeze. “Oh gods, my 
lungs, | can finally breathe again.” 


Quackity shakes his head. “Can’t believe he didn’t even take a 
margarita. Buzzkill.” He looks down at his husband. “Sounds like you 
needed the disruption. You doin’ alright?” 


“Gimme a solid click and I'll transform into a functioning person 
again,” Schlatt jokes. He thumps his chest, forcing another cough out 
of himself. “Fuck. Something’s wrong with that guy.” 


“Oh, you don’t say?” Quackity drawls. “Was it the fact the guy never 
takes the mask off, or something else?” 


“| don’t know what that guy’s got goin’ on upstairs, but that is not 
normal player bits,” Schlatt insists. “Poor bastard’s got a god in his 
brain at minimum.” 


“What?” Quackity draws back slightly. “Are you saying he’s like a 
puppet?” 


“All / Know is that | definitely don’t wanna see him again if | can help 
it,” Schlatt concludes. He firmly grabs Quackity’s arm. “Thank fuck 
for your timing, thought my nose was gonna bleed just from looking 
at him.” 


“That's me,” Quackity assures, “certified moment killer on demand.” 


Schlatt’s hand moves to cup Quackity’s face, hooved thumb gently 
skating on golden down. “I Know this, and | love you.” 


Quackity hums, leaning into the touch. “The local coven got pissed 
about the new logging permits you okayed,” he casually murmurs. 


Schlatt groans. “Fuck, really? | thought they didn’t need that section 
of the woods! Fuck, that’s gonna take weeks to sort out.” 


Quackity jostles Schlatt’s downcast head. “Already set up a meeting 
so they can talk their dick measuring contest out.” 


“You should just kill me and become the new president,” Schlatt 
jokes. “No one would even notice.” 


“ would notice,” Quackity insists. 


“No, you wouldn't,” Schlatt fires back. “I'd just turn into a ghost and 
loudly shout damn, this protein shake hittin’ different at random 
intervals while rattling the liquor cabinet. Totally identical 
experience.” 


“Uh-huh, sure.” Quackity grabs Schlatt’s shirt collar. “Let’s get you to 
bed, grandpa.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“You know why | let you be president when we decided to pool our 
votes?” Quackity asks right as they’re about to fall asleep. 


Schlatt cracks an eye open. “You said it was ‘cus | had more clout 
than you.” 


“The clout would have been the same if you were just vice,” Quackity 
reveals. “Il could have made it work.” 


“Huh.” Schlatt blinks. “Okay, what was the real reason?” 


“You’re braver than me,” Quackity says. “You’d be dying on the 
ground but you'll still bark at God ‘til your lungs give out.” Quackity 
chuckles despairingly. “I take the easy route, man. I’m not-” He locks 
his hands together. “I’m not strong enough. How do you do it?” 


Schlatt’s eyes bore through the ceiling. “It’s ‘cus I’m scared.” 


Quackity shifts to face him. “Of what?” 


“Of losing,” Schlatt starts. “Losing... things, | guess. | don’t got a lot, 
y’know? So | hunker down to keep shit alive, ‘cus-” 


His voice shakes. 


“-| Know I'm like one foot in the grave, but | wanna Jive! | don’t wanna 
give up and just lose everything | have, I-” A long, slow breath. “I 
don’t-” 


His voice goes quiet. 


“| don’t wanna die.” 


Neither of them say anything for a while. 


“Did you mean it?” Quackity asks. “When you said you wanted to live 
through our anniversary?” 


“Yeah,” Schlatt whispers. 


“Well now you gotta,” Quackity insists. “You better, ‘cus if you don’t 
I’m gonna pull you out of hell myself for our anniversary.” 


Schlatt smiles as he closes his eyes. “It’s a date.” 


7. Me And My Husband 
Summary for the Chapter: 


| steal a few breaths 

From the world for a minute 

And then I'll be nothing forever 

And all of my memories 

And all of the things | have seen 

Will be gone 

With my eyes, with my body, with me... 


It had been one of Ranboo’s better days. (Not that his better days 
were ever more or less put together than worse ones.) 


He looked in the mirror this morning and noticed for the first time that 
his eyes were purple for some reason. And then Tubbo had off- 
handedly said that yes, Ranboo’s eyes did randomly turn purple 
sometimes, and wasn’t that just utterly embarrassing? 


And he can understand why it happened. It must be that- that maybe 
he's more attuned to his enderman magic sometimes! But he doesn't 
like it. When he sees himself with purple eyes, looking just like all the 
wild endermen wandering around out there, it feels... sad. Wrong. 


He should figure out how to turn it off. (Or at the very least invest in 
some sunglasses. ) 


But eventually (eventually) that horrible little purple eye quirk faded 
over the course of the day. But it made Ranboo feel all tired and just 
a little clumsier, and he ended up looking at his memory book 3 
different times checking for things he hadn't even forgotten! 


But overall, it was a nice day. (He thinks.) 


And then Tubbo had suddenly decided to be funny. 


“Marry me.” 


Ranboo blinks. “I’m sorry, what?” 


Tubbo smiles awkwardly. “Ranboo, my beloved, will you marry me?” 


The newly named Ranboo My Beloved just blinks again. “I don’t 
follow.” 


“| mean-” Tubbo stumbles over his words. “-that’s what people do 
after they date, right? They get married.” 


Ranboo tilts his head. “But we're not...” In love, he doesn’t say. And 
he knows they’re not, he remembers that. 


They weren't in love. They were just- it was like a joke, almost. A 
joke that they both agreed to go along with. An excuse to hang out, 
pull each other out of work, go on dates. Like playing dollhouse with 
themselves as the toys. 


SO why... 


“Is something wrong, Tubbo?” Ranboo dares to ask. 


“I’ve just been thinking,” Tubbo slowly says, “that, uh-” He fiddles 
with his hands. “-with all the war and politics, everything’s just so 
chaotic. We could die any day, y'know? And I... | think | don’t want to 
die alone. So-” 


He smiles, painful and sad and so very sweet. 


“-just for the gravestone. Just so we could say we had something.” 


Ranboo swishes his long, tufted tail for a moment. 


He has never had a someone. He has been with people- he had to 
be, of course, in order to speak and to listen and to be- but there is- 
there is no time he can look back to in his memory where he truly 
belonged to someone, or anyone belonged to him. 


He suspects that no matter how good or bad his days will be, that he 
will never remember such a time, because that would require it to 
have ever existed in the first place. 


(Because even if he had forgotten it, he would have missed it. Felt 
the lack. But every time he looks back, he just feels nothing.) 


“Okay,” he finally says. “Just so we could say we had it.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Hello, Ranboo. 


There is someone named Tubbo Underscore. He is a blond ramlin 
with black horns and blue eyes, and he likes to keep bees. He’s your 
friend. 


And now he’s your husband! 


That’s why he’s keeping this book for you. So no matter what 
happens, one day he'll be able to give this to you, and you will 
remember that you are not alone. Not because you'll ever forget- you 
won 't- but just in case you need to see it a second time. 


You are not in love, but that’s okay. It was a promise to stay together. 
(You are short on promises, these days. Try to keep this one for as 
long as you can.) 


-Signed, Ranboo My Beloved (it’s you!) 


8. And So, | Opened Up My Door 
Summary for the Chapter: 


...to the man who promised me blood and war. 


Wilbur’s holding that thing again. 


That creepy fucking dead crow he keeps stuffed in his jacket pocket. 
Tommy doesn't even know where he got the thing, it was just... there 
in their base one day. 


Watching. 


It's not really dead. It’s just not alive- it doesn’t blink or breathe, and it 
moves with clicking, mechanical precision. Tommy’s not even sure 
it’s actually a crow. 


But Wilbur keeps it around for some fucking reason, clutched in his 
hands like a charred hamburger, thumbs gently tracing the feathers 
on its face. 


Wilbur takes a long drag of his cigarette. 


Tommy looks away, holding his breath. He hates when Wilbur 
smokes. 


(Just pet the hobo dog. Pet the hobo dog and everything will be fine.) 


-<>Y<>- 


“I’m gonna call Eret,” Wilbur finally says. 


Tommy startles to life. “What? NO! You fucking hate him!” 


“Eret offered us sanctuary, Tommy,” Wilbur points out. “And that offer 
stayed open even after we refused.” 


“Eret betrayed us,” Tommy stresses. “He betrayed L’'manburg- he 
betrayed you! How can you trust that?” 


“| don’t,” Wilbur clarifies, “I really don’t, but we’re out of options, 
Tommy.” 


They can’t set foot in L’manburg, Schlatt had made that clear 
enough, and Niki can only help so much. No one in the capital 
district of Greater Prime is going to let them stick around, either, not 


after the war- if they want to touch anything close to civilization, 
they'll need to move clear across the fucking sever to some district 
that doesn’t know their face. 


The mechanical crow sits heavy in his hand. Just call him, it 
practically beckons. Stay on the Charon for a while. He’d let you. 


As if that was ever an option. 


Wilbur can’t just harass father dearest into bailing him out again. 


What the hell kind of image would that be? Wilbur showing up half a 
gods damned wreck with yet another person he can’t take care of, 
after yet another mess has gone and blown up in his face- how on 
earth is he supposed to explain that? 


Gods, he’s down two lives- how’s he supposed to explain that? 


Aw, shucks, sorry Phil! Could you help your kid out for a bit? What’s 
that, you thought | was doing fine? Ouch, oof, funny story, | was kind 
of LYING in all those letters! Well, not LYING lying, but | did leave out 
the fact that I’m a fucking wreck that cries himself to sleep every 
night and I’ve been murdered twice! Anyways, just got put through 
political exile because | thought | could start an entire government 
and my son disowned me! Can | borrow some cash and crash in 
your place? 


Fat fucking chance. 


Imagine if he did. Philza would look at him all sad and understanding 
and say take whatever you need and Wilbur would be all well-fed in 
new clothes and feel like a FUCKING SELFISH PRICK WHO CAN’T 
DO ANYTHING RIGHT, FUCKING WASTED EFFORT | HATE YOU 
| HATE YOU 1 HATE YOU I- 


“Tommy, | don’t want you to get fucked over just ‘cus people don’t 
like me right now,” Wilbur says. 


Wilbur’s comm buzzes. 


They both freeze. 


Wilbur checks his messages. 


-<>Y<>- 


Technoblade: so i heard you guys might need some assistance 


9. | Ain't Ever Been Away So Long (Don't Look Back, 
Them Days Are Gone) 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Follow me into the endless night, | can bring your fears to life. 
Show me yours and I'll show you mine, meet me in the woods 
tonight. 


Not to sound like a coward, but Tommy’s a bit terrified right now. 


It was his idea, funny enough. When Wilbur had gotten that offhand 
text from Technoblade, Wilbur had flat out said no. Shit was already 
chaotic enough without throwing another guy into the mix, that’s 
what Wilbur had said. 


(He wasn't keen to trust again, Wilbur had whispered.) 


But Tommy had talked him out of it! Technoblade himself is 
extending his hand- The Blade, one of the greatest fighters alive, a 
guy who could make war out of farming for the hell of it and still win. 


The only man who can kill the Dreamweaver's prophet. (Tommy 
can't. Any time he's bested Hunter is a fucking fluke and he knows 
it.) 


So Tommy wore Wilbur down (eventually) and they gave the man a 
Call. 


Well- Tommy did, using Wilbur’s phone. Wilbur watched him do it, 
arms crossed, nothing to betray his emotion but a sullen frown on his 
face as a stranger’s voice rattled through the empty ravine. If Tommy 
wanted The Blade, Tommy would have to do the talking. 


| am gonna be a different man than the one J. Schlatt crossed, 
Wilbur had darkly promised. And maybe this new man will be open 
to... a Technoblade. 


And that had been that, apparently. 


And now Tommy has to go and pick up Technoblade. 


The Blade. 


One of the greatest fighters alive. 


The only man who can kill Hunter. 


(The thought is not as reassuring as it’s probably supposed to be.) 


“Alright,” Technoblade’s dry voice crackles over the comm, “tel/ me 
when you want me.” 


“Technoblade, I’d quite like a little more passion in your voice, if 
that’s okay,” Tommy snarks. 


“REBELLION!” the other man’s voice suddenly booms. “DOWN 
WITH THE DICTATORS!” 


Tommy snorts. At least someone around here’s gonna have a sense 
of humor. 


The plan was that Techno was going to come in from... wherever the 
fuck he was before, and wait at spawn. 


The spawn region never got much use- at least not enough to 
restore the area beyond whatever they’d built at the literal beginning 
of civilization here. Countries rise and fall around the heart of the 
land, but the smack dab middle has stayed a ruined collection of 
walls and standing stones since the dawn of time. 


It’s a good place to be discreet. 


Which Tommy’s going to need, because the closer and closer he 
gets, the more conspicuous The Blade appears. 


He’s just... massive. Really fucking massive. Tommy knew the guy 
would be tall, from the pictures and few times he’d seen him in 
passing, but holy fucking shit. Just a walking, talking wall. 


The fur-lined red cloak doesn’t really help. Or the massive horse. Or 
the even more massive blue carriage said horse is hauling. 


The trident and sword strapped to the enderchest slung across 
Technoblade’s back are both nearly taller than Tommy, and that’s a 
horrifying thought to absorb as Tommy rides closer on a stolen 
skeleton horse. 


(If Tommy’s brain could stop supplying him with unfortunately 
accurate memories of what being impaled feels like, that would be 
great.) 


“Hello?” Tommy brings the horse to a stop. “Uh- Wilbur sent me?” 


Technoblade gestures for him to dismount. “Come here for a tick.” 


Which Tommy does. Which might be a mistake, because the 
moment the two of them are close enough, Technoblade just shoves 
his entire snout into Tommy’s hair, and that’s really weird, and wow, 
those tusks sure are one of the sizes of all time. 


Certified Massive Weirdo finally pulls his face away after a few solid 
ticks with a loud chuff. “You smell like secondhand drugs. Wilbur’s 
sick.” 


Tommy lets out a sigh. “Yeah, he- he’s not doin’ too hot. | think he 
might've caught somethin’ in his lungs when we were hunkerin’ 
down.” 


Technoblade hums loudly. Maybe. It sounds more like a vaguely 
intentful growl, honestly. It’s hard to tell what’s going on in his head 
past that netherite mask that clings to his face like a second skull. 


“We need to buy some stuff,” Technoblade concludes. He tilts his 
head at Tommy’s uniform. “And get you out of that. It's not a good 
look to be wearing the same clothes as a wanted man.” He sticks his 
head into his carriage (which, upon closer inspection, looks like it 
might actually be a sleigh) and tosses a dense chunk of fabric in 
Tommy’s direction. “Put that on.” 


A spare red cloak and a pale boar skull mask. “You really just had 
that ready to go, did you?” Tommy suspiciously observes. 


“Yes,” Technoblade bluntly says. “If anyone asks, you’re my 
apprentice. What’s your name, apprentice?” 


“Tommy Innit- wait, fuck, this is made up name time, isn’t it? Uh-” 
Tommy makes an uncertain noise. “T- Theseus. Yep, that works.” 


“Alright, Theseus. Point me at your Nether portal, we’re going 
shopping.” 


10. Don't Need Reason, Don't Need Rhyme 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Ain't nothin’ that I'd rather do 

Goin' down 

Party time 

My friends are gonna be there too... 


“There’s no fucking way this has just been here the entire time,” 
Tommy exclaims. “I’ve been down the Nether highways like 700 
times, how have | never seen this?” 


“Well, there’s your problem,” Techno snarks. “You were traveling on 
the Nether highways.” 


Techno prefers local trade when he can get it, but establishing good 
trade takes time. Time that he’d rather not spend right now when he 
can just pop into the Nether and find a decent city like this one, 
tucked in a warped forest far away from the speeding roads and train 
tracks built by Overworld hands. 


That, and he wants an excuse to get a few good words out of Tommy 
without Wilbur being around to do anything about it. 


Not that Techno’s making any assumptions, but Tommy looks... 
young. Very young. He’s gotta be at least half of Wilbur's age. He 
looks adult enough for a human, sure, but the fact that Tommy’s here 
rather than some older soldier or Wilbur himself does not inspire 
confidence in whatever Wilbur’s situation is right now. 


So here they are, shopping in the Nether, with Techno rummaging 
around in comfortable enough silence- as much silence as a steady 
stream of Khorsh can be to an untrained Overworlder- that Tommy 
can talk about things if he wants. 


Or something. 


(Techno is so good at socializing, he swears.) 


“Oi, pigheads.” Tommy ducks his head into the stall, hands covered 
in a suspicious amount of netherrack stained on his hands. “Ya 
done?” 


“We were just talking about how you can't even tell the difference 
between Nether vines,” Techno insists, totally not lying, because he 
has never lied in his life ever. He looks at Tommy’s stained 
fingernails and frowns. “Tommy, were you eating netherrack? 
Because it smells like you tried to eat netherrack.” 


Tommy sneers behind his boar mask. “You can't tell me what to do.” 


“| can tell you that unsoiled netherrack tends to have heavy metals,” 
Techno points out, “and that the heavy metals are a common metal 
poison for hominids and most Overworld races.” 


There is a brief blessed silence. 


“Entirely theoretically,” Tommy calmly asks, “how do | not die if I’ve 
eaten netherrack?” 


“Eat tomatoes and garlic,” Techno reveals. “And pray maybe.” He 
turns back to the vendor. “Do you speak Script?” he continues in 
Khorsh. “The human boar does not know Khorsh.” 


“My accent’s bad,” the vendor admits, “but if he says something, | 
can understand.” 


“Do you want anything?” Techno says to Tommy. “Like, | dunno. 
Food, soaps, whatever?” 


“Uh-” Tommy hesitantly looks at the offered wares. “You, uh... got 
anything sweet? It’s been a while.” 


“Alright, candy cap mushrooms itt is.” 


“The fuck kinda mushrooms?” 


Of course, any remaining protest about the Suspicious Nether Food 
Waiting To Poison Tommy Innit mysteriously vanished the moment 
he started eating it. 


“Why the fuck is Nether food so good?” Tommy despairs as he stuffs 
dried candy caps in his mouth. “Like...it’s the Nether. ” 


Techno snorts loudly. “You think the highway’s gonna give you good 
food? They want people to leave faster there, not stay and eat their 
stuff.” 


Tommy looks around the bastion. “But these guys don't?” 


Techno shrugs, silently going down his mental shopping list. (A 
ravine can’t grow much, but root crops can grow pretty much 
anywhere. It ain't much, but it'll be honest work.) “You’re not exactly 
experiencing standard hospitality to strangers,” he explains. “You're 
with me.” 


Tommy snickers. “Are you saying piglins keep up with Sky 
tourneys?” 


“Sure,” Technoblade- Blood of the Covenant, Soulsinger, Blade of 
Ages, Blood of Gods- flatly allows. “Let's go with that.” 


Tommy smirks. “So, say if | stole something...” 


“You’re my associate, not my first-born child. If you get caught 
thieving, that’s on you.” Technoblade blinks. “Wilbur really rubbed off 
on you, huh?” 


Tommy sputters loudly. “He did not!” 


“You literally have a Talon accent,” Techno cheerily points out. “You 
don’t even speak Talon, | bet!” 


“| don’t have the vocal chords for all that screeching and bird noises!” 
Tommy defends. 


Techno huffs. “Sounds like quitter talk. Is Wilbur your father? If he 


raised a kid to speak less than 3 languages, I'll be very 
disappointed.” 
“He’s not- well- I-” Tommy’s mouth flattens, pulling at the thin scars 


climbing up his cheek. “-he’s a good man, is all. | owe him a lot, | 
guess.” He frowns, pointing an accusing finger in Techno’s direction. 


“And- and what's your deal, huh? | should be the guy grilling you with 
questions! You're the big lumbering idiot showin’ up out of nowhere!” 


“You got any low-light potatoes?” Techno asks a seller, briefly 
switching back to Khorsh. “I was one of Wilbur’s teachers growing 
up, he says to Tommy as the seller looks through their stock. 
“History, ethics, political theory- y’know, kid stuff.” 


“Ever teach him how to fight?” Tommy asks. 


Techno smiles bitterly. “If you’re calling me up for help, clearly not 
well enough.” 


Tommy laughs nervously. “About that. He kind of... didn’t want to call 
you up? | might have bullied him into it. Maybe. Just a bit.” 


Techno simply stares at him in silence. 


“Things have been hard, is all!” Tommy starts. “Ever since what 
happened in the war, and losing the election- all the bullshit Schlatt’s 
been pulling, that fucking bastard- he’s been all weird about letting 
people help out, and | don’t know what's gotten into his head lately-” 


“An election?” Techno immediately asks. 


“Yeah, ‘cus he was the president,” Tommy clarifies. “Schlatt cheated 
the votes with SWAG2020 and kicked us out of the country.” 


“The president,” Techno repeats. “Really, now? Tell me more.” 


“Like, he was president of Lmanburg yeah? And then we try to hold 
this election-” Tommy crunches down another mushroom. “-and 
Schlatt the bastard just runs against us with that whore of a 
husband!” He takes another angry bite. “An election that | told him 
not to do, by the way. But noo, he got it into his head that everyone 
hates him and we gotta be good enough to be president for real, 
whatever the fuck that meant.” A scoff. “He already made himself 
president and everything was fine, he didn’t have t’ go and muck it 
up like that.” 


Techno hums. “He made himself president?” There’s several strong 
words Techno wants to have about that fun little fact, but Tommy 
(probably) doesn’t deserve to hear any of that. The guy’s clearly 
stressed and letting off some steam. “How’d that happen?” 


“He was the leader of the revolution, after all!” Tommy explains. 
“General Soot, the iron whore himself!” Tommy snickers. “That’s 
what the Greater Prime newspapers called him back in the day, 
anyways. We got a good laugh out of that headline.” 


A war. Hmm. Interesting. Wilbur didn’t mention being involved in any 
international incidents lately. 


“Who were you in a war with?” Techno asks. The seller comes back 
out with a few cave potato samples. “Ah, thank you. Can | get a full 
stack of seeds? And a quarter stack of mushroom starters, if you 
have any.” 


Tommy waves his hands. “You know, Hunter and his lot, yeah?” 


Oh, that's one of Lagos' names, isn't it? “Hunter does politics now?” 
Techno says, raising his eyebrows. “Dang, okay. I’m learning things 
today.” 


“Well, he is the Prophet.” Tommy kicks the dirt under his boots. “The 
fucking asshole. | dunno how much tax bullshit he does, but he 
definitely knows how to plant traitors where he wants ‘em.” 


Prophet. Right, Techno totally remembers Lagos telling him about 
that. 


“So, Hunter doesn't like you very much right now,” Techno guesses. 


“| mean, / don't like him,” Tommy says, like that answers the 
question. “But he’s been hangin’ around wanting to talk to Wilbur 
about something. Fuckin’ creep.” 


Lagos' invested. That... now that complicates things. 


Techno pays the vendor and takes the plants into his enderchest. 
“So, Wilbur started a country, got into a war, and then did an election 
he lost,” Techno summarizes. “Am | following?” 


“Yeah.” 


“And you want to do what about it, exactly?” 


“Not be kicked out of our fucking homes?” Tommy offers. “The life we 
built there?” He scratches his head. “And, uh, | think Wilbur wants to 
get rid of Schlatt.” He chuckles nervously. “Fuck, | don’t know, man. | 
just want things to get back t’ normal.” 


Schlatt. Schlatt... sounds familiar. 


“What’s normal for you, then?” Techno nods to the vendor in thanks, 
and walks him and Tommy back to the sleigh. 


“| dunno- hanging with Tubbo, making drugs, having fun?” 


Well, at least the drug part hasn’t changed. “| think there’s some stuff 
| got wrong when | agreed to this,” Techno concludes. 


He sees a brief bit of panic on Tommy’s face. 


“Relax,” Techno quickly adds. “I’m not dipping out on you guys. | just 
need to talk to Wilbur about some stuff.” He smiles awkwardly. “Did 
you really think | was gonna bail over just a little thing like that?” 


Tommy’s face stutters through a rainbow of expressions, settling on 
a nervous smile. “No, no- course not! Just- y’know, Wilbur’s been all 
paranoid about that kind of shit lately, is all.” 


“Of course,” Techno agrees. “Wilbur. In that case, let’s get back to 
base so Wi/bur doesn’t need to worry about us getting lost, alright?” 


Tommy’s smile relaxes. “Right.” 


11. Make No Mistake, | Live In A Prison 
Summary for the Chapter: 


that | built myself, it is my religion 
And they say that | am the sick boy... 


Wilbur smells like smoke, pain medication, and just a little too much 
blood iron around his wings to be normal, even with the scent of his 
elytra muted by the flag he’s appropriated as a new wing shawl. 


Wilbur and Tommy clearly tried to make a compromise for space 
when using a ravine for shelter, but looking at the way Wilbur’s eyes 
keep flicking to the rocky ceiling, wings always rattling just the 
slightest bit, it hasn't been enough. 


(Of course, the telltale staleness of a man who hasn’t been outside 
in nearly a week probably hasn’t helped in that department either.) 


“Hey.” Wilbur leans precariously off the side of the walkways he’s 
been putting over the wall of the ravine. “Hey, how’d you get your 
fuck off sleigh in here?” 


“The ravine had multiple entrances,” Techno reveals. “It probably 
used to be a mineshaft way back when.” 


“Did Schlatt pay you off t’ fuckin’ kill us?” Wilbur languidly guesses. “I 
bet he would. Prick. How’d you even know about this bullshit in the 
first place?” 


| don’t even know who that is. “Would / do that to you?” Techno says 
instead. “Besides, if | wanted to kill you, | wouldn’t be waiting this 
long. | would have just killed you. As for the second question, | have 
friends, you know. Skeppy lives here.” Techno sticks his hand into 
the soil, checking the moisture. “| was staying at his house and he 
mentioned you being a wanted man.” 


“Mm. Fair enough.” 


“What other people do you have in on this?” Techno asks. “Tell me 
what kind of numbers we’re working with.” 


“Niki’s got an independent rebellion running against Schlatt, but we 
haven't established consistent contact yet,” Wilbur reports. “I know 
Eret wants to help, but | can’t trust her like that.” 


“Anyone on the inside?” 


“You know Philza’s kid?” Wilbur asks. “The other one,” he adds after 
a moment. “Tubbo. Mixed ramlin.” 


“Heard of him,” Techno answers. 


“He’s in Schlatt’s cabinet right now,” Wilbur grimly says. “Right hand 
man. He’s been heading a manhunt for us, but he loves Tommy too 
much to turn him in. | reckon we could get him to spy if we talked it 
out with him.” 


“Are you sure about that?” Techno presses. 


“What the fuck would you know?” Wilbur hisses. “You haven’t even 
been here.” 


They stare at each other for a moment, and Wilbur’s face falls, small 
wings falling limply back into place. He drags his scarred hands over 
his tired eyes. “Gods, I’m sorry. You’re here to help and I’m just being 
awful to you.” 


“| mean, clearly you’ve been going through some bad trust moments 
lately,” Techno allows. “Getting kicked out of the country you used to 
run can do that to ya.” 


Wilbur freezes. 


“Yeah, | Know about that,” Techno pointedly says. “I know about a lot 
of things. That kid of yours has a lot of things on his mind.” 


Wilbur cracks a strained smile. “He’s not my kid.” 


“You’re being a tunnel man with no one but a human half your age, it 
would be a little weirder if Tommy wasn’t your kid,” Techno points 
out. 


Wilbur huffs. “He was exiled, too. Solidarity and what not.” 


“Just you and him?” Techno snorts. “What’s Fundy, then, chopped 
liver?” 


“That heartless child is dead to me,” Wilbur lowly hisses. “If he 
wants to tear down everything | built for him, that’s his fucking 
mistake.” 


Techno raises a skeptical eyebrow. “Does that mean | can shoot him 
if he finds us?” 


“l-” Wilbur’s angry voice trails into a broken whisper. “No, no, of 
course not- I- / don’t know!” 


“Right. How about we don’t shoot him for now then and see how it 
goes?” Techno offers. 


The ravine falls silent. No sound is generated between them but the 
idle noise of Techno tilling the soil of one of the side caverns. 


Wilbur’s pipe sparks with red and purple. 


(Anger and pain. The anger isn’t so surprising, but that’s way more 
purple than Techno remembers Wilbur having to use before.) 


“Go on,” Wilbur says into the silence. “Out with it.” 


Techno squints up at him past his glasses. “Heh?” 


“Mr. President Soot, founding father of a government,” Wilbur 
sarcastically spits out of his mouth. “Bet that really pissed you off.” 
He sweeps his arms. “The prized student of the anarchist king 
himself went and made a nation, and now here we are trying to fix 
the mess I’ve made of it. Got anything to say about it, Emperor 
Snow?” 


Techno sighs loudly, ramming his hoe into the ground. “Okay. We’re 
doin’ this.” He steps out into the central ravine and leans against the 
rock walls. “Why'd you do it?” 


“| thought / could do it,” Wilbur defends. “You kept on telling me all 
the ways these things fail, and | thought-” 


“You thought you wouldn’t repeat history?” Techno looks aside. “Of 
course you did. They always do.” 


“Maybe | was gonna be built different!” Wilbur’s face breaks out with 
an embarrassed blue. “I! wasn't trying to fuck ‘em all sideways, | just 
wanted them to be safe - somewhere my son could have been safe-” 


Techno looks back at the ground, and after a thought, shoves a 
potato into the dirt. “Safe from what?” 


“Everything! | don’t-” Wilbur hides his mouth behind his hand. ‘I 
thought they were happy, you know? For a while!” A sigh. “I thought 
they'd be happier with me, | wasn't trying to- I- | don’t-” A shaking 
noise. “-fuck, | don’t even know anymore. | don’t know what they 
wanted. | don’t even know what / wanted.” 


“Wilbur,” Techno lets his hoe fall to the floor, looking Wilbur in the 
eye. “It's okay to not know.” 


“| just DON’T GET IT!’ Wilbur cracks his pipe between his taloned 
hand. “/ brought them there! / built those walls to keep them safe!” 


His hands shake. “I lived and breathed and died for L’manburg- | 
gave them this, | gave them EVERYTHING’ 


Wilbur curls up under his flag and sobs. 


“I gave you everything and you left me,” he cries. “! don’t understand. 
I don’t understand...” 


Techno places a large hand on Wilbur's head and replaces the 
cracked pipe with a potato. “Can | offer you a tuber in these trying 
times?” 


Wilbur sniffs. “Yeah... | wouldn’t mind a tuber.” 


Techno nods towards his unplanted plot of soil. “Well, I’m trying to 
get us some more of these. You wanna help me set up the farm for a 
bit?” 


“Okay.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno doesn’t bother to look up from his book as he draws out a 
map of the ravine. “Get better at sneaking around, Theseus. | can 
hear you breathing from over here.” 


There’s a loud sound of something being slurped, and there’s an 
empty milk jug in Tommy’s hands as the invisibility potion wears off. 
The other hand is being wasted on the valiant effort of gesturing 
rudely in Techno’s direction. 


“| was testing out the invis pot stock. You can’t prove anything, 
pighead.” 


“First off,” Techno points out, “pighead’s kind of a racist thing to say 
to a piglin, so unless you're doing that on purpose you might wanna 
drop that habit. Second of all.” He closes his book in one hand. “You 
can just ask me things. That's how this whole deal works. You don’t 
need to spy for answers out of me.” 


There’s an odd look on Tommy’s face. “Wilbur really just told you 
everything, huh?” 


“That's the superpower of being his childhood teacher,” Techno 
jokes. “He’s already trained to be a teacher's pet.” 


“He just poured his heart out to you like it was nothing,” Tommy 
stresses. 


Ah. 


“That's not your fault, Tommy,” Techno makes sure to say. “I just 
asked him stuff at the right time.” 


“He’s gonna get better, right?” Tommy asks. “When we get 
L’manburg back, he'll be fine. Everything goes back to the way it 
was!” 


I’m not going to be their president, Wilbur had quietly whispered as 
his hands rooted in the soil. Not again. | don’t care what happens 
after that. | just want it to be over. 


“Wilbur will be okay, Theseus,” Techno decides. Just maybe not the 
way you think he'll be. 


Tommy’s eyes are so desperately hopeful that it almost hurts to look 
at. “Yeah?” 


“Yeah.” Techno nods, eyes wandering over to a lone cracked pipe 
sitting nearby. “Just give it time.” 


12. Chronically Dire, Reliable Liar- Yeah, You're Who's To 
Blame 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Lost sight of myself 
Broken all we had 
Please dontt me be 
Don't let me become the fox 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Contains deliberate misspelling. 


A spy's diary 


Written by an anonymous author 


-<>9Y<>- 


| have decided to infiltrate Schlatt's regime. His actions and beliefs 
are the polar opposite of what | stand for, and | must put a stop to 
this. Instead of forming a revolution, | will break it down from the 
inside... 


-<>Y<>- 


Mr. Soot. 


These words | keep in Talon for you and you alone. 


You can understand now why | did it, but the things | needed to do to 
secure my position were cruel, at your expense. 


| never hated you. Not for a second. | hope one day you can forgive 
that. 


-<>9Y<>- 


| have taken down the flag of L'manberg and pitched a new flag to 
Schlatt himself. He seemed to like my ideas. Once the flag is 
complete | will present it to him, hopefully gaining his trust. 


HBomb, Eret, and Nihachu are agains't me. They can't know of my 
true plans. | will have to live with this. 


-<>Y<>- 


The early parts are just a progress report. A thorough record of my 
lies and the enemies | made with them. The photos kept within the 
pages are of far greater interest to you, | believe. 


Maps. 
Blueprints. 
Medical records. 


Government correspondence. 


-<>9Y<>- 


| have been working on getting purple and white wool to finish the 
new flag, the flag was nearly complete, but havoc struck. Niki and 
Tommy at seperate intervals attacked, and burned the flag down 
successfully, Schlatt was a witness of both events. and thus... 


...1 have been promoted not once, but twice. | may not remember my 
current position, but my status of getting closer to confidential 
information is near. Once | have acquired a seating in the 
whitehouse, my true plan can start. 


-<>Y<>- 


| did this for you. 


All of this for you. 


-<>9Y<>- 


| have finished the flag, rebuilt the country and taken down that 
which was agains't us. Progress is looking good on Schlatt's side. | 
have once again been promoted, to a new position. Bishop. Not too 
many spots away from being the Queen herself. 


However | am questioning my own stand in this war. Am | on the 
right side. 


-<>Y<>- 


| don’t know how this will turn out. Maybe | will give this to you the 
night of your revolution. Maybe this will all be for nothing, and it will 
be the only sorry | can give. 


But | will give it to you, Dad. 


/ will see you again. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Schlatt has become aware of my diary. 


| must hide it in a place nobody can access. 


13. I'm Killing Someone, Maybe You're Killing Someone 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Maybe I'm killing you, 
maybe you're killing me. 
(Maybe.) 


Tubbo doesn't think he’s a bad person. 


Just a survivor. 


It is survival to let himself be the child of a massive bird that hasn't 
realized it should have eaten him by now. It is survival to stay long 
enough to know that bird has a name, and survival still when Philza 
and Benihime slip into dad when he forgets the difference. 


Philza had been surprised, but... not upset. And he let it happen as 
many times as Tubbo did it. Tubbo doesn’t know if it’s a nice feeling, 
but it’s warm. It feels like surviving. 


Surviving can take many forms. 


Surviving can be orphans lying on their enlistment forms as an extra 
security blanket against the world. Surviving can be_ small 


suggestions of apiaries in the public gardens, of gentler workarounds 
to harsh immigrant policies. 


Surviving can be a lanky, undersized enderman boy with a face 
patterned like a crescent moon. But it can also be staying silent while 
the man who might have been his brother and the boy who may as 
well have been are chased out of L’manburg like rats. 


It can mean becoming Schlatt’s right hand man. 


He'd heard Tommy's voice break over the call, when Tubbo has told 
him the news. It'll be alright eventually, Tubbo thinks. If it had been 
him on the end of that gunfire rather than Tommy, Tommy would 
have done the same. Anyone would have, wouldn't they? It’s only 
logical. 


It's only survival. 


Tubbo is playing the survival game, and he doesn’t know if there’s 
any other players on his team. 


Schlatt and Quackity are not players in this game- they’re goalposts, 
scorings of both safety and danger, depending on how well Tubbo 
plays. Niki’s brewing discontent in the people, and Tubbo sees it 
every time he goes out in the street. (He misses her.) 


Fundy is playing the survival game, too, but Fundy’s on his own side, 
constantly scribbling into a journal with a blank expression that only 
lifts into conflicted happiness whenever Schlatt praises him, 
promotes him, offers some important task. They are playing the 
same game, but he will not save Tubbo if he stumbles on the 
goalposts. 


Philza played the survival game, too. He’d played it for so long, he 
made it look easy. Seeing Philza survive had felt like survival in and 
of itself. 


(Tubbo misses him.) 


“Tubbo, do you like Schlatt?” Wilbur innocently asks over comms 
one day, and the survival game begins all over again. 


When the second revolution comes, | want to not have to kill you. 


It’s an offer. (It’s an ultimatum.) 


Spy for Wilbur’s rebellion or die when Manberg burns. 


(Tommy’s shaking breath wavers silently in the background of 
Wilbur’s voices, echoed in some underground space. ) 


Tubbo says yes. It’s only logical. 


(It’s only survival.) 


14. Anybody Have A Map? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Anybody maybe happen to know how the hell to do this? 
| don't know if you can tell 
But this is me just pretending to know 


Come here, the voice of the Dreamweaver reaches out to his mind 
one day. | have something for you. 


Is it clout? the Covenant’s voice echoes back. 


Amusement ripples against the stream of his mind. Unfortunately, 
not directly. 


Techno snorts as he inspects a twisted remnant of ancient netherite 
debris. Scam. 


It’s not as though he’s aching for netherite, or even the means to get 
netherite. He’s had his full kit of tools and armor for literal millenia, 
and netherite has never been rare in piglin hands. But Wilbur’s little 
rebellion is in need of tools, and Techno had been itching to try 
bedmining something. Just one piece of netherite as a proof of 
concept that explosive stripmining technique worked. 


Perhaps it’s excessive to gun for netherite. Diamond tools would 
have been enough. /ron tools, even. But in the case of the armor, 
Technoblade wants something more secure. 


...Wilbur’s on his last life. And though that life is his own, Techno 
would really, really prefer that he not lose it. Not to war. (Not again.) 


He’s not an idiot. He knows full well that many of the rebels are 
planning to dismantle Manberg with the intent of putting Wilbur back 
in power. And he knows that if they ask, Wilbur will open his arms 
and let them hang him on his own presidency. 


Techno’s not an idiot. 


But god damn it if he wasn’t a fool at heart. 


So here Techno is, boring explosive tunnels into netherrack in search 
of netherite he does not need, in the name of a revolution that may 
very well only end in tears, because maybe the world will be okay 
with choking the life out of Wilbur Soot, but Technoblade is not. 


(Wilbur wants to live and Techno will not let that life die under the 
endless wheel of power that never, ever stops, no matter how much 
blood falls into its machine. ) 


Meet me at the community house, Lagos insists. In secret. 


Lagos has killed Wilbur before, from what Techno understands. At 
the very least he orchestrated one of the boy’s deaths. Techno isn't 
particularly upset about it. Upset at the death, maybe, but not at 
Lagos. 


War is war. 


People die. 


(If Lagos wants to explain to Philza why killing his son was a good 
idea, he can be Techno’s guest in that regard.) 


The community house, Techno sarcastically articulates in the 
space of his and Lagos' shared thread, ignoring the chorus’ constant 
rabble at the presence of another god. I know where that is. 


(He did not, in fact, know where that is. He just properly moved into 
the server a few days ago, he doesn't know the lay of the land.) 


It’s in the middle of the lake, Lagos continues, like that explains 
anything. Leave it to a domain god to use such vague landmarks 


when giving directions. 


Of course, the real question here is if he can trust Lagos at all. 


Would Lagos lie to him? Do bad things to him? 


...Probably not. Lagos sounds like a trustworthy young man. (Well, 
his preferred body does, anyways.) 


Besides, by the time Techno steps out of the Nether portal, Lagos 
finally bothered to DM him some coordinates like a normal person, 
so it’s fine. 


At least Carl and the antarctic sleigh awaits him, totally unbothered 
by other people’s ambiguity. With a few soft clicks from Techno’s 
mouth, they ride into the open water, horseshoes and sleigh runners 
skating along enchanted frost. 


“He's always so terrible at directions,” Techno complains to Carl. 
“Oh, past the tallest tree in the forest, you will find me- give me some 
numbers! Give me a map, give me some directions! Latitude and 
longitude, please!” 


Carl, eternal steady rock of Techno’s existence, says nothing. 


“Are we gonna get stabbed is the important question.” Techno loudly 
cracks his neck, a low growl rumbling in his mouth. “I’m going to put 
my full faith in Lagos. Would he rob me for ten ancient debris? That’s 
a homeless person thing to do, robbin’ a man for some debris- | 
doubt it. We got this.” 


No response. Only the suspicious rumblings of a coliseum of voices 
in his mind, and the whistle of wood and metal sliding on a thin, ever- 
shifting plane of ice. 


They pass along a snowy, spiked atoll of islands. 


“Look, it’s fine!” Techno reassures Carl. “Lagos is a trustworthy man, 
alright? We’re gonna be doing some epic secret deals behind the 
scenes.” 


Techno looks up. Standing on the top of an almost comically thin 
mountain peak is a small collection of white animals, casually spilling 
with divine presence. 


“Oh, he’s makin’ me climb al/ that,” Techno realizes. “Il am getting 
yeeted off this cliff.” He huffs as he trots up the steep incline of dirt 
and stone. “It’s fine. It’s fine. He’s a trustworthy man. We go way 
back. We’re best friends.” 


Techno bets, one way or another, Lagos' not fond of the new 
government either. That’s what this is about in all likelinood. To see if 
there’s any potential alliance they could make. 


Techno leans against the shovel he used to dig a better path up the 
stony peak. “Hallo.” 


It’s just a collection of tundra animals. A deer, a fox, a rabbit, a bear, 
and a boar. 


Techno’s mouth twitches. Flatterer. 


The white rabbit turns to him, a white smiling mask embedded where 
its face should have been. Its ear flicks, and the entire 
Dreamweaver’s hunt leans forward as they speak. 


| left a message for Tommy, but he can’t read it until later, 
Lagos says along their shared thread of mind. 


Techno blinks. Okay, they’re gonna just use divine diction the whole 
time. Alright. | saw, he acknowledges. 


Lagos had known where Wilbur's rebellion had been staying all 
along, and they both knew it- Lagos would be stupid not to keep an 
eye on the exiled demigod. But then he’d left that fun little set of 


crates in their ravine with some kind of message. Techno isn’t sure of 
the details- they’re not his to read- but Tommy had bristled at the 
sheer level of intrusion that Lagos' little gift implied. 


The deer tilts its antlered head. | support you guys, but | can’t get 
involved. | have to be in the shadows. 


Awfully cautious words from a man who'd eagerly stepped into war 
so recently, but Techno won't begrudge Lagos his eccentricities. 
Okay. 


The bear opens its massive paw, revealing a few netherite ingots, 
some diamonds and... 


...oh. That there’s a god apple. That there is favoritism if he ever 
saw it. Techno dares to smile slightly. 


From the shadows, indeed. 


The items disappear into his inventory with a light clap. Pleasure 
doing business with you. 


The message is clear enough. Lagos is willing to take Techno and 
Wilbur in good faith for now. Regardless of whether or not he helps, 
he at least won't hinder the operation. 


This is why it’s good to keep friendly with other gods. Absolute 
reciprocity. 


The masked rabbit stares at him for a moment longer, as if there was 
something it wanted to say. But it never does. The Dreamweaver’s 
hunt leaps off the mountain, turning into seafoam as their bodies hit 
the water. 


Clearly, this has been a stellar interaction. Time to go home. 


...From... 


...wherever this is. 


“WELP!” Techno loudly shouts. “I’m lost!” He ambles down the 
mountain. “ Carrrrrrl, do you remember how to get back to base-” 


15. There's A Reason That London Puts Barriers On The 
Tube Line 


Summary for the Chapter: 


There's a reason that London puts barriers on the rails. 
There's a reason that London puts barriers on the tube line, 
There's a reason that London puts barriers on the rails. 
There's a reason that London puts barriers on the tube line.... 


Technoblade doesn’t stay inside the newly named Pogtopia much 
after setting up a sturdy enough farm to feed a small army. He'll 
disappear for ages and ages doing gods knows what, but Wilbur 
trusts him, so Tommy lets it slide. 


Besides, Techno always comes back , and when he does... 


...Well, its not bad. 


It’s just that when Tommy had first convinced Wilbur to let Techno 
join their efforts, he’d been expecting a soldier, not a general. 


“RISE AND SHINE, SOLDIERS!” A loud voice resounds through the 
ravine, a loud bell clanging in his hands. “IT’S SUNRISE ALREADY 
AND | WANT YOU UP AN’ AT ‘EM TWO DAYS AGO!” 


Honestly, it’s a bit like Minos, kind of. But less soul crushing. With 
how depressing this whole exile had been getting, having someone 
shout him and Wilbur back into some semblance of normalcy is 
actually quite nice. 


Especially Wilbur. 


“EYAS!” Techno unfurls the unfortunate burrito blanket that is Wilbur 
Soot. “Get into a bath, you gangly piece of glass, we’re sparring 
today!” 


If Tommy had been the one doing all that shouting, Wilbur would 
have hissed disdainfully at him and curled back into his blankets. 


In the face of The Blade, though? 


“Yes, sir,” Wilbur meekly manages, tiredly shoving his glasses onto 
his face. 


-<>9Y<>- 


In Wilbur’s defense, it's been a long while since he’s lived with gods, 
alright? 


He forgot that gods- particularly the old and slightly unhinged class 
of god Philza and Techno hailed from- were... like that. 


“Techno,” Wilbur starts. 


“Hellooooo.” 


Wilbur takes a deep breath. “When we said we needed food, | was 
thinking enough to feed the 3 of us for, like, a month or two.” He 
gestures incredulously to the many, many barrels of harvested 
potatoes. “Not 30 people for a year.” 


“| like to be prepared,” Techno responds. 


“For what?” Wilbur shouts. “A siege?” 


“| mean, did | ever tell you about that time me and your dad were 
trapped on the moon for 70 days?” Techno gazes off into the middle 
distance. “Rough times, man.” 


Techno did, in fact, tell Wilbur about Moon’s Landing, but mostly 
because Wilbur had asked why Philza would sometimes wig out and 
try to board up the house with obsidian when Wilbur was a kid. 


“Fair enough, | guess.” Wilbur squints. “That still doesn’t explain how 
you got so many fucking potatoes. Even if you’re using bonemeal, 
there’s no way you harvested this much in such a short time! How 
long have you been at this?” 


“Uhh...” Techno stares at his dayclock. “Il haven't left.” 


A silence. 


“Techno,” Wilbur slowly says with a growing concern on his face, 
“that was 17 clicks ago.” 


“Revolution waits for no man.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Tommy wakes up to a giant pig face with golden eyes shoved 
directly in his face. 


Tommy’s scream echoes through the caves. 


“Tommy,” Techno says dully. “Stop screaming.” 


Tommy is still screaming. 


“It's me, Tommy,” Techno continues as if a pillow isn’t being thrown in 
his face. 


“IT’S THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT!” 


“| Know it’s midnight,” Techno acknowledges, “but there’s no better 
time to polish a skeleton horse.” 


Tommy stares at the piglin incredulously, glaring up at the looming 
visage with weary eyes. 


“Just because it’s made of bones doesn’t mean it doesn’t need 
maintenance, Tommy.” A large tarp is gently placed on Tommy’s 
prone chest. “Il also made it a protection cloak. We will polish our 
horses together.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The ramlin freezes, whirling around to see a hulking shape in the 
shadows of Pogtopia’s ravines, eyes glowing dimly with reflected 
lantern lights. 


His ear flicks nervously. “Are- are you Technoblade?” 


Chrysopoeia peeks out of the collar of Techno’s cloak- no doubt 
disgruntled at someone other than herself being the center of 
attention. Techno gives the phoenix a consoling scratch, nonetheless 
grateful for the light she provides. Piglins never did have good night 
vision, and neither do ramlins. Techno can see the spy’s eyes adjust 
with sudden clarity at the heightened fire light. 


“You can call me that, yeah.” Techno’s eyes flick up and down at the 
ramlin’s suit. (Ill fitted for the wild terrain. He must have come here 
through the catacomb system.) “You got a name, spy?” Techno asks. 


“Tubbo.” The young ramlin_ straightens, as if remembering 
something. “Sir.” 


Tubbo is a blond ramlin with blue eyes and thin black horns. Beyond 
the hair on his head and face, he’s got next to no fur, and he’s got far 
too many fingers for a hooved moblin- no doubt one of his parents 
must have been a hominid or some kind. Probably a dwarf or a 
testificate, if Techno had to guess. He looks sturdy under his suit, 
and his nails are too dark to have been inherited from a human or 
elfin type. 


This is the ‘other one’ that Wilbur mentioned, then. Philza’s boy. 


(Yet another one of Wilbur’s recruits that looks concerningly young to 
be caught in these sorts of war games. ) 


Techno waves the young man over. “Come over here for a tick, 
lemme get a read on ya.” 


Tubbo steps closer. “What kind of read-” he startles when Techno 
shoves a snout near his hair. “-ah, okay, alright, that kind, okay.” 


There’s an air of cigars and whiskey sunk on Tubbo’s clothes. The 
ghost of a sick ramlin man’s hands linger on his shoulders and the 
blood iron of an elytron’s feathers is slapped across his back. 


Schlatt and Quackity. More importantly, Tubbo’s quite close to 
Schlatt and Quackity. Techno files away the information for later. 


More distantly, there’s the scent of a kitsune (Fundy?), a human 
woman laced with magic, and the persistent ozone-stone-bubblegum 
of an enderman of all things. 


Tubbo shakes his head when Techno draws back. “What is it with 
you sniffing types and people’s hair? It’s so weird.” 


“Most of the scents people run into get caught on their face and 
upper body,” Techno explains. “Now | can recognize you and most of 
the cabinet.” 


Tubbo stills. “Just from that?” 


“Yep,” Techno cheerily pops out. “On that note, you might wanna get 
another set of clothes for when you come here so that kitsune guy 
can’t pull the same trick | did. Or just wear a stupid amount of 
perfume, that works too.” 


Tubbo laughs nervously. “Right.” 


(He’s got the same kind of nervous laughter that Philza does.) 


“Hey.” Techno places a hand on Tubbo’s head. “Next time you come 
by, I'll set up a room so you’ve got somewhere to go if you gotta 
bail.” 


Tubbo’s smile becomes strained. “I’m not sure bailing is really an 
option. I’m the only spy we have.” 


“It's not worth your life, Tubbo,” Techno stresses. “If you get caught, 
you get out of there. Or I'll get you out myself. Got it?” 


Tubbo makes a small noise. Techno pushes down a little more firmly. 


“Got it?” Techno presses. 


“Yeah,” Tubbo finally says. “Okay.” 


“Good!” Techno slaps Tubbo’s back. “Now, | hear you’re clearing out 
the catacombs so we can get into the Manberg area faster. You want 
me to grab Wilbur so you can show us what you’ve got?” 


Tubbo’s eyes brighten. “Yeah, alright!” His tail wags_ slightly. 
“Actually, there was these two routes | wanted Wilbur to look at if it’s 
not too much trouble-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur falls into hard arms with a rough, hollow-boned thunk. 


“Did you just catch me out of nowhere?” Wilbur flatly says. 


“Did you just fall off one of your horrible, horrible railings?” Techno 
fires right back. “Basic military building code, eyas, all drops longer 
than four blocks must have safety railings.” 


Wilbur flips Techno off. 


Techno drops him unceremoniously onto the floor. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Do you know anything about super smelters?” Wilbur asks. 


Tubbo makes a noncommittal noise. “I've made a few-” He bumps 
into Wilbur’s back. 


Wilbur stares confusedly at the maze of clay and braided wood 
scaffolding covering the walkways of the ravine. 


“Techno,” Wilbur loudly says, “did you just build dirt railings so | don't 
fall again?” 


“Uhhhh...” Techno’s voice floats up from the darkness. “Perhaps, 
yeah. Y’know, child-proofed it.” 


“m-” Wilbur’s face blushes blue as his wings snap defensively. “I’m 
older than all of you!” 


(Physically, at least. Maybe.) 


“Elder-proofed it,” Techno jokingly amends. 


“I’m taking these down,” Wilbur insists. 


“And if you fall?” Techno asks. 


“If | fall, | fall!” Wilbur challenges the universe. 


“Well, / don’t want to fall, eyas!” Techno announces. “How about 
that!” 


“Fine, old man!” Wilbur loudly concedes. “Keep your fucking safety 
net.” 


Wilbur walks down into the depths, unsteady body careening to the 
caverns below, and an old man’s rails are there to catch him. 


16. How Ba-a-a-ad Can | Be? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


I'm just building the economy. 

How ba-a-a-ad can | be? 

Just look at me pettin' this puppy. 
How ba-a-a-ad can | be? 

A portion of proceeds goes to charity. 
How ba-a-a-ad can | be? 

(How bad can ! possibly be?) 


Jack Manifold stands in front of an empty bakery. 


The windows are neatly boarded up with wooden planks. Jack peers 
through the gaps- what little he can see inside the interior is 
completely bare of anything barring just enough candlelight to keep 
night creatures from sneaking in for shelter. 


HONEYLEMON, PASTRIES AND FINE DRINKS 


CLOSED INDEFINITELY BY ORDER OF THE’ SCHLATT 
ADMINISTRATION 


Jack suppresses a resigned sigh in his mouth. “God damn it, Niki. Ya 
really-” He stifles a sad laugh. “-ya really had t’ girlboss too close to 
the sun this time.” 


A long spidery hand reaches out from behind him. 


Jack whirls around at the noise, battalion gun half readied. He looks 
up, and up, and up, eyes meeting the looming shape of an 
enderman with mismatched eyes and a moon-patterned face 
sprouting out of poorly fitting clothes. He quickly averts his gaze. 


“Hey, mate,” Jack says, staring at a random fixed point behind the 
man. “Shop got shut down.” 


“Oh.” Jack sees the suggestion of a mouth at the bottom of the 
man’s jaw shifting as they wrinkle their nose. (Snout? Jack doesn’t 
know enderman terms. He doesn’t even know enderman genders.) 
“My notes said they were supposed to be open right now. Did- did | 
write something wrong?” 


“Nah, mate!” Jack waves his hand appeasingly. “You didn’ get 
anything fucked up. This, like- it just happened. You wouldn’tve 
known ‘less you caught today’s paper early.” He looks at the guy’s 
red and green eyes for a split moment. “You're, uh- you’re Ranboo, 
right? Tubbo’s husband.” 


Jack doesn’t know why he’s really bothering to be nice to Ranboo 
about the shop closing. If anyone else had asked why an obviously 
shut down shop wasn’t open right now, he’d probably call them a 
dumbass and let them figure it out themselves. He guesses it’s not 
really Ranboo’s fault for not Knowing things, in this case. 


That, and Ranboo’s hunched over gangly self has this weird energy. 
Like a sad wet cat. A real scrimbly fellow, if you will. It makes Jack 
want to say /’m so sorry for your loss without even knowing what 
he’s apologizing for. 


“Yep! That'd be me. Tubbo’s husband.” A pause. “We are so in love 
and married for normal, non-tax related reasons.” 


Jack snickers. 


Ranboo’s tail wags uncertainly behind them. “So... why is the shop 
shut down? Did they do something bad?” 


“One of the workers got arrested for like...” Jack’s eyes dart left and 
right. “...treason. She was operating out of the shop, so they shut it 
down.” His mouth flattens. “Sucks for the family that owned the 
place, though. This was a family business.” 


Ranboo tilts their head. “It’s kind of unfair to punish the shop for 
something one of the employees did.” 


Jack shrugs. “The cabinet paid out the shop and all the leftover 
stock, so it’s not too bad. It’s fair, y know?” 


“It doesn’t seem very nice.” 


There's a silence as they just... stand there. 


“She was my friend,” Jack says. “The girl that got arrested. She’s still 
my friend, but, uh-” He laughs nervously. “-can’t exactly keep in 
touch anymore after that stunt.” His hand itches for a pint of beer he 
doesn't have. “She’s probably not gonna rot in jail, but- but | don't 
think she’s gonna stick around the neighborhood much longer.” 


“Niki’s my friend, too,” Ranboo shyly says. “At least | think she is. 
She was really nice to me. Why would she do something bad?” 


Jack rocks on his heels. “Ah, she never liked Schlatt. She always 
liked President Soot more.” He breathes loudly through his nose. “A 
lot of people did.” 


“Do you?” Ranboo asks. 


There’s no judgement in their tone. No commitment one way or 
another. That’s something Jack’s noticed about Ranboo, from the 
few times they met- Ranboo doesn’t really commit to many hard 
Opinions. The memory thing might have something to do with it- or 
not, Jack doesn't really want to assume- but it still sticks out oddly at 
times. 


“| like Schlatt,” Jack decides. “He’s not- like- the best, y'know? I'll 
always like Wilbur. But Schlatt’s not bad! He’s been continuing 
infrastructure work, he does good diplomacy with the other places, 
he likes to throw fun parties. You can’t hate him. That’s what | think.” 
He looks back to Ranboo the best he can without making eye 
contact. “What do you think, mate?” 


-<>Y<>- 


Ranboo, 


You’ve noticed Tubbo getting very nervous lately ever since he 
picked up his new job, but whenever you ask about it he says he just 
doesn't want Schlatt and Quackity to be disappointed in him. 


That makes sense! Tubbo said Schlatt really likes him, so Tubbo 
must like Schlatt back! That’s why he always works for such long 
clicks, because he wants to work very hard to make things nice for 
the festival so that everyone can be happy. It’s nice that the Manberg 
cabinet gets along so well. 


It’s like a big happy family. :) 


-Signed, Ranboo My Beloved (it’s you!) 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Schlatt makes Tubbo nervous,” Ranboo admits. “But in a good way, 
| think?” His eyes squint like he might have smiled. “I’m just glad he’s 
having fun.” 


17. Wait For Me, I'm Coming 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Wait, I'm coming with you. 
Wait for me, I'm coming too, 
I'm coming too. 


Niki’s hazel eyes light up with tired joy when she sees a familiar face 
walk by her cell. “Fundy!” 


Fundy’s brown hair has a red tone to it now- it must be nearly winter. 
Niki remembers how much Wilbur would tease Fundy for his winter 
coat, how insistently adorable he found it. 


He’s fiddling with one of his clay dolls again, carving gentle details 
onto simple bodies with a wire stylus. His mouth is as flat as his 
lifeless tone. “Hello, Niki. How are you?” 


“I’m okay,” Niki assures. She fiddles with a blonde forelock of hair 
straying by her chin. “I didn’t expect to get arrested.” 


Fundy raises an unimpressed eyebrow. 


“| thought | was just going to get fined,” Niki amends. “I didn’t even 
know we had a jail here.” 


“It's new,” Fundy snarks. 


Niki’s smile falters. “You can talk to me for real. I’m not upset. | know 
you only burned the Lmanburg flag to gain Schlatt’s trust.” 


Fundy just breathes through his nose, saying nothing. 


“Right?” Niki meekly stresses. 


“Im rebuilding that flag you burnt, Niki,” Fundy soberly says. “Just 
like I’m rebuilding this country. There’s nothing you can do about it.” 


Niki’s hands grip around her cell bars, her voice shaking with wrath. 
“How could you! You were born here! How can you just- your father 
built this country for you and you want to tear it all down-” 


“WHERE’S MY FATHER, NIKI?” Fundy snaps, his four tails lashing 
behind him. “WHERE’S THE MAN WHO CODDLED ME LIKE A KIT 
MY WHOLE LIFE?” His green eyes grow wild, desperate as his 
claws scratch sudden sparks against the iron bars. “WHERE IS HE 
NOW?” 


“Maybe you'd know,” Niki hisses lowly, a simmering fire in her 
tongue, “if you hadn’t thrown that poor man away the minute a 
newer, shinier president came calling for you, you fucking dog.” 


“Wilbur was a powerless fool,” Fundy spits. 


“Don't you dare say that, Fundy!” Niki cries, tears pooling on her 
face. “He gave us our freedom, don’t you dare.” 


(Not when Wilbur still asks after Fundy in that broken voice, in those 
fleeting clicks that she can manage contact with him. His battered 
heart still aching for his child even now.) 


“Wilbur was the founder and | was born here,” Fundy slowly recites. 
He stands mechanically, stowing his clay doll in his pocket. 
“Goodbye, Niki.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Quackity sits in front of Niki’s cell. 


Just... staring at her. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“We need someone to bake for the festival-” Quackity’s eyes 
brighten as he looks at Niki. “You know how to bake! Would you like 
to bake for us?” 


“Not for you,” Niki quietly points out. “Not for this government.” 


“That's quite the catering gig you’re turning down there,” Jack 
mutters under his breath. 


“Listen, listen.” Quackity’s head tilts, coy and distinctly birdlike, all 
friendly and oh-so-charming in all the wrong ways. “We’re very 
hungry people.” 


“| hope you starve,” Niki sweetly says. 


-<>Y<>- 


Quackity leans back in his chair and sighs. 


“Fuck this,” Quackity mutters under his breath. “Fuck this, this is too 
much.” A large key appears in his taloned hands. “If | let you out, will 
you just leave? | don’t care what you do as long as it’s not in 
Manberg.” 


“| don’t even want to be here,” Niki tearily says. 


The door opens. “Then go.” Quackity looks down at the floor. “Just- 
just go. I'll deal with whatever happens after, just go.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Nihachu: wiblur 


Nihachu: Wilbur 


[WilburSoot started whispering to you.] 


WilburSoot: niki you know it’s not safe to have me in your comm 
history right now 


Nihachu: please take me with you. Please 


WilburSoot: Niki. 


Nihachu: please i don’t 


Nihachu: they shut down the bakery i had to leave so they wouldn't 
keep me in jail i don’t know what to do 


WilburSoot: Do you have somewhere to stay right now? 


Nihachu: i 


Nihachu: i broke into tommy’s old house 


Nihachu: please wherever you are take me with you i don't have 
anything else 


WilburSoot: gods i 


WilburSoot: just 


WilburSoot: fuck 


WilburSoot: Hold on, alright? We're in a lot of hot water, it’s gonna 
take some time 


Nihachu: i don’t know how much time i have 


WilburSoot: the festival. Can you make it to the festival, niki? 


Nihachu: i'll try 


WilburSoot: that’s my girl. Wait for us, we’re coming. 


[WilburSoot has stopped whispering to you. This whisper will be lost 
when you exit this channel.] 


[Nihachu has left.] 


[Clearing whispers...] 


18. How Little Was Our Notion, When We Parted On The 
Ocean 


Summary for the Chapter: 


... that we were forever parted, on the banks of the Lee. 


Pogtopia is flooding. 


Gods, why is Wilbur even surprised? It's Dekamon, winter is coming 
any week now, of course there’s gods damned floods. That’s what 
happens when the rivers and seas are right there. 


But this is... a really, really bad flood. Worse than any that Wilbur’s 
seen on this server in years. 


It's not too bad. Since there’s a pretty extensive cavern system, and 
the catacombs besides, no one’s in danger of drowning as long as 
they keep to the upper levels- 


“GUYYYYS! | GOT STUCK IN MY ROOM?” 


God damn it, Tommy. 


Wilbur climbs down to the lower levels where Tommy keeps his 
quarters. Techno and Tubbo are snickering at the prone form of one 
gangly human Tommy, who appears to have gotten stuck in the 
redstone mechanisms used for his door. 


That's what he gets for trying to fiddle with the wiring again. 


“?m drowning,” Tommy hatefully despairs at them all. “I’m going to 
die a terrible watery death and you're laughing.” 


Wilbur squats in front of Tommy. “The water’s only gonna reach you 
in about 5 clicks and the door will reset itself in 1 or 2 if we don’t 
break it. Chill out.” 


Tommy crosses his arms. “I’m going to speak to Philza and complain 
about you. Philza wouldn't do this to me.” 


Fuck, Wilbur forgot Tommy stole his comm earlier. 


“Please take me with you,” Wilbur insists with a crooked smile. “Take 
me with you, Tommy Innit. Get in a call and bring me with you. Phil 
likes that kind of stuff!” 


Tommy’s mouth pulls with a cringe. “No-” 


“Can | come, also?” Tubbo asks. “Phil’s great.” 


“Let's all go talk to Phill” 


It’s a bad idea- it’s a terrible idea. If Tommy, or Tubbo, or god forbid 
Techno end up saying something wrong, it’s all gonna go to shit. 


(It’s half-truth, okay? Wilbur wasn’t lying to Philza, he could never lie 
to Philza! There’s just... pieces of the story he’d like to keep private 
until he can get a better handle on them.) 


But Wilbur misses his father’s voice, so he lets it happen. He lets 
Tommy keep his stolen comm, and he lets Philza’s gentle laughter 
rattle through the caverns as Tommy airs his petty grievances like a 
child. 


Tommy’s totally wrong, by the way. Hammering their diamond stores 
in the wall is a completely invalid method of storing diamonds, and 
pistons are a fool, not a decoration, that’s how you got into this mess 
in the first place, Tommy. 


Wilbur looks aside at the rising floodwaters, except... 


...except the water’s not rising anymore. 


And it hasn't risen since Phil started talking. 


“Phil?” Wilbur suddenly asks. “Think you could sing us a song?” 


Phil’s voice chuckles. “What?” 


“| don’t think the boys have heard you sing before,” Wilbur points out. 
“Besides, it’s been a while.” 


“Okay?” Philza concedes in a questioning tone. “If you want.” 


A breath. 


“When two lovers meet down beside the green bower,” a ghostly 
voice floats into the ravine. “When two lovers meet down beneath 
the green tree.” 


Wilbur hears Tommy and Tubbo catch their breath, and he tries not 
to laugh. Philza never did look like he’d make for such a haunting 
songbird. 


“When Mary, fond Mary,” Philza quietly croons, “declared unto her 
lover- you have stolen my poor heart from the Banks of the Lee.” 


Wilbur takes the comm out of Tommy’s shocked hands and walks 
towards the flood. Techno, already catching his intent, walks at his 
side to scan the tunnels in front of them. 


“I loved her very dearly, so truly and sincerely,” the song echoes into 
the high rocky ceilings. “There was no one in this wide world | loved 
better than she.” 


The water shivers more and more as they draw closer. 


“Every bush and every bower, every wild Irish flower reminds me of 
my Mary, on the banks of the Lee.” 


There. There, huddled behind a little mossy rock, there’s a little doll 
in a furry green hood... 


... Shivering in the cold flooded waters, body wracked with tears. 


Tommy’s voice is a disbelieving whisper. “Daydream-” 


Wilbur loudly shushes him. 


“Well don't stay out late, love,” Philza’s voice seems to beseech of 
the little god before them, “on the moorlands, my Mary. Well don't 
Stay out late, love, on the moorlands from me.” 


Bit by bit, the tears- and the floodwaters- subside. 


“How little was our notion, when we parted on the ocean, that we 
were forever parted from the Banks of the Lee.” 


The flood is gone. 


Wilbur, Tubbo, Tommy, and Techno stand there in silence. 


Philza laughs nervously on the other end. “Oh, gods, | sounded 
terrifying, didn’t I? Sorry, boys, elytron singin’ ain’t everyone’s cup of 
tea-” 


“No, no,” Wilbur gently interrupts, “it was nice.” His eyes flick over 
Daydream’s huddled form. “I think we needed that. It was nice 
hearing you again. I, uh-” He coughs into his hand. “I missed that.” 


“Anytime. I’m a bit busy right now, but- but I'll catch you later, right?” 


Wilbur blinks. “Right. Yeah. That’d be nice.” 


“Bye, mate.” 


And Philza is gone. 


“What the fuck was that?” Tubbo asks Wilbur. “He just tranged her 
with his voice!” 


“It’s the small old man energy,” Techno snarks as he moves forward 
to check on Daydream. “It makes him too powerful.” 


Wilbur snorts. “I had to get my natural charm from somewhere, didn’t 
|?” 


He kneels by the child god that almost flooded their home. 
Daydream hasn't aged a day since he was a child- she didn’t really 
have a proper form to age anyways, always inhabiting Lagos’s spare 
doll like that. 


“You doin’ alright, Daydream?” Wilbur gently asks. 


Daydream shakes her head. 


It’s tempting to just leave it at that. The danger has passed, and 
Daydream’s older than him- she’s got decades, centuries over his 
meager lifespan. 


But Wilbur was a father once. 


He was a father, and this is a child, despite it all. 


Wilbur sighs and opens his arms. 


Daydream quietly shuffles into his chest, wraps her bony hands 
around him, and doesn’t let go. 


“Okay.” Wilbur wraps his own arms around her and moves to stand 
(despite the protest of his pitiful bird bones), walking back towards 
the true heart of Pogtopia. “Tommy and Techno, can you check none 
of the supplies got waterlogged?” He looks down at Tubbo. “Check 
back in with Manberg if you can. The flood reached the catacombs, 
people are gonna need a warning.” 


Tubbo nods, disappearing into the tunnels as he furiously types into 
his comm. Techno gives a silent thumbs up and herds Tommy to the 
storage rooms. 


Which leaves Wilbur and Daydream, alone. 


“You wanna talk about it?” Wilbur asks. 


Daydream lets out a sad noise. 


“Do you like my new clothes?” Wilbur jokes, gesturing to his big 
brown coat and faded gloves. His elytra shivers under the blanket of 
a L'manburg flag. “Made the wine stain on that shirt myself. Real 
proud of how it turned out.” 


Daydream manages a giggle. “You look like a hobo.” 


“Yeah, yeah,” Wilbur sarcastically mocks. “Laugh it up, Ms. One 
Percenter.” 


“Daydream?” Lagos' voice calls from the ravine. “Daydream, come 
back here!” 


Daydream freezes in Wilbur’s arms. 


“Hey, hey! What’s wrong?” Wilbur asks. “Are you fighting?” 


“| don't know who that is,” Daydream's voice shakes. “I don’t know 
who the fuck that is. He’s being a creep right now.” 


Wilbur frowns. “That’s your brother.” 


Daydream sticks her horned head off the side of the walkway. “GO 
AWAY, WEIRDO!” The world blinks with a loud snap, and she 
disappears. 


Wilbur leans over the walkway himself to see Lagos' haggard face 
looking back up at him. Lagos blinks, a hollow expression in his 
eyes. “Oh, hey... Wilbur. Hey, Wilbur.” 


Wilbur squints. Something’s weird and all woogly about Lagos’ divine 
energy. Like putting on a shirt backwards. “What the fuck was that 
about, Lagos?” 


Lagos frowns uncertainly. “I don’t know. | was just trying to access 
the land like always and she flipped out all of the sudden. She hasn't 
been listening to me at al/ today.” 


Wilbur scratches the down of his face. “Well, did you do something 
weirdchamp today?” 


“|...” Lagos stalls, eyes distantly fixed at the walls. “...1 don’t know.” 
His head snaps back up with a jarring smile. “You look good!” 


Wilbur’s mouth quirks. “It’s a bit of a downgrade, but you know how it 
is. Anything to get out of that shoddy old uniform.” 


“Uh-huh. Makes sense, | guess.” 


Lagos' eyes practically rake through Wilbur’s form, gaze drinking in 
the details as though Wilbur was some particularly interesting 
stranger he’s meeting for the first time. 


It's not... a bad look. It’s just strange. It’s like Wilbur is someone 
worth looking at. 


“Man,” Lagos breathes. “When was the last time we talked? We 
should catch up.” 


Something’s up. Somethings’s up and Wilbur doesn’t know what. 


“|, uh-” Wilbur nervously swallows. “Really? I’m- I’m a bit of a mess 
right now.” 


“Why not?” Lagos lightly asks. “No reason not to. You’re the one 
other divinity on this server besides...” He waves his hand lazily. 
“wherever Techno keeps disappearing off to.” 


Wilbur doesn’t want to know, because The Dreamweaver is looking 
at him with these sudden new eyes, as if he likes what he sees, like 
Wilbur is something worth looking at, and... 


...It's nice. 


“| have some more wine,” Wilbur blurts out. “In my room.” His thumb 
waggles toward the direction of his little crow’s nest. “We were 
preserving our extra food, so it’s just leftovers now, but it’s good 
wine. If you... want to catch up.” 


Lagos shrugs. “Lead the way, Mr. President.” 


19. Some Girls Are Rational, But Sara Was Not 


Summary for the Chapter: 


She stared in mirrors thinking one single thought: 
"There's seven reasons this crown's not good as got." 
And so the night of prom- mercy! Thus went her plot- 


You know what? | really just want to drive home this idea- 


| want to drive home the idea that this celebration will be about 
Manberg. 


A celebration of democracy. 


Of law. 


And of the new era of peace... that has been brought forth by my 
administration. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Tommy, are we the bad guys?” 


Tommy stops fiddling with his gun- it’s one of Hunter's latest shady 
gifts provided to Pogtopia, but it’s a decent one. (It certainly would 
have been good enough to shoot Schlatt in the fucking head if Wilbur 
hadn't stopped him.) 


And now- and now Wilbur's being all weird. 


“Cus- | mean- we were the- we just kind of... made ourselves the 
leaders?” Wilbur squints oddly, gaze fixed on the ground. “And then 
we had a vote, and he won, in a Coalition government- which was 
completely legal- and now we're trying to overthrow him. This- I- It 
feels like we’re the bad guys, Tommy. This doesn’t feel correct.” 


He looks back at Tommy, expression unknowable. 


“Tommy, am | a villain in this story? Am | the villain in your history?” 


Wilbur liked to tell Tommy stories as a kid. Strange stories, old 
stories, the kind that never got taught in church or school, and the 
thing about bad guys was- 


The thing about bad guys in Wilbur’s words, in Wilbur’s world, is that 
they died. 


Tommy, am I the villain in this story? 


“No,” Tommy says. 


Wilbur tilts his head. “Why not?” 


“Because-” | don’t want you to die. “-we started Lmanburg, we 
should have won that vote.” 


“But the people decided we shouldn't have,” Wllbur mutedly refutes. 
“On the day they said they were gonna make a Coalition, and our 
cockiness, our arrogance got ahead of us. And we allowed it. We 
said yes, coalition governments are allowed- it’s on tape. And here 
we are trying to overthrow them- Tommy, | think we’re the bad guys. 
But, Tommy, | want to say something to you.” 


He leans forward from his perch. 


“Okay, me and you, we both agree we’re right,” Wilbur frantically 
whispers. “We're in the right here, aren't we? We're the- we're the-” 


Tommy scans the terrain for anyone that might have followed them, 
listened in. “I mean, I’m- I’m always in the right,” Tommy dismissively 
agrees. 


“Then let’s be the bad guys.” 


And something in Tommy’s heart stops. 


“Tommy, why not?” Wilbur so sweetly croons. “Why not? Our nation’s 
gone- our nation’s far behind us, Tommy.” 


Wilbur would never- Wilbur had always called Lmanburg part of him. 
His better half, if there ever was one. The only reason he’d be giving 
up on L’manburg would be if he was giving up on- 


(On himself.) 


No, no, no, surely not- 


“Tommy,” Wilbur whispers, secret laughter bubbling in his voice, 
“let’s blow that motherfucker up to smithereens.” He spreads his 
arms. “Let’s blow the whole thing up!” 


“Wilbur,” what’s gotten into you, are you hurt, are you okay, “are you 
thinking-” 


“TOMMY!” Wilbur punches into the chest in front of him, wings 
rattling loudly under his elytra. “/ SAY, IF WE CAN'T HAVE 
MANBERG, NO ONE- NO ONE CAN HAVE MANBERG!” 


“No, Wilbur, | -” 


Tommy looks around frantically for someone else, anyone else. 
Where’s Tubbo? 


(Where’s Techno?) 


“| think this is an era!” Wilbur concludes, bruised fist punching into 
his palm. “This is a new era!” He claps his hands together, body 
shivering under his flag. “We burn this place to the fucking ground. | 
want no crops to grow there ever again. | want the entire place- | 
want it all gone!” 


Tommy takes a nervous step back. “Wilbur-” 


“Tommy, let’s be villains.” 


Tommy holds onto the door, trying to keep control of something in 
this room, because whatever crackhead bullshit Wilbur’s spouting 
can't be real, can’t be serious. “Can | have a moment to think?” he 
half-pleads. 


“Think about what?” Wilbur accusingly hisses. “Think about what? 
You've had a moment. You've had days, you’ve had weeks, we've 
lost the election more than two weeks ago and you just-” 


Tommy walks through the door and holds it closed. He hears Wilbur 
lean heavily against it, taking labored breaths. (It's been getting 
worse. The longer Wilbur stays in this cave, it’s been getting worse.) 


“Okay, here’s the plan, right?” Wilbur continues like there’s no barrier 
between them. “I say we talk to Hunter, and we ask him- very nicely, 
very kindly- Hunter, give us all the TNT you have.” There’s a note of 
morbid laughter shaking in Wilbur's voice. “We blow the entire 
fucking place to kingdom come. | want no survivors. God help 
whoever’s caught in the fucking crossfire!” 


Wilbur’s talons scratch the wood of the door. 


“Everyone’s saying, oh, it’s crazy everyone’s against Schlatt.” 
Wilbur’s voice quiets. “No one’s against Schlatt.” 


Wilbur’s on the other side of the door. He’s on the other side of the 
door. 


“Everyone's pulling the biggest ruse on us,” Wilbur says like some 
horrible secret. “Literally, they’ve all got us by the fucking scruff of 


our necks.” He thumps loudly against the wood. “Tubbo? He’s like-” 
Wilbur’s throat clicks with this awful noise, before a parody of 
Tubbo’s voice comes out of his mouth. “/’// be your spy! And then 
we've got Fundy who just whispers that he’s gonna revolt- and 
you've got Eret who’s giving us fucking potatoes and saying-” His 
voice pitches low and frightfully human. “-I’m gonna be friends with 
you?” 


His head knocks unsteadily against the door. 


“It's bullshit!” Wilbur insists. “It’s all bullshit.” 


Wilbur’s on the other side of the door, and he hasn't lifted a finger. 


(So why does Tommy feel like he’s about to die?) 


“What, Tommy?” Wilbur flatly asks into the silence. “What is it?” 


“Wilbur. It’s not too far gone.” Tommy opens up the door to look at 
the older man’s face. “There’s a reason that | gave up my discs- it 
isn’t too far gone. We can restore it! We can build it back to its former 


glory!” 


(Wilbur’s holding a shotgun. He wasn’t holding a shotgun when 
Tommy first closed the door.) 


“You don't have to just... decide that it’s over now.” You don’t have to 
decide YOU'RE just over now. “You're being reckless, Wilbur, you’re 
being reckless.” 


Wilbur steps back. “What’s the point in it, Tommy? What's the point 
in rebuilding this entire place from scratch?” The hand on his gun 
shakes. “Do you know how much blood we shed to get Lmanburg to 
the point it was at? You know what would happen if we managed to 
get Lmanburg back again?” He takes a desperate step forward. 
“More blood would be shed, and we would be the i/legitimate rulers 
of a nation.” 


He smiles shakily. 


“The only reason Hunter is working with us is because we are the 
enemies of his enemies! That's it!” He drops his gun, making a loose 
and swooping grip of the air in his hands. “That's all that joins this!” 


“Wilbur,” Tommy tries to remind him. “The reason we made 
L’manburg was to get away from it. The reason we went through the 
bloodshed, and the pain, was because we needed L’manburg!” 


We needed you. We need you, | NEED YOU- 


“And if there isn’t Lmanburg,” Tommy pleads, “then what’s the point 
in this server?” What am | without you? “Alright?” 


Wilbur’s face gets this resigned, sad look. “Il Know why you’re doing 
this, Tommy.” 


No you don't. If you knew, you wouldn't be doing this, you bastard. 


“| know,” Wilbur laughs, “Il see it in your eyes- | see it. | can hear it in 
your voice.” He tilts his head, and Tommy remembers a step too late 
that elytron are predators. “Tommy Innit, you’re scared.” 


Wilbur takes a step forward, wings still rattling. (Rattling like a 
creeper’s hiss, rattling like something waiting to explode.) 


“Tommy Innit, you’re scared that people are gonna think differently of 
you. Tommy, when | said you’re never going to be president, you got 
to understand, that wasn’t a challenge. That’s true. You're never 
going to be president.” Wilbur’s voice turns gentle, understanding. 
“And | can hear it in your voice, you're trying to sound like you know 
what you're doing so that you can prove me wrong.” 


Wilbur leans down- down and down and down, down until he’s right 
up next to Tommy’s ear. (No matter how big Tommy gets, he will 
never be taller than President Soot.) 


“Tommy, none of us know what we’re doing,” Wilbur reveals. “We’re 
fucked- we were fucked the moment we were thrown out. ‘cus 
Schlatt knows- he’s a smart man- he knows that if we fight him, even 
if we beat him, we’ve lost.” 


Tommy takes a stumbling step back. 


“Tommy, there’s no in between,” Wilbur giggles. “He knows we've 
lost. But do you know what?” His smile turns soft. “In a time like this, 
when a man has nothing left to lose, do you know what that means?” 


“What does it mean?” Tommy dares to ask. 


“It means we can do what we want.” 


20. Like Fire, Hellfire 


Summary for the Chapter: 


This fire in my skin. 
This burning desire is turning me to 
Sin... 


People live lives. 


Gods live stories. 


It's not a good thing or a bad thing, really. It just is. That's what 
Wilbur’s whole life has been- finding that story. 


He thought that L_manburg was his story. 


(For a time.) 


It had only made sense. It was there that a sacred tree was made in 
his name, there that his child was born, there he loved and lost his 
wife. L_manburg was his story, his great unfinished symphony, and 
he foolishly thought it would last forever. 


How many years of blood did he sink into every stone and brick 
within those walls? How many songs sunk into its hallowed roots? 


He thought it was his story. 


He thought it would be his story. 


But sitting in this cavernous labyrinth, trapped in the cage of his own 
making, Wilbur realizes that Lmanburg is his story, but he’s not its 
hero. 


He’s the fallen hero. The lost cause, the shadow archetype, a dark 
echo of L’manburg’s history. A protagonist lingering in a story that 
has no further use for him. 


He had 28 years to do something with the chapters he was given, 
and the universe has decided it’s not his turn to be the hero 
anymore. Wilbur gets to be the villain this time, whether he wants to 
or not, and this time? 


This time, the story is going to write him out. 


He knows it. Oh, gods, he knows it now. His final melody is falling 
out of him no matter what he or anyone intends. 


What’s the point in doing anything if you’ve lost all hope? Tommy 
had asked him. 


What Tommy doesn’t understand is that /s the point. 


Rigging Lmanburg with TNT won't help get it back. It’s not about 
L'manburg anymore. It’s about making this server safe again. 


(And sometimes, in order to be comfortable and safe, one has to be 
ready to give up the things they’re prepared to lose.) 


Tommy and Techno are going along with it. 


Technoblade sees it as a simple infrastructure attack. Tommy is 
‘allowing’ it on the grounds that TNT can only do so much damage in 
the end, and with only a few days left to the festival, there’s no way 
that Wilbur will be able to rig the entire nation. 


That's their problem, see. They think the TNT is the bomb. 


The little firecrackers are just triggers for the 15 years of divine, star- 
burning blood that covers every vital block of L_manburg. Those are 


bombs. And Lagos' willing to provide whatever Wilbur needs to wipe 
his legacy off the fucking map. 


Oh, Wilbur has no illusions of Lagos' nobility. Lagos holds no love for 
either Pogtopia or Manberg. He knows that no matter the outcome, 
both factions will be left weak from the aftermath. 


And Wilbur’s willing to facilitate that, no matter what it takes. 


Dreamweaver, | want to be your vassal. 


It was almost funny the way he could see Tommy’s heart break when 
he said that, but Tommy was never in charge, anyway. (It won't 
matter if Tommy hates him for it in the end. Everyone else does.) 


Let it all burn to the fucking ground. Wilbur could care less anymore 
what happens, he’s tired. 


Gods. 


Gods, he’s so tired. 


He’s tired of the presidency. He’s tired of wars and countries- of 
heartbreaking sons and the love of Angels that will always hurt 
because he will never let himself be worthy of it. 


He’s tired of sitting in this cave, his wings wriggling like spiders under 
his skin, too afraid to touch the sun because he’s waiting for the 
world to write him out of his own story. 


He is tired of listening for a symphony that will never finish as long as 
he keeps walking this earth. 


He’s not going to live like this. 


(If he has to be erased from the narrative, so be it. He'll do it 
himself.) 


21. And Hades And Persephone, They Took Each Other's 
Hands 


Summary for the Chapter: 


And you know what they did? 
They danced. 


Manberg is beautiful. 


The games are set, the streets are decorated in bright reds. An 
island in the park’s lake has a pavilion on it now with a colorful 
dancing floor. 


Wilbur frowns at the apple-filled handpie in his palm. “What are you 
giving me, a cake?” He frowns at the paper wrapping. “A Niki cake?” 


Tommy shrugs. “I ‘unno, thought you might want something to eat.” 


“Why did you give me a cake that Niki made?” Wilbur flatly asks as 
he walks toward Tommy. “Are you tryin’ to imply that | should- | 
shouldn't be doing it? Because of Niki? Huh?” 


Wilbur looks at the lovely, lovely decorations. 


“They mean nothing to me, Tommy. None of them do.” He leans into 
Tommy’s face. “We can kill them all. It doesn’t matter. They don’t-” 
He walks away, looking down at the slowly gathering festival crowd. 
“-they’re not on our side.” 


“What about Tubbo?” Tommy dares. 


Wilbur turns away. “The festival’s beginning. We should scout for a 
good vantage point.” 


-<>Y<>- 


HELLO EVERYBODY, AND WELCOME TO THE FESTIVAL OF 
MANBERG! 


THE MANBERG FESTIVAL! 


’'VE INVITED ALL THE CITIZENS OF MANBERG AND SOME 
VERY CLOSE FRIENDS OF MINE TO ENJOY THE FESTIVITIES 
THAT THIS NATION- 


-something, | dunno. 


BASICALLY, | JUST WANNA THROW A PARTY. YOU GUYS KNOW 
ME, lM A PARTIER. SO | DECIDED TO PUT ONE TOGETHER 
FOR YOU ALL. SO WE COULD ALL PARTAKE IN THIS 
BEAUTIFUL- IN THE FRUITS OF THIS BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY. 


ANYWAYS, THANKS ALL FOR BEING HERE. WE CAN JUST 
PARTY FOR A WHILE. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Here's the plan. 


Tubbo has a speech to make somewhere halfway in the festivities. A 
speech about democracy and Manberg and the bright new 
administration. 


And when he says /et the festival begin, he runs. He runs like mad 
because the entire place is getting blown to smithereens, and then... 


...and then. 


That’s the end of Secretary Underscore, Tubbo supposes. 


He can spot Technoblade in the crowd. It’s impossible not to. That 
imposing red cloak and the vibrant blue shawl that covered its 
shoulders, a gilded skull-like mask of netherite swallowing up an 
aged face. Tubbo can’t see the usual massive enderpack slung at 
Techno’s back- there’s nothing but a terrifyingly large rocket launcher 
that he can see Techno use to shoot friendly fireworks in the air. The 
Blade is committed to peaceful reconnaissance, it seems. 


(Tubbo remembers Techno’s promise. It doesn’t make him feel safer, 
but it does... it does make him feel a little steadier.) 


Tubbo also sees Niki in the crowd, overalls slipped over a white 
sweater. She’s on a date with two boys- that Greater Prime guard 
Sapnap and his boyfriend, Karl. 


(She’s here to get picked up by Pogtopia. She has no supplies of her 
own. Tubbo can't turn to her if anything goes south.) 


Fundy’s all dressed up for the occasion. Tubbo’s not really sure what 
their plan is with Fundy. Wilbur said to take Fundy alive if need be, 
but beyond that there doesn’t seem to be anything else. 


And then Wilbur. 


Wilbur. 


Wilbur said it was Tubbo’s choice. He’d pulled Tubbo aside, all sad 
and remorseful and having second thoughts, and he said that since 
Tubbo had lived through Manberg, Tubbo could decide if it was 
worth destroying. 


One little edited line in a speech, and Manberg falls apart. 


(So Tubbo’s doing great, thanks for asking.) 


“You doin’ alright?” a familiar voice suddenly calls above Tubbo’s 
head. 


Tubbo flinches loudly, whirling around to face his husband’s lanky, 
absurdly tall frame. “Ranboo!” He laughs nervously. “I thought you 
were staying home today. You said you didn’t like crowds.” 


Ranboo fiddles with his purple vest, allium flower pins put on his shirt 
lapel just for the special occasion. “Well, yes, | guess, but, uh-” His 
long sturdy neck cranes as he overcomes his perpetual slouch to 
scan the crowd. “-everyone looks like they’re having so much fun. 
And you worked really hard to help set up this party, so-” He runs his 
spidery hands through his white hair. “-so | thought maybe people 
would be having too much fun to stare at me, y'know?” 


Fuck. 


Tubbo smiles so wide it hurts. “That’s great! I’m proud of you, 
bossman.” 


Ranboo stares at the party island in the park lake. “What are people 
doing over there?” 


“They’re dancing. You wanna try?” 


Ranboo hums suspiciously. “I’ve never danced before.” 


Tubbo laughs. “I’ve never danced either.” And after today | might 
never get another chance. “You, uh-” He scratches around his thin 
black horns. “You wanna? Dance, | mean.” 


Ranboo has a squint on his face, the kind that means he’s happy. 
“Yeah. Okay.” 


22. Turn Back Time! Oh, Oh! 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Gonna hit rewind! Remember 
all the tales of all the people that | meet 
‘Cause | have to leave them all behind and then repeat 


Niki hugs a toy fox fondly in her arms. “You’re really good at these 
games, Karl! It is because of your old job?” 


Sapnap snorts loudly, a spark of fire happily dancing around his face 
at the jarring motion. “Hell no. He’s always been mediocre at carnie 
games.” His blueberry eyes look down at Karl. “What’s gotten into 
you today?” 


Karl shrugs noncommittally, his oversized hoodie jostling with the 
motion. (It's more patches than clothing at this stage. He should 
really look into getting a decent replacement.) “Guess I’ve just been 
getting lucky.” 


Or maybe he’s just been getting experienced. 


This is, after all, the tenth time he’s woken up on 16 Dekamon, 2020. 


He’s not really sure why! But sure enough, every day is the same. 
He wakes up. He falls off Sapnap’s couch. Sapnap comes back with 
their date, Niki- a human from Manberg with colored hair and warm 
eyes- and they have breakfast together. 


Sapnap cooks up some dragon bacon, the overachiever, and Niki 
adds cinnamon sugar and red peppers to it. Karl offers a beer, and 
they all have a quick drink before heading out to the horse bus 
station. 


Every time, Niki gets a little nervous when they ride over the 
Manberg border. 


Sapnap falls into the party island lake, steam rolling off him in 
ridiculous waves. Niki spends her money buying drinks and snacks 
and games, like she can’t part with her wallet fast enough. A kitsune 
man makes a whole show of trying to trap Technoblade in the dunk 
tank as a prank, which the large piglin only laughs off. 


A little ramlin goes up the stairs to have his speech, and Karl wakes 
up in his bed again. 


After waking up the third time, Karl decided that he was probably 
supposed to do something in order to break the cycle, so he’d switch 
things up. He’d play different games, wander around different parts 
of the town square. 


The last place he hasn’t checked is the souvenir area. There’s this 
booth selling potato fries and giving out little free goody bags of 
shiny confetti and party whistles. A tall elytron with red glasses and a 
big brown coat drops the bag in their hands, nervously walking away 
when Karl sidles over. 


“Hey!” Karl calls out after them. “You left something on the table!” 


No response. The person is gone. 


Karl walks over to the discarded object. Next to the forgotten bag is 
a... some sort of redstone button, it looks like. Maybe the elytron 
was part of the fireworks crew? 


Whatever. If it’s part of the show, they'll have spares. 


He should probably pick it up, though. 


Having such an explosive button lying around sounds dangerous. 


Imagine if someone accidentally pressed it at the wrong time. 


23. Can! Run To You? Are You True To Me? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


I'll do unto you as you do to me! 
And we slowly learn, someone has to burn- 
better you than me! 


A wise man once told me that L’manburg was like a lettuce. 


There’s so many layers of tasty and healthy goodness, and once you 
wash all the caterpillars and worms off the surface... it’s a pretty 
god-damn good meal! 


Schlatt has successfully washed all of the insects off our great 
nation. And with that, he’s allowed the goodness and tastiness to 
shine through. 


Today, I'd like you to look around at what we’ve built today- look at 
eachother! All of this, thanks to democracy and the leadership of J. 
Schlatt. 


Our people have been beaten down by rulers and dictators for so 
long. Now we are finally free. Free to elect who we want, free to live 
how we want, and most importantly, free to go wherever we want 
without the confines of those huge black walls. 


So with that in mind, I’d like to thank everyone for coming to this 
wonderful event. 


-<>Y<>- 


Schlatt chuckles lowly in the seat beside him. 


Tubbo shuffles in his chair- in the president’s chair that sits in front of 
the microphone. “What’s wrong, Schlatt?” 


“No,” Schlatt deflects, “it’s just-” He sighs. “I was just thinking about 
it, Tubbo. Y’know how we like to have fun.” 


“Yeah, we like...” Tubbo trails off awkwardly. “What’s up?” 


Schlatt’s eyes drift towards him. “Got anything else in the speech, 
big guy?” 


“Uh- no, no!” Tubbo shakes his head and turns back to the crowd. 
“Let the festival begin!” 


“You done with the speech?” Schlatt gently asks. 


“Y-yeah, I’m done with the speech, Schlatt,” Tubbo stutters. 


“Alright,” Schlatt resignedly mutters. 


And then- 


-and then Tubbo can’t move. 


He tries to stand up from the seat, but he can’t, he’s just- 


-frozen. 


He’s frozen in his seat, his vision slowly tunneling. The unknowable 
weight around his body presses down like muscled ropes, tightening 
with every breath. The world shrinks down to the microphone and 
the podium space in front of him, and he can’t- he can barely even 
move his head. 


“Tubbo-” Schlatt’s barking voice sounds strangely disappointed. 
“Tubbo, I'll cut to the fucking chase, alright?” 


“Tell ‘em, Pres!” Quackity chirps. “Tell ‘im!” 


“Tubbo, I-” There’s a long, hissing noise, the kind Schlatt would 
make when he pinched his head during a migraine. “-and | mean, it 
really sucks for me to say this right here in front of everybody. | 
mean, it’s kind of awkward.” 


“Schiatt,” Tubbo unsteadily pleads, “I can’t get out.” 


The old ramlin’s worn face tilts into Tubbo’s faded view. 


“Tubbo,” he gently says, “I know what you’ve been up to.” 


Tubbo’s breath quickens. “What have | been up to? What are you 
tryin’ to-” 


“What have | been up to, he says.” Schlatt laughs. “What have | 
been up to?” 


His voice rises with a horrible shout. 


“CONSPIRING! WITH THE IDIOTS! WITH THE-” Schlatt’s voice 
stutters loudly for a moment. “-THE TYRANTS that we kicked out of 
this server! That we kicked out of this great country.” 


Tubbo sees Schlatt’s harsh frown even as the man smiles. 


“Tubbo, | don’t know- | don’t know if you know this, but treason isn’t 
exactly a respectable thing around here, y’know.” His voice is too 
kind, too casual, too angry and betrayed all at once. “It all adds up, 
buddy!” 


Tubbo hears, more than sees, the sound of Schlatt’s hooves pacing 
on the podium. 


“The fucking tunnels, your- your absence from great events! | mean, 
you walked off in the middle of this one! You walked off in the middle 
of this one, Tubbo. Don’t try and tell me you’ve done nothing wrong, 
because everybody knows it!” Schlatt roughly points to his own face. 
“| sees it with my own two fuckin’ eyes, what you’ve been doin’!” 


(They’re not a ramlin’s eyes- dark like coal, slit sideways like a jungle 
snake.) 


“Do you know what happens to, uh, traitors, Tubbo?” Schlatt lightly 
says. 


“...No?” Tubbo decides. 


“Nothing good.” Schlatt turns away from him. “Hey, Technoblade, 
you wanna come up here for a tick?” 


-<>Y<>- 


Schlatt’s grim eyes flick between him and Tubbo, who remains 
frozen in his seat. (Techno doesn’t know how Schlatt has access to 
demonic magic, but he supposes that's a question for later.) 
“Technoblade, please, if you would, if you would be so kind-” 


“What are you askin’, Schlatt?” 


“-take care of this traitor.” 


Stall. “You want me to get him some breakfast?” Techno vaguely 
starts. “Get him a nice coat? What do you mean by take care-” 


Schlatt breathes loudly through his mouth. “Maybe show him the 
nice five course dinner. Y’know?” 


Techno’s ear strains for any noise. Any message from his comm, a 
sign from Wilbur, something, anything. 


“lll go take him right now,” Techno deflects, eyes locked with Tubbo. 
He points his finger back. “Maybe that restaurant over there.” 


I’m gonna get you out, okay? 


Tubbo’s nose twitches, eyes following the arc of Techno’s hand. 


Quackity leans towards the restrained ramlin. “You’re not hungry, 
Tubbo?” he ominously asks. 


Tubbo leans away as much as he can. “l’m- I’m not hungry.” 


“Tubbo, you’re very hungry,” Techno jokingly insists, “let’s go to the 
restaurant.” 


Where’s Wilbur? He’s supposed to have an extraction plan. What’s 
the extraction plan? 


“Technoblade,” Schlatt presses, “we’re runnin’ on a tight schedule 
here.” 


“What do you want from me, Mr. President?” 


“You know I’d only call you in for a special favor,” Schlatt starts. His 
gaze turns to Tubbo. “And this man needs a special favor. Techno, | 
need you to take him out.” 


“To dinner?” Techno stalls. 


Schlatt scoffs. “You’re not gonna take him out to dinner, bro. You’re 
gonna kill him.” 


“U h-” 


“MURDER HIM RIGHT NOW!” Schlatt angrily shouts. “RIGHT ON 
THIS FUCKING STAGE! AND MAKE IT HURT! | WANT NO 
TRAITORS IN THIS FUCKING COUNTRY, ARE YOU KIDDING ME! 
MY RIGHT HAND MAN!” His eyes fix coldly on Tubbo. “/’d rather 
rule alone than with you.” 


Oh, gods, this is a high stress situation right now. Techno does not 
have a good track record for these kinds of things. 


Quackity walks towards Schlatt, who’s still shaking with rage. 
“Schlatt, Schlatt, are you sure? Listen, we have him trapped, he’s 
jailed, | think-” He laughs nervously. “I think that’s enough-” 


“It's not enough,” Schlatt lowly insists. 


Quackity looks at Tubbo, if only briefly. “Schlatt, are you sure? He’s 
Jailed.” 


“Technoblade,” Schlatt calls expectantly. 


Techno waits. 


And he waits. 


And he waits. 


And he realizes, slowly, as Wilbur’s silence stretches on, there is no 
extraction plan. 


There are no orders. No fallback, no assurance, not even an empty 
promise. There is only him, his designated victim, and the thousands 
of people silently waiting for a public execution. 


In another world, fate would have been kinder. In another world he 
would have fought the world, odds be damned, because in another 
world there would have been someone, anyone, telling him he was 
not alone in his fight, and he would have fought at their side until 
nations fell or he died trying. 


But this is not that world. 


In this world, in that moment, there is no one at his side. There is no 
one to believe or trust that he and Tubbo are someone worth saving. 


The only thing people trust in this world is that the Blood God will get 
his blood. 


He is entirely alone, abandoned without orders, with not so much as 
a shred of faith in him to keep his shaking hands warm. 


He shoulders his firework launcher. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tubbo’s eyes flick to Tommy and Wilbur’s hidden vantage point in 
the observatory. 


He sees Techno shake his head. 


Oh. 


Wilbur’s left them to their fates, it seems. 


Tubbo lets out a small noise. 


He sees Techno tap his own wrist. One, two, three times. 


Do you have lives to spare? the silent question asks. 


Tubbo shakily, just barely, nods his head. 


Techno’s mouth wavers with grim resolve. He cocks back his 
weapon. 


“Tubbo,” Techno quietly murmurs. “Tubbo, I’m sorry.” 


Tubbo just nods again. Just get it over with. 


He thinks The Blade might have smiled, past that mask. “I'll make it 
as painless and as colorful as possible, Tubbo.” 


They lock eyes. Techno’s eyes are almost like staring into molten 
lava, wavering with sadness. 


They both silently pray, see you on the other side. 


And Tubbo’s world explodes like fireworks. 


24. Oh, Woe To Thee! Ye People Of Order 
Summary for the Chapter: 
| hope your homes continue to smolder 


and that you'll never rise again. 
Now leave me be and leave my friends. 


Techno’s arms are still reeling from the recoil. 


The world around him, like the body in that chair, has gone cold, still, 
silent. 


He killed Tubbo. He just- 


-he just killed his own soldier. 


BLOOD 
BLOOD 
BLOOD FOR THE BLOOD GOD 
BLOOD FOR THE BLOOD GOD, BLOOD FOR THE BLOOD KING 


He is a general digging lag machine trenches. 
He is a commander fighting off breached portal containment. 


He is a rescue team under siege fire for 70 days as gods shatter in 
the sky above them. 


He is a young god waging war with a wrath that is not his own. 


(He is a lost soulsinger priest watching his sounder burn to the 
ground.) 


His ears are still ringing with the promise of blood and death as he 
turns to face the shocked crowd. 


His hands shake with rage. 


Their shocked faces. 


Their oh so horrified, dreadfully frightened, scandalized faces. 


As if they hadn't been the infinite many, and him the few. 


As if they hadn’t all just sat there and WATCHED. 


(Oh, well. He’ll need a diversion to get Tubbo’s body out of here. The 
man will still need to be in one piece to respawn, after all.) 


A broken laugh flies out of his mouth as he cocks back his launcher 
and fires into the streets. 


25. You're Standing There, A Face On Your Shame 


Summary for the Chapter: 


With green jewels. 

lf we make believe and | believe you, 
who would be the fool 

with green jewels? 

Who would be the fool 

with green jewels? 


Niki Nihachu joins Pogtopia, and following at her heels are the 
refugees of her revolution. 


A sizable number of people have poured into the ravine commune in 
the wake of what the news is sensationally calling The Red Festival. 
People who liked the old Lmanburg better, people who lost their jobs 
or homes to Schlatt’s harsher penalties, people who just don’t really 
feel safe after seeing their government order the execution of one of 
their old war veterans. It’s not the whole damn country, but it's more 
than Wilbur ever expected. 


Niki’s been taking the life changes like a real trooper, organizing the 
food stores and drawing out what parts of the ravine could be carved 
out into extra living quarters. 


(The world doesn’t deserve Niki Nihachu, and neither does Wilbur’s 
fucking mess of an everything, but he'll take what he can get.) 


Technoblade has turned into a ghost in Pogtopia. After he came 
back with Tubbo’s body, keeping that silent vigil until the ramilin 
respawned, he’s kept his distance from the new influx of people, 
devoting his hours to farming or disappearing for gods knows what. 
Whatever camaraderie Techno had with Pogtopia seems to have 
died with Tubbo’s second life. 


Wilbur suspects Tommy is to blame for that. 


Wilbur suspects... he himself might be to blame for that as well. 


He finds Techno holed up in that big fucking notch in the ravine 
again, the one where he stores all his stuff when he bothers being 
around. The piglin god is bent over an anvil, hammering out the 
particulars of another hoe, and doesn’t bother turning to Wilbur as he 
saunters in. 


“Pretty chaotic today,” Wilbur starts, sitting on one of the chests. 
“Didn't mean to put you on the spot like that.” 


Techno doesn't respond, but an ear flicks. 


“Tommy doesn’t speak for everyone, you know. He’s, a-” Wilbur lets 
out a drawn, long chirp. “-more of a vocal minority, you know? We 
still trust you. / trust you. ” 


Tommy pitched a fucking fit wnen Techno reappeared in the tunnels, 
nice festival clothes still soaked in Tubbo’s viscera. He loudly 
insisted that Techno had betrayed them all by taking one of Tubbo’s 
lives, and Wilbur had foolishly went along with it out of stress and 
shock, stoking the fires in hopes something would snap. 


(Better it snap out in the open than fester until it explodes at the 
worst possible time.) 


(Wilbur had said so many horrible things. He doesn’t know why he 
keeps doing this. He doesn’t know why he keeps being like this.) 


Techno silently passes the metal through the fire and hammers it 
again. 


Wilbur’s pipe sparks blue. 


The quiet goes heavier by the minute. 


“Good call with Tommy though,” Wilbur starts up again, “he kind of 
needed someone to knock him down a peg.” 


Wilbur didn’t know what to do, but he knew Tommy was itching for a 
fight. So he made them fight. Settle it out unarmored in the fucking 


pit. 


He knew Techno wouldn't hurt Tommy, not over this, but was still 
scary to watch Techno’s massive frame knock the human into the 
ground again and again and again until Tommy ran out of bite to 
back up his bark. 


(At least it stopped any of the newcomers from getting any ideas 
about starting another fight.) 


Wilbur chuckles caustically. “It was kind of funny to watch you kick 
his ass-” 


“Why am | here, Wilbur?” 


Wilbur’s mouth stutters over his pipe. “I’m sorry?” 


Techno’s wide head just barely turns to face him, a single golden eye 
staring past a furrowed, tired brow. “Why am | here?” 


Wilbur’s eyes dart uncertainly. “To, um-” 


This feels like a trick question. Like one of those times Techno had 
caught him doing something wrong as a kid, and was waiting for him 
to figure out what he’d done. 


(He was never very good at that.) 


“You’re here to help me take d-down Schlatt. And Manberg.” 


Techno’s hammer hangs lazily in his hand. “And how am | helping 
you?” 


“Supplies,” Wilbur slowly says. “And because you're, um, 
experienced? In all this war kind of stuff.” 


“Supplies,” Techno parrots back. “And experience.” His mouth 
flattens with a sharp frown. “Am | your Blade as well? Your dog to 
keep your soldiers in line?” 


Wrong answer. 


“Okay,” Wilbur scrambles, “I will admit, the situation with the pit got a 
little out of hand-” 


“You disciplined your soldiers by using me to foster in-fighting, in the 
fallout of an incident you failed to handle,” Techno growls. “Il would 
not have needed to kill your spy if you had taken initiative and given 
me an extraction plan. ” 


Wilbur scoffed. “I panicked, okay? There, | fucking said it. | thought 
you could handle it and | was wrong, clearly-” 


Techno’s hammer slams down on his anvil. 


“| shouldn't have been the one handling it at all!” Techno barks. “But 
you decided, without telling me, that | would be your weapon. And 
now, your weapon has misfired. Is that what you wanted?” 


(His hands are shaking.) 


“No,” Wilbur quietly says. “It wasn’t.” 


“Look to your elder, eyas.” Techno roughly plops down on his floor 
cushion with crossed legs. “You need me. You will listen to my 
advice, you will keep me informed of your plans, and you will not use 
me to cover for your mistakes again.” 


In that moment there is no President Soot. There is only Wilbur, 
barely grown out of his down, shuffling on his feet as his age-old 


teacher catches his latest failure. 


“Yes sir,” Wilbur warbles in a small voice. “I’m sorry.” 


Techno snorts and goes back to work. He puts on his glasses as he 
moves to his enchantment table. 


“There’s golden apples in the chest you’re sitting on,” Techno gruffly 
says, face turned away from him. “And I’ve got a mushroom stew 
goin’. Eat. | know you haven't.” 


They fill their stomachs in relative silence. 


“I’m starting to think this whole revolution isn’t worth it,” Wilbur 
haltingly says. 


Techno raises an eyebrow. 


“| mean, getting rid of Manberg is good! It sucks. Schlatt sucks. 
Just...” Wilbur's hand drops to his knee. “It doesn’t bring back 
L’manburg. No matter who tries to fix it up, I- | don’t think it can exist 
again.” 


“Is that really a bad thing?” Techno gently asks. “From the sound of 
it, this whole country thing’s been giving you a lot of grief.” 


“| don’t know,” Wilbur murmurs, wings shuffling uneasily. “L’manburg, 
it was... it was my /ife. But | don’t know how I’m gonna live with the 
ghost it’s going to become after we tear this whole place down.” 


“Then don't.” 


Wilbur’s wine red eyes look up to the older man. 


Techno lays down his enchantment work. “I’ve got a few places,” he 
casually starts. “Well, one place, really. It’s more of a complex. Way 
up north in a tundra biome. Got it all sorted out when | first joined the 
server. I’ve been moving some stuff there, gettin’ good trades. When 
all this revolution stuff is over with, | figured I’d pack my bags and get 
a proper retirement arc for a bit.” 


“Where are you going with this?” 


Techno rocks his head. “I’m saying that if you wanna, | don't know, 
get away from things for a while... my house is always open for you.” 


His aged eyes soften. 


“| think it’s about time | got a change of pace, anyways.” He takes 
Wilbur into his arm. “Maybe you could, too.” 


“Yeah.” Wilbur leans back, knocking his head into Techno’s chest. 
The texture of chiengora on the piglin’s shirt feels like an old friend. 
“That would be nice.” 


26. I'm A Ghost! 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Now you see me, now you don't! 
I'm a ghost! 
Every time you hit the phone... 


Tommy- the thing is you're using words- 


-but the thing about this world, Tommy, is that the only universal 
language is violence. 


And we've had that conversation. 


We've spoken that language. In the pit. 


It’s over, Tommy. Onto a new day. 


A new plot- to destroy Manberg. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Why did you forgive Technoblade?” Tommy hollowly asks. 


Tubbo scratches at his bandages. It’s not that bad, really- just a few 
ugly patches on his arms and one star shaped gash on his face. It’s 
only the ones on the chest that are almost as bad as they look. 


That's where the fireworks actually hit him, after all. 


Tommy's still looking at him. He should probably answer. 


(Give his report like a good little spy.) 


“Because he was right,” Tubbo says. “It was the only way the both of 
us could get out alive.” 


“He could have tried harder!” Tommy shouts. (If he knows or cares 
that Tubbo flinches at the harsh volume, he does nothing about it.) 
“He’s The Blade, he was standing right next to Schlatt, he could 
have just-” 


“Just what, Tommy?” Tubbo flatly says, knuckles digging into his 
blankets. “Killed Schlatt? And then what? What would that solve, 
Tommy? Wilbur was right, you're not thinking rationally about this.” 


“He killed you,” Tommy waveringly stresses. He takes Tubbo’s 
hands. “Wilbur’s gone fucking crazy and | don't know if he'll ever get 
better, and | just-” A shaking breath. “I’m that much closer to losing 
you ‘cus of what Techno did. How am | supposed to live with that?” 


Tubbo wonders if Tommy can even see his eyes past his curtain of 
hair. That's always the problem with regen pots, they always grow 
out hair and nails like nobody’s business. 


“It's not yours to live with,” Tubbo reminds Tommy. “It’s mine. And / 
forgive Techno. He said he’d get me out of there and he did.” 


“And he didn’t even hesitate to put a bullet in you to do it,” Tommy 
grumbles. 


Wilbur didn’t hesitate to leave him no other choice, Tubbo almost 
wants to spit back. But he doesn’t, because Tommy loves Wilbur too 
much to ever understand. 


“Me and Techno both made that choice,” Tubbo corrects. “Il served 
my purpose and | outlived it. It’s just how it is.” 


(What a horrible thing, to outlive his own usefulness. Maybe Tubbo 
knows something about how ghosts feel now. ) 


It’s not anyone else’s fault | stopped being worth my money. 


Tommy breathes loudly through his nose. “Whatever, man. He’s still 
a fuckin’ prick.” He stands up to walk off to the potion chests. “I’m 
gonna get you some more meds.” 


Tubbo takes out his comm. 


-<>9Y<>- 


[Tubbo_ has joined.] 


Tubbo_: hey ranboo 


Tubbo_: hey di you make it out okay 


Tubbo_: DID you make it out okay whoops 


Tubbo_: i sure didn’t haha 


Tubbo_: iim sorry that was bad 


Tubbo_: i 


Tubbo_: please just talk to me 


Tubbo_: shout my ears off for committing crimes 


Tubbo_: just let me know you’re safe 


[Tubbo_ has joined VC.] 


[Tubbo_ has joined VC.] 


[Tubbo_ has joined VC.] 


[Tubbo_ has joined VC.] 


[Tubbo_ has joined VC.] 


[Tubbo_ has joined VC.] 


[Tubbo_ has left VC.] 


[Tubbo_ has left.] 


27. Well, There's A Principle Of Nature! (Principle Of 
Nature!) 


Summary for the Chapter: 


That almost every creature knows. 

Called survival of the fittest! (Survival of the fittest!) 

And check it, this is how it goes. 

The animal that eats gotta scratch and fight and claw and bite 
and punch. 

And the animal that doesn't? Well, the animal that doesn't winds 
up 

someone else's lu-/u-lu-lu-lunch! 

Munch, munch, munch, munch, munch! 

(I'm just sayin’.) 


“| want to secede from Greater Prime,” Bad says one meeting. 


Skeppy turns to him, frown warped by a diamond scale cutting into 
his eyebrows. “Really? Why?” 


Antfrost flicks his tail. “You got a problem with Eret?” 


“| quite enjoy Eret’s policies,” Bad insists from under the shadow of 
his hood. “But when it comes to war, we both know the King isn’t 
exactly in charge of that.” 


Despite the Prophet’s insistence that he would step back after 
ceding the throne, he never quite followed through. He’d allow Eret 
to budget or draft day-to-day laws, but when it came to Greater 
Prime’s diplomacy and military affairs, the Prophet would perpetually 
interfere, using his hold on the kingsguard to sway action no matter 
what Eret said or did. 


Hunter’s intent becomes harder and harder to gauge by the day- 
these last few weeks he’d been personally supporting Pogtopia 
wholeheartedly before suddenly switching to Schlatt for... something 
he refuses to elaborate on. 


“He’s been becoming erratic,” Sam growls, stinger tail thumping onto 
his seat irritably. “I can’t even tell you how many times I’ve had to 
rework my security because people won't just decide who’s side 
they’re on in this conflict.” 


Bad sighs. Of course Sam had to update his security. Even though 
as an engineer he'll never be asked to participate in war. Even 
though Sam lives so deep in the Badlands that the war will never see 
his doorstep. Of course he had to. He’s always been like that. 


(He never could handle the idea of things changing beyond his 
control.) 


“We don’t have the means to fight off Greater Prime,” Skeppy points 
out. 


“Eret included measures for peaceful secession after the L'manburg 
war,” Bad waves off. “It'll be fine. | think the added security from 
being forced into other people’s conflicts will be well worth it.” 


A pause. 


Sam looks shrewdly at the demon. “And which side will the Badlands 
be taking?” 


“There is a battle that is going to take place on the next 16th, right?” 
Bad starts. “J. Schlatt has basically lost all of his good allies except 
for a handful of members- Hunter and some other member, and 
apparently there’s a traitor in their midst. But here’s the benefit.” He 
smiles. “At the end of the day, we can just side with whoever we 
want! And we fan the flames of war, right? There’s no loss to us!” 


“Your son’s in the kingsguard,” Sam recalls. 


Antfrost and Sapnap had joined the guard at around the same time. 
But where Antfrost had retired to head the regional Badlands military, 
Sapnap had stayed on and gotten promoted to Captain of the 
kingsguard. And by the looks of it, it's not a position he’s giving up 
any time soon. 


“Sapnap’s his own man,” Bad decides. “He can choose what he 
fights for. Besides, we’ve got no reason to fight Greater Prime. We 


like Eret!” His long body leans forward. “The Manberg-Pogtopia 
conflict is much more interesting.” 


“At the moment,” Antfrost hesitantly summarizes, “the odds are 
currently stacked against President Schlatt?” 


“Yes,” Bad confirms. Slowly and subtly, but the trajectory is clear. 
The attack on 16 Dekamon was a hit to Manberg’s legitimacy, 
creating a false beacon for discontents to flock towards in Pogtopia. 


“| think it’s in our best interests to keep conflict between Pogtopia 
and Schiatt,” Antfrost concludes. 


“| wholeheartedly agree,” Bad says. 


Skeppy nods thoughtfully. “Both Manberg and Pogtopia will stay 
weak by being stuck in conflict with each other.” 


“| think you hit the nail on the head perfectly,” Bad praises, making 
Antfrost’s cold eyes brighten. “J. Schlatt? Tommy’s side?” 


(Tommy Innit, not Wilbur. Wilbur may be the face of the rebellion, but 
it's Tommy Innit who’s been at the front lines, Keeping that movement 
together by sheer force of will alone.) 


“We don’t approve of either of their ways, right?” 


The table nods. 


“So at the end of the day, let the space between the Badlands be 
total chaos,” Bad airily proposes. “Like, that’s got nothing to do with 
us!” He scoffs. “Manberg? Pogtopia? Who cares? We of the 
Badlands will just- whatever side we think is losing, right? We just 
join in and help that side! And then, we just keep the conflict going! 
It's great!” 


His voice lowers into a delighted whisper. 


“And as we let them destroy each other, the chaos will just reign.” 


28. Sometimes, | Can Still See You 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Just like | used to. 
But | grew my hair and you got tattoos. 
And man, that's hard to look through. 


Honey can say she’s seen a veritable amount of bullshit in her 
lifetime. She’s had longer than most, after all- her and Lemon both. 


But the Manberg Vice President showing up in the tunnels, clear out 
of his mind and brandishing a gun at anyone that gets too close, 
probably ranks among the weirder shit she’s seen this decade. Just 
contextually. No man that well-dressed should be walking around 
looking that fucking crazy. 


“Sorry t’ pull you out like this,” one of the other refugees 
apologetically manages. 


“Damn right, you better be sorry,” Honey hisses out, talons 
scratching against the ground. “I 'ad been tryin’ to put together the 
damn emergency bags!” 


“The guy’s been stuck in the catacombs for 2 clicks now. Keeps 
bolting every time anyone gets close. We were hopin’ that, uh- 


maybe another elytron could talk him down.” 


Honey sighs. “Alright. I'll give it a go.” 


The hardcore elytron adjusts her hat and dares to walk closer. 


“Don't-” Quackity’s breath catches in too-rapid rises from his frantic 
chest. “-don’t fucking touch me-” 


Honey puts her arms up as she approaches. “I’m not gonna gang up 
on you, hun. | just want you to breathe.” 


Before Quackity can bite out some nasty retort, Honey grabs his 
face, her hands firmly pressed against the golden down on his 
cheeks. The man stills. 


“We’re not goin’ anywhere until you calm your tits, you understand?” 
Honey bluntly asks. 


Quackity takes a breath loudly through his nose, long and slow. And 
another, and another. 


The gun drops from his hands. Honey sees wide hooves snatch the 
object, hears the bullets getting removed, and thanks the stars for 
her wife’s good sense. 


She lets go of Quackity’s face and his long breath chokes into a sob. 


“Don’t start weepin’ on my one good shirt,” Honey snarks, “I ain't 
your mama.” She turns back to the gathered spectators. “Who’s the 
boss ‘round these parts? We got the gods damned VP out here like 
a sitting duck!” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wilbur Soot is the face of Pogtopia, but when Quackity is brought 
before the generals, it’s Tommy Innit and Technoblade who lean 
forward with real interest. 


“Told you him and Schlatt were havin’ a domestic,” Tommy snarks. 


“Forgive me for not believing what you half heard from a hiding place 
two streets away,” Technoblade flatly offers. “Why are you in enemy 
territory, Mr. Vice President?” 


Quackity’s wings shiver loudly, trying not to look at the pointed, red- 
tinged tusks on the bigger man’s face. “I was- I-” 


Just say it. It’s already done. 


“-| killed Schlatt,” Quackity chokes out. 


“You WHAT?” Tommy shrieks. Quackity flinches at the noise, and 
Tommy steps back apologetically. “Sorry, sorry, I’m not tryin’ t’ yell. 
Just- just like that? He’s fuckin’ dead now?” 


“No, he’s not.” Wilbur’s words whisper like smoke out of his mouth. 
“Schlatt still has one life.” 


“It does mean we'll have to be careful,” Technoblade points out. 


“But you just killed him,” Tommy presses. “How? Why?” 


“He was drunk when | got home,” Quackity haltingly starts, “and then 
he was- he was really mad- he started talking about tearing down the 
White House, and-” His voice starts to shake. “-and that was our 
house! That place was built for us, and he just wanted to tear it down 
in front of me! Shoved a pickaxe in my hands and started breaking 
the walls, and / didn't want to do it, and then he started shouting at 
me and I-” 


THESE FUCKING IDIOTS! the ghost of Schlatt's voice rattles 
through his skull. WHAT KIND OF PEOPLE DO ! PICK TO RUN MY 
COUNTRY? 


“-and | shot him,” Quackity lamely finishes. “l-” His hand curls weakly 
around his wedding ring. “-oh, gods, | killed him. Oh, gods...” 


“And now you're here because you don't have anywhere else to go.” 
Technoblade breathes loudly past his tusks. “Jeez. This is just a 
mess.” 


“NIKI!? Tommy shouts down the ravine. “We got any room for 
another elytron?” 


“Sorry!” Niki shouts back. “All the elytron-friendly units are full!” 


“Fuck,” Tommy bluntly swears under his breath. 


“I can take him,” Wilbur lowly murmurs. “My room's just been me the 
whole time.” 


“Predator-prey conflict,” Technoblade refutes. “You've got raptoris in 
you. Rooming you guys together is just gonna make him more 
stressed.” 


“It’s fine,” Quackity hears himself insist, looking Wilbur in the eyes. 
“’m not scared of you.” 


“Oh, good,” Wilbur airily says. “I’m not scared of you, either.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Quackity looks up from his curled up spot on his new bed. “I’m not 
gonna fight for you law-breaking fucks, you understand? This isn’t- 
this isn’t an alliance or anything.” 


Wilbur’s eyes shift with an unreadable emotion. “Why would we 
make you fight? You’ve got nowhere else to go.” 


“| don’t fucking know!” Quackity bursts out. “You’ve been doing lots 
of crazy shit lately, I- | don’t know you anymore, Wilbur.” 


Wilbur hums, taking a long drag from his cigarette. The smoke 
dances unnaturally around his shoulders, like the fur collar of an 
expensive coat. 


“| don’t know me much either, anymore,” Wilbur decides. “So, | 
guess we're in good company.” 


(Quackity looks at this tired man, hunched against the wall like the 
forgotten bough of a tree, and wonders when was the last time 
Wilbur slept.) 


Quackity opens his hand. “Come here. Your wings look like shit.” 


Wilbur’s tired red eyes turn soft, almost sad. “Only if you let me deal 
with yours. You've got way too much catacomb dust caught on those 
feathers.” 


“Pass me a smoke and maybe | will,” Quackity says with more 
confidence than he feels. “Deal?” 


“Deal.” 


29. Doubt Comes In 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Who am |? 

Where do | think I'm goin'? 
(Doubt comes in) 

Who am I? 

Why am | all alone? 


It’s been about three weeks since Lagos was last able to access the 
server. 


He hadn't realized it at first. He rarely accessed his powers when he 
used this body- it wouldn't do at all to go out of character, especially 
in front of someone else. Besides, he liked the challenge. 


And it had been a normal day. A good day, even! He’d been stopped 
by a pair of dreamon hunters for a brief exorcism check, but that was 
par for the course, too. Hunters a/ways got a little paranoid by the 
little sliver of divine presence they could feel in this body, trying to 
double-check it wasn’t something possessed. 


Besides, it was nice to pretend he was something that could die one 
day. It’s been getting easier. Easier to remember to breathe, the feel 
the rise and fall of his chest, the stutter of his heartbeat matching 
those around him. 


For a second he forgets it was cosmetic, to be matching and to blend 
in. For just a moment, he felt mortal. 


Everything was fine. 


But when he'd gone to his little room in the community house to 
leave his body, he- 


-he couldn't. 


He was just- he was just stuck. It wasn’t as if there was anything in 
the way! But the more and more he tried, the more it seemed that it 
was less being unable to return to himself and more that there was 
no Seif to return to at all. 


And that... that can’t be good at all. 


He'd tried using the meager magic in the doll to resynchronize with 
him, but that had outright failed. After that, he tried to search for his 
real body. He searched for days and days, combing the land for the 
hidden grove where the server kept his body safe, but he could not 
find it. He either lost the ability to see it, or it no longer existed. 


(But that would have been impossible. It should have been safe, he 
was supposed to be safe-) 


He'd gotten desperate at the two week mark. 


He tried to kill his doll. 


Drowning was the easy choice. He designed his dolls not to float 
unless he forced them to, and any doll dying on his server would 
simply return to the earth. It would die, sink down into the river 
sands, and he would wake back up in his body and everything would 
be fine again- everything’s fine, everything’s going to be fine. 


He walks into the river, lies down at the bottom, and he waits. 


He waits. 


He waits and watches the air drift lazily out of his lungs, one tick at a 
time. 


Slowly, slowly, he runs out of oxygen. 


And doubt comes in. 


Because what if this doesn’t work? Nothing else has, why should 
this? 


What if- 


-what if he dies and never wakes up? 


For the first time in his immortal existence, Lagos was afraid to die. 


A half-breath of water barely makes it down his throat before he 
leaps back up to the surface, wracking coughs forced out of his 
stuttering diaphragm. 


He props his prone body up on his hands and knees. He shakily 
looks down at what should have been his bare wrists. 


Three chalkish grey hearts beat against his veins like the bars of a 
cage, the patches of their pitifully marbled frames innocently peering 
back at him like childish splotches of paint. 


And he never tries again. 


30. | Knew I'd Never Know 
Summary for the Chapter: 


that warm and loving glow, 

though | might wish with all my might. 
No face as hideous as my face 

was ever meant for Heaven's light. 


A piglin boar wakes up in a soft bed, wearing oversized clothes he 
doesn't recognize. 


He takes a shaking breath. Take a breath, now. Take another. Feel 
air in your lungs. Let your limbs return. Yes, move your fingers. Have 
a body again, under gravity, in air. Respawn in the long dream. 
There you are- 


-the boar takes a wheezing cough, wracking his rattling lungs with 
wet noises and the hollow crunch of his ribcage. The air of the world 
floods into him in jagged, ineffectual bursts. 


He looks around. He is in a small room of grey stone, lit with the 
subtle orange glow of lanterns. There are a few simple chests, and 
the boar feels the sharp scent of netherwart laying out to dry 
somewhere. His ears flick, and he hears hollow echoes below him, 
promising other rooms beyond his feeble vision. 


He sits up. The sleeves of his shirt pull gracelessly over the grey 
stripes of his white fur. He doesn’t see doors of any kind- just a 
strange opening to a column of bubbling blue something. Something 
crisp and cool. 


“It's water,” an aged voice says in Khorsh. “That’s what it looks like 
when there’s a lot of it in one place.” 


The boar’s ears perk up at the new sound. His head turns, and he 
sees a large, russet-furred piglin stag, a long curling mane lazily tied 
behind his head. 


“Do you remember your name?” The stag’s voice is lower and drier 
than any normal piglin- as if he’d caught a sickness and never quite 
got better. “It’s common for most cases to lose some biographical 
memory, but | just want to check.” 


‘l-” The boar hears his own garbled voice and slaps his hooves over 
his mouth. “Why is my...” 


“That's normal, too,” the stag assures. “Rot goes for the lungs first. 
Can't exactly treat that.” 


Rot. 


The boar remembers Rot. The horrible curse of a war long past that 
robbed players of their senses, turning them into walking graves. 


Piglins were /ucky. Rot made them tame enough to be sent away 
until they returned to the earth naturally. Other races spoke horror 
stories of shambling corpses driven by hunger, seeking out the flesh 
of their own kind. 


“Lwas...?” 


“Yep.” The stag bluntly confirms. “Half your face had fallen off and 
you lost, like, a good chunk of the original muscle on the right side of 
your chest. | fixed it, though!” 


i] 


“You...” The boar frowns. “...you fixed... the Rot? You can't-” He 
coughs harshly. “-you cannot fix Rot.” 


The stag hums, the tilt of his head letting his small glasses shine in 
the light. “It’s true. | didn’t. | just put a little more soul back into you.” 


The stag hands him a small mirror. 


The boar sees a white furred face lined with grey. His tusks have a 
brittle color to them, like dead bone. There’s a bit of blood pooled on 
his nose, and he sees- 


-he sees gold. His own eyes turned to gold, staring back at him 
through the reflection. 


The same gold in the eyes of the stag sitting across from him. 


The boar looks to his elder. He sees a laurel hiding in a gilded russet 
mane struck by lines of snow. He sees gold freckled along a scarred 
face, on callused hooves and palms, strong white tusks tinged with 
the bloody promise of fallen gods. 


Blood for the Soul Singer, the Bells Prayer, the Worlds Walker. Blood 
for the golden eyes and the gilded mane, the Blade of His fury that 
will never die. 


Blood for the Blood God. Blood for the Blood King. 


Blood for the Covenant. 


“My gods,” the boar whispers, his hands shaking as his hooves curl 
into his palms. “My gods...” 


A bemused expression pulls across the Covenant’s face, His hands 
moving to gently take the smaller boar’s shoulders. “Hey, hey, | know 


it’s a lot to take in, but you're gonna be fine-” 


The boar moves his face forward, rooting his head into the 
Covenant’s chest. 


"Blood for the Blood God and blood for His covenant,” the boar 
fervently prays. “God of gods and king of kings.” 


The Covenant leans down to press His snout into the boar’s mane. 
“If you Know my name, boar, you know | don’t ask for worship. Living 
to honor your oaths and your sounder is enough.” 


“It's all | can give,” the boar pleads. “It’s all | have.” 


“Can | give you something?” the Covenant asks. 


“You've already given me my life, | can’t-” 


“Your name,” the Covenant says, His eyes sad and all too knowing. 
“You don't have one anymore, do you?” 


“|...” The boar wracks through his meager memory and _ finds 
nothing. “I do not.” 


The Covenant smiles. “That'll be your first gift for this life, then.” His 
tone shifts. 


HUBERT, HALLOWBLADE. 


The boar’s ears ring with the weight of his god’s voice. It rumbles like 
the plates of the earth, it burns like forgefire, it rings like struck bells 
and the choir of a thousand thousand voices. 


Hallowblade, do you hear me? 


“Y-yes.” 


What has been given cannot be repaid. Ancient eyes soften. | 
won’t put a price on your life. Your will does not belong to me. If 
you follow me, it will be how you choose. Do you understand? 


“You saved me from a living hell,” the boar insists, “an eternity of 
service would not be enough-” 


Your will, do you understand? 


The boar breathes, and breathes, and not once in the space 
between does his heart beat. 


“| understand.” 


So be it. The Covenant’s voice falls back to earth. “Jeez, that was 
awkward. I’m used to doing that whole song and dance for dogs, not 
people. Sorry if | was a bit rough on you.” He coughs roughly. 
“Welcome aboard, Hubert. I'll show you how things work around 
here.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Hubert thinks he might be a bad servant. Or butler, or assistant, or 
whatever he’s trying to be right now. 


Outside the confines of this underground place, the Covenant is 
preparing to fight a war. Hubert knows it in the potions that he helps 
to brew, in the ammunition he helps fletch together. He knows it in 
the vault downstairs that is fit to supply an army. 


But the Covenant has never once asked Hubert to help Him in this 
battle- He has never even asked Hubert to step outside this place. 
(Hubert does not know if he could. Every memory of the world 
outside, the hazy memory of ‘sky’ and ‘sun’, crawls under his skin 
like it burns, and it makes him afraid.) 


“Why did you save me?” Hubert dares to ask his god one day. “What 
was I, to you?” 


The Covenant stills. 


“You were scared,” the Covenant finally says. “All this time, I’d never 
seen a zombie look scared. You were the first.” 


The Covenant raises his hammer to his anvil and goes back to work. 


31. Achilles, Achilles, Achilles Come Down 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Won't you get up off, get up off the roof? 


This is the fourth time that Wilbur’s been in this room. 


The fourth time that Wilbur has left Pogtopia. 


The fourth time that Wilbur has sat down in this chair, staring at the 
anthem his blood has written on the walls, and wondered if he 
should burn L’'manburg right there. 


“What do you think?” Wilbur asks the toll crow in his hands. “Should | 
press it?” 


It’s just a button. 


Just one... 


... tiny... 


...button. 


“That TNT’s been buried for a while,” Wilbur notes. “It might not even 
work anymore- could have gotten waterlogged by the groundwater, 
what with all the floods.” He chuckles. “And then we'd all get creeper 
lung from the powders.” 


A silence. 


“We'd never know unless | pressed it.” 


We’d never know. 


We’d never know. 


| NEED TO KNOW! NEED TO KNOW! NEED IT 1 NEED IT | NEED 
IT 


-<>9Y<>- 


Quackity: yo where you at? You’re gonna be late for niki’s birthday 
party! 


” 


WilburSoot: Ah yes. The “thank fuck we’re not dead also hi niki 
party 


Quackity: exactly :] 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur stands up from his chair. 


-<>Y<>- 


WilburSoot: i'll be there in 20 


32. I'll Be Home For Christmas, You Can Count On Me 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(I'll be home for Christmas, if only in my dreams.) 


War doesn't care about birthdays and holidays. 


But when Niki Nihachu turns 13 years old, Pogtopia makes an 
exception. 


There is an abandoned mansion in the woods near Lemon City. 
People say it's haunted, and maybe it’s even true, but Pogtopia can 
settle for haunted if it'll make people ignore any noise that comes out 
of this place. (Anything is better than getting shot dead.) 


A blacksmith gives her a hairbrush, and no one comments on the 
fact that there’s a knife hiding inside it. In a beat up cardboard box, 
there are 13 golden apples- one for every year. Tubbo writes her a 
birthday card, hands still shaking from the aftershock of fireworks, 
and Tommy knits Niki some winter gloves he loudly asks her not to 
thank him about. 


Honey and Lemon made a batch of wine just for her starting late 
summer. They weren't able to save it all between losing the shop 


and fleeing to the catacombs, but it was just enough for Niki to have 
her first glass. 


The centerpiece of her birthday feast is baked potatoes and hand 
pies filled with every little scrap of jam they could make from the wild 
fruits they plundered outside the ravine. The lavishly abandoned 
mansion is decorated with children’s trinkets spun of sticks and 
spider silk. Potluck tables and stolen dishwares are decorated with 
cut paper and old hoarded candies. 


Pogtopia will never starve, but they're only surviving. Their wealth is 
for war, not luxuries like birthdays. 


Niki Nihachu is thirteen years old when she gets a diamond-grade 
helmet and boots for her birthday because Pogtopia wants her to live 
long enough to turn fourteen. 


Allin all, it was an okay party. 


There was that moment where Callahan the spirit deer had 
wandered into the mansion and Techno had to painstakingly herd 
him out, taking an extra hand pie as part of the effort. 


And there was that brief bit wnere everyone ducked under the tables 
and stairs in total silence because they thought they heard someone 
outside. 


But it was fine. 


Wilbur was there- he’d joked he was only there to get back the coat 
Niki had borrowed from him, but he was there. Tired but alive, 
snarking about the unusual fare of the day’s ‘rations’ and 
sarcastically crowning himself the birthday boy when he put his coat 
back on. He was a little awkward and stilted in his words- when was 
the last time he’d gone outside?- but it made people feel a little more 
at ease to see their former president in good spirits, to see him laugh 
as people track the first dregs of late autumn snow into the house to 
build snowmen on the stairs. 


The Vice President is there, but no one cares enough to be 
suspicious. No one cares enough to comment on the way Quackity 
and Wilbur stand huddled so close together, murmured stretches of 
Talon bleeding into each other’s space like the tenderness of a lover. 
(All is fair in love and war. The world will judge the former when they 
survive the latter.) 


Someone gives Niki a nice picture frame with her old bakery on it. 


People start making plans for the winter solstice, debating what gifts 
they should get as they lob snowballs at each other. 


The final stand against Manberg is in thirteen days. 


33. We Were Dreamers, Not So Long Ago 
Summary for the Chapter: 


But one by one, we 
all had to grow up. 


There are no children in Pogtopia. 


Not in the farms, not in the storehouses. No pitter-patter of tiny feet 
along the precarious walkways and dark catacombs. There are no 
children in this place. War is no place for children. 


There is a wagon. 


Every time a family shows up with a child, Pogtopia asks if they have 
relatives or friends. This is a courtesy question- the end result does 
not change no matter the answer, only the final destination. A family 
shows up with a child, and the wagon takes it far away- to places in 
the Badlands, in Greater Prime, in distant jungle districts. 


Because Pogtopia is at war, and war is no place for children. 


And families will mourn the temporary loss, but only briefly. 


(War is no place for children.) 


Pogtopia runs through catacombs like ants, and not a single memory 
of child’s laughter echoes through the halls- there are only faded 
photographs and final letters, toys sewn from scrap and promises to 
live. 


Every day they don't see their children, they pray, Thank gods. 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza once said that Prime is not a god. It is not a thing that can 
truly be worshipped. It is more a medium, he'd said. An ever-present 
essence. An avenue of prayer to whatever covenant one chose to 
abide by. 


(Tubbo asked why he never prayed through Prime. Philza just 
laughed- light and thoughtless, like a ghost- and said he didn’t need 
the extra help.) 


There’s a small Prime shrine in Pogtopia. It’s a carved log swaddled 
in branches and fallen leaves, a small bell hanging over it. Tommy 
takes care of the thing- he’s always been the religious type and he’d 
been really nice in churches, so they taught him how to do that sort 
of thing. 


He sees it every time he walks past Tommy- Tommy, and Tommy’s 
cobbled-together room in the deepest layers of the crypts. It’s messy, 
just like the messy human that occupied it, and he sees a small pile 
get slightly bigger in the darkest part of the room every time the 
wagons go. 


Children’s toys. Things they had to leave behind. Some of them are 
really nice. 


(Tubbo wonders if they’ll ever get them back.) 


(He caught Tommy playing with a small wooden flying machine 
once.) 


Tubbo is 10 years old, and there are no children in Pogtopia. 


Every time he sees that wagon go away, he wishes it were true. He 
wishes he could just take Tommy’s hand and run forever. 


There are no children in Pogtopia. 


War is no place for children. 


Tubbo is 10 years old and he prays to Prime for children that slip 
past the wagon doors. 


34. They Say Put On A Happy Face 
Summary for the Chapter: 


‘Cause we're tick-tock, tick-tock 
Ticking like a timebomb. 


Fundy looks up into the shadows of the ravine. “You’re being creepy. 
Cut it out.” 


Wilbur stares down at him through broken rose-tinted glasses. 


It's been about a day since Fundy cut his Manberg losses and made 
his way to Pogtopia. Schlatt’s been losing ground by every click of 
the clock- there was nothing more Fundy would be able to learn from 
him, not with the cabinet being so thoroughly gutted. Besides, with 
Schlatt’s paranoid tendencies as of late, it’s better for Fundy to fuck 
off before he can get caught in the crossfire. 


He walked off into the catacombs in the dark of night and bought his 
life with a spy’s diary of state secrets. Pogtopia welcomed 
L’manburg’s favorite son back with open arms. 


Most of Pogtopia, at least. 


“| just want to check on my little traitor son,” Wilbur dimly smiles from 
a distance. “It's been so long.” 


“You can stop calling me that,” Fundy drily says. “Cat’s out of the 
bag! | was on your side the whole time.” 


“No, you weren't.” 


Fundy flicks an ear harshly. 


The smoke around Wilbur’s pipe seems to curl around the man like a 
second pair of wings as he ambles carelessly closer. “Your hair’s 


wintering again.” 
“It does that every year, Wilbur.” 
“You look like Sally,” Wilbur hoarsely says. 


Fundy laughs nervously, wishing briefly he could just will his hair 
back to its usual summer brown. “I wouldn't know.” 


“It’s the eyes,” Wilbur goes on. “If it was just the hair, I'd say you look 
more like Phil. You've been getting all his white hairs.” 


“So have you,” Fundy fires back, eyes flicking over the sparse but 
stubborn white roots peeking over his father’s forehead. 


“Now we both look like Phil,” Wilbur snarks. “Good gods.” 


Fundy feels something nudge at his hands. He looks down and sees 
Wilbur wordlessly holding out a cigarette. 


Yeah, alright. Fuck it. 


They both sit in silence like that for a while. 


“| miss Phil,” Wilbur murmurs. “I wonder if he’d be proud of me.” 


For turning into a terrorist? Fundy silently lets himself wonder. 


“| miss him, too,” Fundy says instead. 


The Soot family sits in a ravine and watches the smoke drain out 
from eachother’s lungs. 


35. And All The Harm That E’er I've Done, Alas, It Was To 
None But Me 


Summary for the Chapter: 


And all I've done, for want of wit? 
To mem'ry now | can't recall. 

So, fill to me the parting glass. 
Good night and joy be to you all. 


“I’m gonna retire after this war clears up,” the Covenant says. 


Hubert pauses in his work. “You will stop your covenant?” 


The Covenant snorts. “Gods, no. I’m not gonna stop being me. | 
don't think | could if | tried, that’s- that’s just not how it is for people 
like me.” He looks down at His drink. “No, | just- I’m going to rest for 
a while. Gather myself and the things | value and... live with my 
actions for a bit.” 


“You told me you joined this war to set the people free,” Hubert 
recalls. “Will you not help them rebuild afterwards?” 


“| might,” the Covenant concedes. “If they ask me to. But | can’t fix 
the world for them, Hubert. That’s something they need to do 
themselves. | can’t fight the world forever.” 


“You could,” Hubert points out. “You have the strength. You even 
have the numbers, if you want.” 


“It’s true. | could.” The Covenant tilts his head. “But | don’t want to.” 


They sit in silence for a while after that. The Covenant busies himself 
with the inner workings of some bony, fleshless night creature, 
Carving runes into its head. 


“| have a house,” the Covenant starts again. “Way up the north in this 
server- without the Nether, it would take over a whole half clock to 
ride here and back. It’s so cold up there that water can turn solid, did 
you know that?” 


“Like how lava turns to magma and stone,” Hubert supposes. 


“Yes, it’s a similar process. When this war is over, | want us to live 
there for a while.” 


Hubert’s hands stutter. “Just the two of us?” 


The Covenant hums. “My student will need a place to stay after the 
war, as well as his children. | offered him space in the house. His 


father is an old friend of mine.” 


Ah. 


“Anyone else?” Hubert asks. 


“No idea!” The Covenant almost laughs. “Il never plan to catch 
anybody, but | keep collecting strays by accident. | guess we'll just 
have to see where that takes us.” 


Hubert finds himself leaning closer. “And what happens when you 
have all these people? What will you do when you have all these 
people together?” 


The Covenant blinks. 


He sighs and smiles, putting His aged hand on Hubert’s mane for a 
moment. 


I’m going to live, He softly declares. Now, would you like to live 
with me? 


“| think | would,” Hubert decides. 


36. His Solution Is A Lie 
Summary for the Chapter: 


No one here deserves to die 
except for me, and the monster 
| created! 


“Tubbo,” Quackity calls out, “come here a tick.” 


Tubbo lazily looks out at the elytron past a scarred eye. “What do 
you want, Mr. Vice President?” 


Quackity’s mouth flattens uncomfortably. “Jeez, cool off with the 
business talk. We're both kicked out of the cabinet, kid.” 


“And we both know you’re not here because you want to be,” Tubbo 
flatly points out. “I’ve got shit to do. Make it quick.” 


Quackity sucks in a breath. “You know, uh, that Technoblade guy?” 


“You tried to ask him out on a date before Niki’s birthday,” Tubbo 
recalls. 


“Let’s not dig up the past like that.” 


“And then when he turned you down, you started trying to hook up 
with Wilbur.” Tubbo’s eyes are as unamused as his words. “Loudly.” 


Quackity’s down puffs up defensively. “Listen, I-” He drags his hands 
over his face, willing his golden feathers to smooth out. “My disaster 
of a love life aside. Technoblade! Your general, Technoblade?” 


“What about him?” Tubbo asks, trying not to pick at the scar on his 
face. 


“I've been listening to the guy talk, and... you know the shit he’s 
saying, right? That anarchist stuff?” Quackity shuffles from side to 
side. “| know | can’t exactly afford to talk, but can | get a few 
questions on what the fuck you guys are actually planning to do after 
Schlatt?” 


Tubbo shifts his chair around to face Quackity and takes a deep 
sigh. “Techno is here for Wilbur. And Wilbur has... different ideas 
about the revolution than Pogtopia does. You know that.” 


“Ideas that you’re not correcting Techno on,” Quackity shrewdly 
points out. 


“He has loyalty to us, but...” Tubbo runs his hands through his 
choppy hair. (Gods, he needs a haircut.) “...fuck, the battle’s gonna 
be in a few days! We can’t afford to start arguing philosophy right 
now! What if he takes back his support?” 


Quackity brings his hands up. “Hey, hey! I’m not criticizing you for 
keeping him in the dark. | think it’s a good thing!” 


Tubbo looks up. “You do?” 


“Techno’s your friend, right? But you need his resources now.” 
Quackity shrugs. “You guys both want Schlatt gone. You can debate 
the details after you’ve won.” 


“I dunno, it- it feels like /ying to him.” 


Quackity frowns. “Tubbo, that guy took one of your lives. You really 
give a shit about his feelings?” 


You watched me die and | still give a shit about your feelings. “It was 
a tactical move that | agreed to,” Tubbo wearily points out. “Even if | 
didn’t give a shit about his feelings, | give a shit about how fucked 
we’re gonna be if he gets mad.” 


“But...?” Quackity presses. 


“...but you're right.” Tubbo wearily leans back in his seat. “We need 
his support. Maybe we’re friends, and maybe he’d be alright with us 
being in charge after Schlatt, but we can’t afford to risk it.” He smiles 
grimly. “Better to ask forgiveness than permission, right?” 


Quackity nods. “Right. Right.” 


A short silence falls. 


“Listen, when | ran against Wilbur back in the election, | wasn’t doing 
it to win or get back at him. I’ve got nothing against you guys as 
people. | ran with Schlatt because | lo- | believed he’d be able to 
make decisions | couldn’t. And he did.” Quackity takes a shaking 
breath. “He really fucking did.” 


Tubbo looks off to the side. 


“I'll be there on the 16th,” Quackity finishes. “The day of the battle, 1’ll 
be right with you.” 


“And when you see Schlatt?” 


“That's why I'll be there. I- | made this monster. | gotta see it 
through.” Quackity’s mouth wobbles. “I have to.” 


“You and me both, Quackity. You and me both.” 


37. It's Swell, Though They Tell Me I'm Maladjusted 
Summary for the Chapter: 


and though it may cause my patients distress- 
Somewhere, somewhere in heaven above me 
| know, | know, that my mama's proud of me. 


Manberg is going to be attacked on the 16th. Everyone and their 
mother knows it. Even still, that clustered town along the bay is still 
running. War is on the horizon, and the world continues to spin. 


Seny’s used to it. The war. 


Just- just not here. 


It’s a disappointingly familiar sight for the hulking deerlin- the familiar, 
ant-like traffic of people buying out the last stocks of stores before 
evacuation orders kick in. Floodwater sandbags being repurposed as 
barricades, weapons buried deep between linen and potions of 
healing in baskets of fruit. 


Hundreds of grim faces rushing to prepare for a battle they will never 
deserve to suffer. 


Sisu, of course, is smiling. (They always are.) They’re leafing 
through a tour guide some old elytron lady gave them a few days 
back. It’s outdated- it still has L’manburg on the name rather than 
Manberg, but most of the locations are still the same. 


“| heard they do this really good frozen yogurt near the docks,” the 
small axolotl moblin hums by Seny’s shoulder. 


Seny nods- the movement jostles Sisu’s tiny frame, but their perch 
stays secure. “Might be good to check out later. But we have to pick 
up supplies first.” Seny points to a small grocer with a small crowd 
surrounding it. “I don’t care if Lemon City says we have enough, one 
of those idiots is gonna forget food because they were too busy 
counting potion needles.” 


Sisu’s leans forward staring at Seny, their leaflet abandoned. “You 
mean / have to pick up supplies.” 


Seny huffs. “It's not my fault | can’t fit through these small doors!” He 
gestures to his triangular body and wide antlers, and then back to 
the very unfortunately small entrances more suited for hominids, or 
small moblins. “We can’t exactly wait until my antlers start shedding 
enough to fit through here. This store might not even exist next 
week.” 


Sisu dares to let out a squeaking laugh. That, unlike the smiling 
curve stuck on their mouth, is a little more real. “Sounds like quitters 
talk.” Sisu places their book onto one of Seny’s horns before deftly 


jumping off their perch, landing onto the cold cobbled streets. “The 
usual?” 


“If you can find it.” Seny nods, eyes staring out at the streets. “Just 
be careful.” 


Sisu’s beady eyes blink slowly, and they readjust their water- 
breathing bowtie. “I will try not to be crushed by the blind graceless 
landbreathers.” 


Seny rolls his eyes, leaning next to the door. He stares into the 
snow-fogged windows of the shop, eyes trained on the tiny shape 
disappearing inside. 


Despite the jokes about being crushed, the other shoppers are 
almost a little too aware of Sisu’s presence. It’s hard not to be- a 
golden axolotlin in a red cardigan isn’t exactly a normal sight. 
Against the grim atmosphere of the coming war, their air is almost 
laughably doll-like. A child’s toy waiting to be found in a burned down 
house. 


Something like Sisu does not belong in war. But that is, in the end, 
exactly why the two of them are here. When Manberg falls apart in 
fire and blood, they will be there- the doctors, the nurses, the tent- 
makers, the searchers. Seny’s too-large frame will be there to set 
Manberg’s broken bones and Sisu’s frozen smile will heal what 
remains. 


Hopefully this time around people will know better than to try and 
shoot the doctors. 


Hopefully Seny will not be forced to hurt the people he’s supposed to 
promise to heal. 


Seny hopes for a lot of things. Not all of them are realistic- that is, 
after all, the nature of hoping for things. 


Protecting Sisu is not among those hopes. 


He cannot simply hope. All he can do is become that protection 
himself. 


(It’s his job, after all.) 


“Ayup.” Sisu roughly kicks open the door with comically excessive 
force for their tiny body, still balancing the last of a honey bottle that 
quickly disappears into their inventory. “Got the last of the bottles, 
but we got it. A good thing, too. | got a feeling we'll be dealing with a 
lot of creeper lung when the battle dies down.” 


“| was betting more on burn victims, myself,” Seny notes. “I don’t like 
those firework rounds that have been circulating lately.” 


“I’m worried about the gunpowder storage those other guys are 
using,” Sisu says as they climb back up Seny’s offered arm. “There’s 
no way they’ve got a sterile environment, not with how many stacks 
they've been bragging about. The water contamination is gonna get 
people infected for sure.” 


“At least it’s just gonna be burns and creeper lung,” Seny grimly 
offers. “WWe won’t even need to break out the bone saw.” 


“But | like the bone saw,” Sisu jokes. 


“Well, don’t write the bone saw off completely,” Seny sarcastically 
smiles. “How else are we gonna fit the bodies in all their coffins?” 


38. No One Can Stop Me, For Only | Am In Control 
Summary for the Chapter: 


If you want me, you better contact my people. 
See my crown? | am King. 
| love their endless worshipping... 


Let it never be said that Greater Prime did not love its King. 


Lord Eret-of-rine, how the nation loved her. 


How they loved her charming interest in antiques and history, her 
interest in public restoration. How they loved her for daring tailors to 
fashion anything and everything for her, to claim their names on the 
royal stage with her as their calling card. How they loved her for her 
efforts towards public medicine, the push for Lemon City to consider 
dysphoria a matter of public health and provide shape-changing 
masks as a prospective treatment, not simply the more drastic 
measure of potions. 


Lord Eret, the kindly King. The beautiful King. 


The masked King. 


As far back as anyone can remember, Lord Eret has never shown 
her face- not entirely. Her eyes have always been a hidden, private 
mystery. Even her crown hides her eyes, a dark gilded mask 
creeping over her vision. 


Lord Eret-of-rine, how the nation loved her. 


How the nation loved her, and the Prophet did not. 


The Prophet had only ever held love for the late King Corvus- no 
other King before, or since, could ever measure up to him. It did not 
matter if the Prophet himself had endorsed Eret’s promotion, sung 
her wartime praises himself. He held no love for her, and the King 
held no love in turn. 


No one was really sure when that unloved politeness had turned into 
something else. 


When did the King’s smile begin to waver at the prospect of 
unexpected guests? When did her footsteps grow nervous whenever 
she passed by the smiling masks of her own kingsguard? When did 
servants know to offer sleeping potions after the Prophet's visits? 


When did the King start to be afraid of the Dreamweaver’s chosen 
Prophet? 


-<>Y<>- 


“What do you think gives you power?” 


Hunter stares at Eret from across the room. 


“Is it your crown?” He walks closer and closer, right up to the foot of 
the throne itself, until he looms. “Is it the fact that you’re King?” 


“Those who are given power... hold onto it,” Eret slowly starts. 


Hunter steps back, and Eret breathes. “Okay. How?” 


“| think respect is a big thing.” 


Hunter stills. (Still, like a statue, as if he simply forgot to breathe.) 
“Sure. Respect is a big thing.” 


He steps forward again. 


“If respect is the only thing protecting you from a knife in the back,” 
Hunter asks, tilting his head, “respect is nothing, right?” 


Eret moves her finger lightly across her face. “What are you saying, 
Hunter?” 


“’m saying you don’t have power because of your crown- you have 
power because of me.” Hunter puts his boot up on the arm of Eret’s 
throne. “And other members of the server like Punz and Sapnap, 
that give you power, by protecting you and protecting your kingship. 
Am | wrong?” 


Eret looks down. “You're not wrong.” 


The world blinks, and Hunter was never by the throne at all- merely 
standing in the hall, before the throne, as respect demands. 


“Now, I’m not saying for you to do anything- I’m actually saying the 
opposite. You should do nothing, because you are the King of the 
Dreamlands.” 


Dreamlands. Not Greater Prime. Dreamlands. 


“This is a war between two other factions- the Dreamland is not 
involved, or getting involved, or implying involvement.” 


Strange how the Prophet’s own involvement apparently doesn’t 
count. 


“You are the King,” Hunter says. “You stay neutral. You let Pogtopia 
and L’'manburg work it out, and see what happens, and- y’know-” 
Hunter shrugs. “Hopefully there’ll be neither afterwards. And it’s only 
more land for you. Right?” 


Eret’s head leans on a prim finger as she takes a breath. “So your 
plan is that they cancel eachother out and we reap the benefits.” 


“The plan is that there’s no Manberg, there’s no L’'manburg, there’s 
no Pogtopia- there’s just Dreamland.” Hunter gestures around the 
throne room. “There’s Dreamland everywhere. And that’s been my 
plan since the very beginning. I’ve never- I’ve never wavered on 
that.” 


Hunter’s head tilts up at Eret. 


“That's why | had you betray them.” He looks off to the side. “And 
that’s why | gave you kingship. | felt like you would be a good king 
because you're neutral.” 


Eret huffs. 


“| feel like you don’t really push for power,” Hunter notes. “You’re not 
very, like, vengeful - y’know- like, you don’t hold grudges. You're very 
neutral! You’re kind of the head of everything.” He gestures at the 
King and her spot on the throne. “You sit there, and you look pretty, 
and that’s it. Right?” 


There’s a short silence. 


“Yeah,” Eret says in a small voice. 


“Right?” Hunter repeats, a little more forcefully this time. 


“Yes, sire,” Eret whispers. 


“Right.” Hunter looks down at himself, making no comment at the 
way Eret clutches her hands together. “Well, that’s all | had to say.” 


He steps back. 


“Remember where your power comes from. It doesn’t come from a 
pretty little crown. It comes from an axe and a shield. 
Understand?” 


Eret looks down at the floor. “l understand.” 


“Alright,” Hunter flippantly acknowledges as he disappears. “I will see 
you soon.” 


Eret watches him leave. 


She waits and waits until there are no guards to protect what 
happens next. 


She waits until she is completely, entirely alone. 


She collapses back into her chair, takes off her crown, and tries not 
to let her hands shake any more than they already are. 


“Fuck.” 


39. And | Don't Understand How They Got Me 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And | don't understand why they hold me! 
Please, oh God, nothing more | can give them! 
And | don't get a chance to resist them! 


She had been organizing relief efforts for the anticipated refugees of 
Manberg’s upcoming battle when the kingsguard came for her. 


It always comes down to the kingsguard in the end, doesn't it? 


It always does. 


The kingsguard, personally selected and trained by the Prophet 
himself. The kingsguard, currently headed by Captain Halo- Captain 
Sapnap Fireborn Halo, who had been sworn in under King Regent 
Dreamhunter, not King Eret-of-rine, and never saw the need to 
change his loyalties. 


The kingsguard came for her quietly. Respectfully, as a kindly King 
might deserve. She allowed herself to be marched to her own throne 
room like a prisoner awaiting sentence. 


(No shock, no protest, only quiet acceptance. Perhaps there’s 
something sad in the fact that she could not even muster up the 
illusion of surprise.) 


She stands in front of the throne and takes no seat. 


And the Prophet asks her to take off her crown. 


The King does not move. 


Once upon a dream, the Prophet might have been kinder. Once 
upon a dream, he would never have dared to ask. He would have 
cornered her quietly, perhaps simply asked her to cede the throne, 
and she would have done so gracefully, if not reluctantly. 


(But war so often turns dreams into nightmares.) 


The King does not move, and the Prophet begins to raise the sharp 
end of his shield. 


The shield does not find its mark- it never needed to. King Eret-of- 
rine takes off her crown... and the mask that came with it. 


For the first time in history, Greater Prime sees the King’s face. 


The wide, defiant eyes of Eret-of-rine. 


The white, blinding eyes of Eret-of-rine. 


(Once, those eyes belonged to a devil, and his name was 
Herobrine.) 


The kingsguard dares not even touch her as they walk her out of the 
castle gates- the very castle she built and designed by her hands so 
very long ago. 


(A castle with blinding twists and secret doors, made real by the 
eyes of Herobrine.) 


She is not afforded a cloak to hide her face- not even the luxury of 
something to tie over her eyes. Riding a skeleton horse, there for all 
the nation to see, her bare face is paraded in broad daylight, and not 
even the sun can disguise the searing starlight caught in her eyes. 


Her march is unstoppable. Nothing dared to cross her path. Not 
carriages, not horses, not even passing birds in their flight. All things 
living fled from Lord Eret-of-rine. 


And when night falls (as all things do), she is given no torches for her 
safe passage. She did not need it. Even the night creatures feared 
the path of Lord Eret-of-rine. 


The beautiful, kindly uncrowned King that bore the eyes of 
Herobrine. 


40. Look At Me, Still Talking When There's Science To Do 
Summary for the Chapter: 
When | look out there, it makes me glad I'm not you. 


I've experiments to run, there is research to be done 
on the people who are still alive. 


Diary of Oswyn Von Bechler, The Third 


Journal Entry 1: 


It has come to my attention that one of the more isolated servers 
nicknamed the "Dreamland" is a perfect target for my research. 


The easy access to the Nether realms is something that | appreciate 
in any server, but in this case, the Nether is almost untouched from 
overworld and sky meddling- except for the highways, which is to be 
expected. 


My expedition has led me to the edges of one of the less trafficked 
fortresses. 


However, what | found shocked me. A fully adult piglin was just 
hanging out on top of the fortresses roof, soloing all of the wither 


skeletons nearby. For what purpose this piglin was doing this | 
cannot discern, but one thing for sure is that | am terrified of them. 


Journal Entry 2: 


| came back on another day to discover that the piglin was still there. 
| kept my distance. | would like to talk to them, but | do not know 
enough Khorsh for even the briefest of interactions. (Such a failure 
will haunt me forever.) 


| spend some time studying them, in the meantime. They are an 
excellent fighter with a strange black and gold mask covering their 
face. They even took out several wither skeletons at once! 


It is a shame that most of the bodies disintegrate on death. Their 
uniquely black bones are something | have wanted to study for a 
while now. 


Journal Entry 3: 


It is now the third day in a row that | have come to the fortress only to 
find again that the piglin fighter is still here. | was almost certain that | 
would arrive before him as it is such an early click in the morning. 


But that is not what caught my eye on this fine day. You see, the 
piglin fighter has started making a pyramid of wither skulls. Intact 
ones too! It's a slightly wobbly structure near the edge of the 
fortress. 


It is risky, but | have decided to steal one for research purposes. The 
piglin probably won't mind me taking one. 


Journal Entry 4: 


They noticed. 


Journal Entry 5: 


| am a dumbass. It is a fact. But | did manage to actually acquire one 
of the wither skulls! You see, my elfin form is a frog. It served me on 
many occasions to slip out of the grasp of mobs and other nasties, 
but today might be my crown moment of dumb luck! 


You can imagine, as a frog, | am very small- in fact, small enough to 
fit inside one of the skulls! 


| tried to approach and take a skull without making a sound, but | 
ended up destroying the pyramid of skulls, and in my panic 
transformed into my frog form before hopping into one of the skulls. 


The piglin of course investigated but | managed to hop away before 
they could react. 


Finally, actually good resources for my studies! | cannot wait to begin 
my research. 


Journal Entry 6: 


| have come to the conclusion that wither skeletons are even worse 
than endermen. 


After some rudimentary tests | have found evidence of broken souls 
and spirits trapped within the skull. The spinal cord attached to the 
skull seems to be filled with a sort of liquid soul sand, after placing it 
through the brewing process I’ve found that it reacts negatively to 
almost any other magical substance. It taints even the most 
mundane potion with a wither effect. 


| managed to get into this city's temple to see if the liquid could be 
neutralized by divine magic. Instead it quite literally blew up. Luckily 
the priest managed to cover their face- but unfortunately both the 
priest and | sustained small black burns to our forearms. 


After checking with two very eclectic doctors I’ve unfortunately found 
that the burns will not respond to medicine and will be permanently 
etched into my arms for a long long time- maybe even as long as | 
live. 


| theorize that this explosive nature of the liquid is the base of the so 
called ‘wither effect’. 


Journal Entry 7: 


| have seen something indescribable. 


Beyond comprehension. 


| do not know by what means that piglin warrior brought such a beast 
into the world, and | think, perhaps, | do not want to know. 


| am hearing whispers of a war on this server. 


| fear for whatever side will face the other end of this warrior’s 
withered rituals. 


41. Father McKenzie, Writing The Words Of A Sermon 
That No One Will Hear 


Summary for the Chapter: 


No one comes near. 

Look at him working. Darning his socks in the night when there's 
nobody there. 

What does he care? 


The stage follows as such: Schlatt stands, ultimately, entirely alone. 
If there is any loyalty left to him, it is the indirect love of his country. 
His cabinet has, one by one, defected to Pogtopia, and... well. As 
lovely as it is to boost the numbers, this does mean that the 
president of Manberg now holds a seat of completely unchecked 
power. Not a good position for an angry, desperate alcoholic to be 
holding. 


The main concern at this point is the Manberg army that will defend 
the presidency if not Schlatt himself, as well as any mercenary units 
Schlatt will be acquiring. 


Techno suspects at this point that Lagos and his too-loyal kingsguard 
are among that number. Not in a bid of support, but to weaken both 
sides of the war. Regardless of intent, it will make things... difficult. 


The King of Greater Prime has also been dethroned. Another one of 
Lagos' strange, unreadable moves as of late. Lagos has always 


been a touch chaotic, but he’d been predictably, neutrally so. These 
sudden political maneuvers just don’t make sense from someone like 
him. 


In the time since Techno saw him last, the Dreamweaver has 
seemingly turned into an entirely different person. Dropping and 
catching factions with the drop of a hat, his words manic with a 
sudden unknowable energy. In his last messages to Pogtopia, he so 
graciously let slip that there was a traitor in their ranks, and Techno 
no longer knows if he can even trust a word coming out of the god’s 
mouth. 


Data, data, data. It all comes down to the data, and Techno is sorely 
lacking. 


It no longer matters at this point. 


The revolution is upon them, and Techno no longer has time to think 
about data. 


He does not have time to think about potential traitors in the ranks. 
(If they were going to betray, they lost their chance.) 


He does not have time to think about Wilbur. (The man will be fine 
when Manberg is gone.) 


He does not have time to think about Tubbo and Quackity’s 
increasingly prodding questions about what he will do after Manberg 
falls. (They can burn that bridge when Manberg actually falls. ) 


He doesn't have time. 


He is running out of time. 


He checks his supplies one last time. 


-<>9Y<>- 


"Hubert-” The Covenant turns over His words for a moment. “Hubert, 
this may be the last time we see each other.” 


“Why would it be?” Hubert asks as he busies himself with readying 
more firework rounds. 


The Covenant pauses in His preparations and looks to His vassal. 


“Hubert, please look at me.” 


The Covenant often asks him this. It is one of the few requests that 
Hubert cannot quite manage to fulfill. He knows- he knows that he’s 
not meant to avoid the Covenant’s gaze, but still. 


It is difficult to look his god in the eyes. 


“Hubert, please, don't look away.” There’s something strange in the 
old stag’s tone, almost pleading. “Don't look away from me, Hubert.” 


So he doesn’t. Hubert turns to the Covenant, looking at His aged, 
unmasked face. 


(It is getting easier to do so. Strange.) 


The Covenant’s eyes soften. 


“Thank you.” 


Thank you, as if Hubert had suddenly offered Him the sun by virtue 
of his presence alone. Maybe, to the Covenant, Hubert has done 
exactly that. In the short time Hubert has known Him, there is 
something so... deeply inescapably sad in his words. Surrounded by 
many, and yet entirely alone. 


“Why would we never see each other again?” Hubert decides to ask. 


“Even the gods may die,” the Covenant recites. “Every fight could be 
my last. | made my peace with that a long time ago.” 


“But not this one,” Hubert decides. “Not yet.” 


The Covenant might have smiled then. “Swear it.” 


Hubert tilts his head. 


“If this isn’t my last battle, swear it. Give me your blessing.” 


“l- | will see you again,” Hubert hesitantly says. 


The Covenant squints in a friendly, almost teasing way. “Are you 
asking me or telling me?” 


“| will see you again.” 


The Covenant nods. “Now | have to come back. You promised.” 


Hubert laughs lightly. “So | did.” 


“Thank you.” The Covenant places His old mask over His weathered 
face once more. “I love you, Hubert.” 


‘l-” | wish you had more to love in this place than me. “-thank you, 
sir.” 


“Someone named me Technoblade once,” the Covenant confesses 
as he leaves. “Maybe one day you could use it, if you wanted.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The night before the decided battle, Technoblade is alone. 


No one left him alone on purpose- not really- they just... ignored him. 
They all broke off to embrace in their old friendships and reminisce 
on the L’manburg that was. 


And Technoblade wasn’t a part of that. 


Wilbur was the face and voice, Tommy the heart and drive. 


But Technoblade, the engine and general of the revolution, has no 
L’manburg to remember or fight for. 


And Pogtopia saw no need to give him one. 


He was only ever a Blade to bare at their enemy and nothing more. 
Not to them. Not in this mindless battle he came to fight in one last 
time for his sounder. 


Perhaps that’s when he should have realized that it was always 
meant to end in tears. 


(But he didn't.) 


(The revolution held out its hands and asked for the world, and fool 
that he was, he gave it to them.) 


42. And The Ramblers Will Say It's Got A Marvelous View 
Summary for the Chapter: 


But they don't know how many lives it took, no- 
they'll never know what you knew. 
And we're so calm but we're (fucking scared, fucking scared)- 


When Techno had been sitting through Pogtopia having the gall to 
call himself poor while wearing full netherite, Tommy kind of thought 
he was being a spoiled dickhead. Or just sarcastic. 


Tommy had failed to consider that Techno had been calling himself 
poor because he couldn't properly flex his true wealth. 


“Now this,” Techno loudly barks as he leads the _ revolution 
underground, “this is the vault!” 


Wall to fucking blackstone wall- that is the vault. Wall to wall racks of 
guns and blades and bullets and bolts. Shields slotted in neat little 
rows next to axes fit to break them, and pistols loaded with 
enderpearls. Entire closets of gambeson armor for anyone who 
could fit in it, and yes, even rocket launchers. 


Good fucking gods. Techno’s a terrifying man. 


“| have spent two weeks puttin’ this together,” Techno gleefully 
confesses. “Il need Manberg to be gone.” 


Tommy sees Wilbur’s tired eyes curiously inspect packs of hollow 
potion-infused bullets for his shotgun. Fundy rifles through some field 
rations and Niki tries a shield. 


Quackity cackles, his messy ponytail of uncut hair falling over the 
elytron’s golden down as he sharply swivels his head around at the 
shining labels of the chests. “How much free time do you have?” 


Techno laughs wearily. “| spend a /ot of time on this server.” 


Tommy looks briefly at Techno’s chipped hooves and scratched 
palms and he understands, with a sort of sick, awed inevitability, that 
the only supplier that Techno could have gone to for all this was 
himself. 


“You-” Tubbo sputters as he paws through an open chest of emerald 
coinage. “-you disgust and amaze me at the same time.” 


“WE’VE GOT THE BLADE!” someone shouts. 


A resounding cheer echoes throughout the vault, punctuated with 
claps and sharp whistles. “WE’VE GOT THE BLADE, BABY!” 


“Wilbur, you have no armor,” Techno points out, a slight frown 
showing even from under his mask. 


“| don’t need armor,” Wilbur dismissively refutes. 


“| mined all that netherite for nothing,” Techno wavers. 


“No, no-” Wilbur tilts his head up at the taller man. “I still appreciate 
it.” 


Pogtopia sets their respawns in a provided set up- another one of 
the many gratefully taken practical riches of the vault- and meet up 
at the end of an abandoned West Lore train track. 


“Hey guys!” Tommy shouts at the crowd. “If we all go HUMINA 
HUMINA HUMINA it'll sound funny!” 


Pogtopia laughs and breaks out into a disjointed chorus of HUMINA 
HUMINA HUMINA as they leisurely march down the train tracks. 


“You know what?” Techno jokes. “Gimme all my stuff back. You don't 
deserve it.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Tommy, you know the rules,” Wilbur whispers to him. “If we fail, it’s 
goin’ up.” 


Ah. Of course. Wilbur’s still on about his fucking bomber plot, of 
course he is. 


(He’s not gonna fucking do it. He’s just being crazy again.) 


“We can't fail,” Fundy dismisses. 


“That’s what me and Tommy said about the election,” Wilbur darkly 
smiles, “and look where we are.” 


“Wil, we have the Blade,” Fundy insists. “We have the gear. We’re so 
ready!” He gestures at the gathered revolutionaries. “We've got 
teammates! We've got gear! We got equipment! We've got 
everything!” 


Wilbur snorts to himself, but he doesn’t argue any further. 


Quackity stops at the head of the group as they head towards the 
beginning of the central train tracks, giving one last push for any 
traitor to reveal themselves. Like all the other times, no one steps up 
except for Wilbur making a few jokes about it being him when 
Quackity threatens to kill whoever it is. 


(He’s just being crazy again. He'll get over it when they win.) 


-<>Y<>- 


They reach Manberg’s borders by sundown. The first wave of 
soldiers is a small group of snipers clustered in one of Eret’s old 
watchtowers. The resulting siege lasts both an age and an instant- a 
tower seized so that they themselves can set up rocket launchers to 
fire at the enemies below. 


(Enemies. Less than a year ago, Tommy commanded these soldiers 
themselves, and Fundy has stood among them. Now look at them 
both- shooting them down like snakes in the grass.) 


“HOLD THE LINE!” the Blade coldly shouts over Fundy’s misgivings, 
his massive sword bearing down on shields like a battering ram. His 
brick wall of a body moves like a glitch across the battlefield at unfair 
speeds, a whirl of leaping, low-to-the-ground motions heralded by 
the generous crackle of pearling teleportation. 


They push through the empty docks and the abandoned graveyard. 
Fundy takes a moment to notice that Tubbo has his own grave- did 
Schlatt mourn his right hand man, presumed dead after the festival? 


(Did Schlatt mourn Fundy when he left?) 


Fundy doesn't have time to think about these things. All he can do is 
survive and try not to think about whether the bodies he’s cutting 
down are going to respawn or not. 


He hears Wilbur’s needle-sharp screech echo across the heart of 
Manberg. 


The army stills just in time to see Hunter raises his hands in 
surrender, staring Wilbur straight in the eyes. Fundy can feel, from 
his untrained divine senses, a Prophet and a son of an Angel 
carrying some unspoken conversation. 


(Where’s Schlatt?) 


Something shifts on Wilbur’s face. “Weapons down,” he whispers. 
“WEAPONS DOWN!” he shouts. 


Quackity sputters. “What- why-” 


“Do it,” Wilbur coldly orders. 


Pogtopia lowers its guns and shields. 


“We would like to surrender,” Hunter slowly says, “and it’s because 
Schlatt is an idiot. And... | have to show you something.” 


He leads them towards- towards Wilbur’s old van, of all things. 


It hasn’t seen use since before the Independence War- Wilbur hadn’t 
properly worked or lived out of it since he first took office. It was only 
kept around as a relic of the past, a reminder of the caravans that 
first took the people of Halfmoon to what would one day be 
L’manburg. 


And there’s one person inside. 


The Manberg President, Jebidiah Schlatt, huddled on the floor of a 
busted food truck clutching a half-empty bottle of whiskey like his life 
depends on it. 


-<>Y<>- 


Schlatt doesn’t actually Know how long he’s been on the floor, and 
he doesn’t care. He probably should, but he can’t muster a scrap 
fucking pixel for whatever’s about to happen next. 


He’s just... tired. So, so tired. 


He’s so tired and everything hurts. 


He sees Wilbur. 


(Wilbur?) 


“Schlatt, what are you doing?” someone asks. 


Schlatt blearily looks around. Wow. That’s a lot of people in shiny... 
shinies. Yep. Wearing shiny whatevers as they look down at him. 
“The hell- is this a surprise birthday party?” 


That’s a lot of guns. 


He hears a scattered bout of confused laughter echo throughout the 
space around him. At least he’s still got that. 


“What are you-” Wilbur tilts his head, red eyes peering down at him. 
(He always had pretty eyes. Fuckin’... pretty boy.) “Why are you in 
my drug van?” 


Mm. Drugs. Schlatt knows what that is. Definitely. He’s been on so 
many drugs. 


Everything hurts. Everything hurts, | just want it to stop. 


Bottle. Whiskey bottle. Drink the- drink the whiskey. Drink the 
whiskey and forget about it until tomorrow, and maybe tomorrow will 
hurt less. 


There’s idiots asking if he’s drinking. Of course he’s fucking drinking. 
It’s the only thing that works any more. 


(The pain meds stopped working three weeks ago.) 


He lets the burn slide down his throat and ignores the powdery 
texture. (He forgot he started to mix his muscle powders in there. 
Hah.) 


Muscles, ‘cus- ‘cus he can’t stop losing muscle. He’s gotta keep 
getting that shit back before he withers down to bones! Dystrophy is 
funnnnnnnnnnn. 


He clenches his hands around his gripper tool a few times. 


“He hasn’t changed,” Quackity’s disappointed voice decides. 


“Is this what you wanted to show me, Hunter?" 


“Is this your leader, Hunter?” 


“No, this is not my leader.” 


Oh, yeah. Hunter. That guy who says he’s Hunter. They were they 
were they were- FUCKING FOCUS, IDIOT- they were in kahoots 
over... something. Schlatt gave not-Hunter the dusty book in his 
closet because- because- because- 


Oh. 


Oh. 


For the last time in his life, Schlatt understands exactly what’s going 
on. 


He’s fucked. 


They’re fucked. 


They’re all fucked, and they don’t even know it. They don’t know, 
they don’t know THEY DON’T KNOW- 


He tries to push himself back to his feet. C'mon. C’mon, WORK! 


“Is he doing push-ups?” 


“That's kind of pathetic, actually?” 


“He’s trainin’ in the van.” 


You idiots. You fucking idiots. We’re FUCKED. 


Wilbur’s got a knife in his hands. Oh, joy. He’s saying something to 
Hunter. They’re just- they're just all standing around with Wilbur right 
there like everything's fine! 


Schlatt roughly pushes himself back up to his feet. His head lolls up 
to the ceiling. He sees a familiar shape peering at him through the 
open vent hole. 


“Fundy?” Schlatt unevenly shouts. “What are you doing here?” 


Get out of here, kid. Don’t you know what’s happening? 


(Can't you feel it, too?) 


“Fundy, are you-” He shoves his bottle against Fundy’s armored 
chest. “You bitch.” 


Get out of here, GET OUT OF HERE, YOU’LL- GOD FUCKING 
DAMN IT, NO ONE’S LISTENING- 


There’s a crowd of disjointed shouts as Schlatt rams his breaking 
bottle against Fundy’s body. He doesn’t fucking care. Fundy can 


hate his guts until the day they both die, he doesn’t care as long as 
Fundy is anywhere but here when- 


Someone slaps the bottle out of his hands. 


“Schlatt, you fucked up the country!” Fundy sadly cries out. 
“Everything! You had a dream and | followed it, but you brought 
everything downhill! You ruined it, you ruined everything!” 


Schlatt feels an unsteady laugh build in his throat. Of course he 
fucked it up! How couldn't he fuck it up? It was always gonna end in 
a fuck up, ‘cus they’re fucked, they were fucked the moment Wilbur 
sunk his blood into the ground and called it L’manburg- 


“| thought you were something,” Fundy stresses. 


Schlatt sways on his feet. You and me both, kiddo. 


“Yeah,” Schlatt roughly growls out, “| am somethin’. I’m what you’re 
not, Fundy.” 


“What?” Fundy flatly sneers. “What am | not?” 


Someone who’s not gonna live if you aren't 5 kiloblocks away from 
this place. 


Schlatt smiles cruelly. “I’m a man.” 


(It’s funny. He can see the exact moment Fundy’s heart breaks. ) 


“Yeah, that’s right,” Schlatt mockingly insists. 


“Okay, that’s it.” Wilbur’s sharp talons curl into Schlatt’s shoulder. 
“Schlatt, are you ready to have this end now? Are you ready to die? 
Are you ready to fucking die, Schlatt?” 


Are you? Schlatt hysterically wonders. 


“FUCK OFF!” Schlatt shouts in his face. 


You, you, |T WAS YOU, YOU GREEDY SON OF A BITCH, IT WAS 
YOU- 


“Put that broken bottle down, put that broken bottle down!” 


Strangers roughly grab him and force him onto his knees. 


Tommy’s pointing a gun at his face. 


“Y’know,” Schlatt confesses, “if | die, this country goes down with 


me. 


I’m the only one who knows. I’m the only one who can see it, please- 
please- we're all gonna die- 


“No, it doesn’t, Schlatt.” 


A dying laugh gurgles in Schlatt’s throat, pitching his words with a 
jilted sing-song tone. “Oh-hoho, you’re gonna wanna know, Tommy 
Innit...” 


“You could have had it all, Schlatt,” Quackity might have said. 


“| had everybody turn on me,” Schlatt distantly surmises. “In my time 
of need, everybody left.” He turns his face to Quackity. “You left. You 
fat ass- you and your fat ass both left-” 


“IT HAD TO GO!” Quackity screeches. “IT HAD TO GO, we made a 
mistake! 


Schlatt lets a distasteful noise fly out of his mouth as he punches 
someone else’s gun into Quackity’s chest. It’s a useless fucking 
effort and he falls back against an empty container and there’s a gun 
against his throat and he sees Quackity’s beautiful angry dark eyes 
and- 


“Quackity, don’t kill me,” Schlatt hears himself whimper. “Don’t kill 
me, I’m scared of death.” 


Please. Please, we’re all gonna die. (| don’t wanna die.) 


And- oh, god, Quackity’s shouting about- fuckin’ houses and shit, 
about how this is all Schlatt’s fault- gods, gods, he knows, he knows 
already, he doesn’t care about that anymore. 


“| tried learning!” Quackity despairs in response to something Schlatt 
says. “l tried to learn! | tried to impress you and you took down my 
house! | wanted you to see me and you wouldn't?’ 


“Kill him!” someone shouts. 


The crowd around them rises with the chant. 


“KILL HIM, KILL HIM, KILL HIM-” 


It pounds in his ears. It pounds down his horns and his skull, it 
pounds like the blood of gods that’s been buried in the soil under him 
for 15 years and it- 


-and it- 


-and it- 


Hunter shakes at his shoulder. “Schlatt?” 


Schlatt twitchingly turns his eyes to the dead face of God and he 
feels nothing. 


And that, more than anything, is a more terrifying world than he 
could ever bear. 


A shaking, trembling sound catches on his caving lungs. The 
pressure in his heart pounds faster and faster until it doesn’t stop 
stop stop STOP STOP STOP IT | DON’T WANNA D- 


-<>9Y<>- 


[Jebidiah Schlatt fell out of the world.] 


43. OH! WHAT AM I FIGHTING FOR? WHAT HAVE | 
DONE? 


Summary for the Chapter: 


OH! 
What am | DYING FOR? 
(What have we all become?) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


OH! MAKE YOU LIVE THROUGH THE PRESSURE. 
OH! MAKE YOU LIVE THROUGH THE PAIN. 
OH! SACRIFICE YOU FOR NOTHING... 


And Manberg is gone. 


It's a hollow victory- but then again, most victories are, where war is 
concerned. War is, itself, a form of failure. Victory is only a matter of 
who fails better. 


And Pogtopia has certainly accomplished that. 


All the mercenaries have fallen back thanks to Lagos' interference, 
and whatever of Manberg’s military is left has surrendered. 
Pogtopia’s cobbled together revolution staggers into the main square 
in front of the presidential stage while Lagos and his kingsguard 
stand in silent watch of the proceedings. 


And then Wilbur turns to Tommy. 


“Tommy- Tommy, | Know you thought you'd never hear me say this, 
but-” Wilbur looks up to the microphone. “Tommy Innit, take your 
place on the podium and give us a speech. Or should | say, 
President Elect Tommy Innit.” 


President Elect. 


Techno watches with hollow eyes as Tommy nervously but happily 
takes the stage. 


President Elect Tommy Innit. 


Something taps out on his comm. 


[rabbit_season started whispering to you.] 


rabbit_season: never thought i'd see you bowing to tommyinnit 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Hello, everyone.” Tommy lets out a halting laugh. “It looks like we 
won!” 


People are cheering around him. Fundy can barely hear it. 


“And | never thought I’d say this, but even after the hardships, the 
tyranny we've been through-” 


President Elect Tommy Innit. Tommy Atkins Innit, back on top again. 


“Wilbur, Tubbo, after everything- it was meant to be!” 


Fundy feels Hunter’s gaze boring into the would-be president. “I’m 
not bowing to you, Tommy.” 


Fundy hears the Blade making some kind of joke about how no one 
is bowing anyways- they’re all standing- and it rouses a laugh that he 
can't even hear over the ringing in his own ears because Tommy 
FUCKING INNIT GETS TO HAVE EVERYTHING ALL OVER 
AGAIN- 


“Wilbur, | can’t be the president.” 


A pressure lifts. Things make sense again. Of course Tommy would 
turn it down. He wouldn’t- he doesn't have those kinds of ambitions. 
Tommy’s always been a simple man. 


Tommy says something about unfinished business- something 
between him and Hunter that would make it unfair to take a 
presidency- and he asks Wilbur to take his place. And Wilbur... 
declines. 


“Techno, you've taught me alot. You’ve taught me that government 
is... not the way to go. And | agree with you. Everything you've said, 
| completely agree with you, it’s-” Wilbur stammers over his words as 
he looks his old teacher in the eye. “-while | can’t say how other 
governments are run, | think it would be hypocritical of me to run a 
government. So... I’m gonna hand off the presidency to someone.” 


A sigh. 


“It's important to know how to say goodbye to a nation. My 
L'manburg. And there’s only one other person who could possibly be 
the president.” 


The crowd expectantly looks to Fundy. Fundy blinks. He looks up at 
his father. 


It- it could be him, right? /t has to be. 


It would have been poetic, wouldn't it? The entire country that Wilbur 
built, passed down to the very child he built it for. And Fundy would 
have taken that change of power with grace. 


(But he didn't.) 


“Tubbo, | want you to come onto this stage.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wilbur’s gone. He- he disappeared into the crowd a while ago. 


Techno doesn’t know and he’s not sure if he can afford to care, 
because he’s staring at President Elect Underscore on that stage. 


President Elect. What election? They just picked a guy and ran with 
it. 


This- 


-this isn’t a revolution. It was never a revolution, there is no 
revolution. 


There is no liberation. 


There is no freedom. 


There is only the replacing of one tyrant with another. And they 
used him to ensure it. 


Techno lets out a small laugh. 


They used him. 


... They used him. 


His hands can’t stop shaking. He can’t stop thinking about it. 


Every glance, every conversation. 


Every idle secret, every gift taken, every little comment about the 
future that didn’t quite make sense, but he let happen anyway, 
because they'd just burn that bridge when they got to it. 


And oh, that bridge has burned. 


Technoblade, Blood of the Covenant, Emperor Snow and the king of 
nothing, watches another tyrant be crowned by his own hands, and it 
burns like Rot in his lungs. 


The very thought of Lmanburg burns. 


It burns. All of it burns now. 


It burns like everything he ever gave them. It burns like empty 
promises breaking apart in his hands, the weight of the golden 
laurels on his head twisting and sharpening into an angry Covenant’s 
crown upon his mane, like it screams, 


Like it screams. 


Then scream, his chorus croons. Give us the war you want. 


And his name was the Blood of the Covenant and that Covenant 
screams l|ike an ampitheatre chorus in his skull, it screams 


You used me, 


You used me, 


You used me you used me you used me YOU USED ME YOU 
USED ME- 


44. So Come One, Come All, And See The Apathy! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The rings of gray stencils that fill the tapestry! 

| look to all of you and see a different fucking species! Aspiration 
for a different destination to me. 

Across the Pennines, there's a thin blue line, a knife and a mall- 
would do something, if it wasn't all so effortful. 

‘Cause I'm so high, my brain can't even look at the fall, 

and when you've reached the top THERE'S NOWHERE ELSE 
TO GO BUT- 


Chekhov's gun. 


Remove everything that has no relevance to the story. If you say in 
the first chapter that there is a rifle hanging on the wall, in the second 
or third chapter it absolutely must go off. If it's not going to be fired, it 
shouldn't be hanging there. 


One must never place a loaded rifle on the stage if it isn't going to go 
off. It's wrong to make promises you don't mean to keep. 


It all comes down to Chekhov’s gun, doesn’t it? Remove everything 
that has no relevance to the story. 


Schlatt is gone. Wilbur has said his final goodbyes, appointed his 
successor, and walked off the grassy hill of oblivion. 


Wilbur no longer has relevance to this story. He is removing 
unnecessary elements from the narrative. 


Besides. 


He’s always wondered if all that TNT he buried still works. 


He walks into his old tunnel, embracing the spider-crawling feeling in 
his elytra like an old friend as the cramped space presses down 
upon him. 


Whenever he’s here, he’s reminded of the song he scribbled 
(scratched) (scratched with bloody, bloody talons) on the walls. 
Reminded that- 


That there was a special place- was a special place, where men 
could go and emancipate. There was definitely that special place 
that existed... once. 


It did. 


(It did.) 


But even with Tubbo in charge, Wilbur doesn’t think it can exist 
again. 


Wilbur slumps onto a wooden stool and stares at the wall. He 
thumbs through his pockets, fishing out the old toll crow he’d 
snatched all those years ago. He considers its dead form for a 
moment. 


“Button’s right there,” he mutters to his captive companion. “If I’m 
gonna press it ever, it’s now.” 


(His hand is shaking. He’s not sure it’s just an itch for a cigarette.) 


“THE THING THAT | BUILT THIS NATION FOR DOESN'T EXIST 
ANYMORE!” Wilbur shouts into his coffin. “The thing | worked 
towards doesn’t exist anymore. It’s over.” 


The toll crow, for the first time, tilts its head. 


[What are you doing?] it says in his father’s voice. 


Wilbur stills. 


“..Phil?” he calls out in a small voice. 


[What are you doing.] 


Wilbur’s hands curl tighter around the toll crow, eyes fixed straight 
ahead. “Where are you?” 


[I’m joining the server right now.] 


Wilbur’s breath quickens. No. No, no, no, this can’t be happening. 


His head snaps around, hollow eyes staring into the empty tunnel 
behind him. “Il wasn’t doing anything,” he quickly says. “We just 
made Tubbo president, we- we, um- we made Tubbo president, and 
we won! We won the war, Schlatt’s gone. Schlatt’s gone.” 


Fuck, fuck, Philza doesn’t know about the war! He doesn’t know 
about Schlatt! FUCK FUCK FUCK- 


[Uh-huh.] The toll crow blindly inclines its head towards Wilbur’s 
voice. [So, you are where exactly now?] 


“...[n L’manburg,” Wilbur slowly says. He turns back to the wall and 
gestures vaguely with his hands. “The sort of- the area- you wouldn’t 
know, | don’t think you’ve been here. But it’s the area around 
L’manburg.” He smiles nervously. “It’s complicated. Y’know, 
geography and that.” He turns around again. “It’s geography and...” 


He trails off. 


“Stuff.” 


Wilbur Soot stares into an empty tunnel. 


The Angel of Death stares back. 


“Mhmm.” Philza leans on his cane. “/n L’manburg, you said.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tommy sees crows in the sky when gunshots suddenly break out in 
the main square. 


“ALRIGHT, YOU LISTEN HERE!” an irate Technoblade booms, 
smoking rocket launcher still held in his hands. “YOU GUYS LISTEN 
TO ME!” 


His mouth is curled with rage, baring every single pair of bloody 
tusks carving out from his skull. 


“| did not spend weeks planning this revolution,” he barks, “giving 
you guys gear, for you guys to go in, AND REPLACE ONE TYRANT 
WITH ANOTHER!” 


His desperate eyes sweep the confused crowd. 


“Don't you see what’s happening here?” he begs, as if he was the 
one in danger, as if they were all on the cusp of something terrible. 
“Don’t you see history repeating itself? You think Schlatt was the 
cause of your problems? NO! It was government!” He stutters as he 
steps forward. “Power corrupts! Power corrupts!" 


“Wh- What the fuck are you saying?” Fundy asks. 


“I'm saying that we need to have no government,” Techno stresses. 


As if on some unspoken cue, Hunter suddenly cuts in from the side, 
axe swinging into the crowd, and Tommy sees his team start to load 
up their guns. 


The Blade stands by and watches. 


“| see | was wrong to trust other people,” he darkly mutters. He 
yanks some potions off of his belt and smashes them on the ground. 
“THE GOVERNMENT ENDS HERE! /’LL KILL IT MYSELF!” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Okay. | will admit-” Wilbur stalls in his words and stands aside, as if 
to let Philza see the wall better. “Do you know what this button is?” 


The Angel of Death steps closer. “Uh-huh, | do.” 


He knows what that button is. 


Philza remembers this. The button game. Wilbur’s favorite, favorite 
game. Build and build and build until it all falls apart. 


Philza’s antlers click, and he sees. Oh, he sees. He sees just how far 
the starfire strings of this game reach into the entire nation his son 
has built. 


Oh, eyas, what have you done? 


Wilbur shakily spreads his arms out. (When was the last time he 
slept?) “H- have you heard the song on the walls before?” His face 
pushes up into a happy squint. “Have you heard the song?” 


Of course, | have, Philza thinks. / heard it from you. 


“| was just saying- | made this big point, and it was poignant. And it 
was that- it’s- um-” Wilbur looks down at his hands. “That there was 
a special place where men could go, but i-i-it's not there anymore. 
It’s not.” 


Oh. This is about that war, is it? Schlatt’s gone. We won the war. 


(Why is there a war? Why are they fighting? Wilbur never talked 
about fighting before.) 


“It is there,” Philza haltingly says, arms folded nervously into his 
sleeves. “You've just won it back, Wil.” 


And Wilbur breaks. 


“Phil- ’m always so close to pressing this button, Phil? He knocks 
his head into the wall. “| have been here, like- seven or eight times, | 
have been here. Seven or eight times.” 


Philza sighs, holding a hand over the back of his hat. 


“Phil, I've been here so many times.” Wilbur leans into the wall, ear 
pressed to the hard wet stone. “They’re fighting.” 


Philza can hear it. The gunfire, the shouting. But all of it is so distant, 
down here. Down here, faced with the shaking, rattling image of his 
son. 


“And you want to just blow it all up?” he gently asks, head tilted down 
as he looks at Wilbur’s kneeling form. 


” 


“| do,” Wilbur murmurs into the rocks. “I do. 


If it was not Wilbur’s voice coming out of this man, Philza would not 
have even recognized him. 


How could he? This aged, soot-stained thing, white streaks curling 
and falling over broken glasses, swaddled in a dirty coat like a 
second pair of wings as he goes from whispering to shouting in a 
single breath. 


But it is Wilbur. 


It is. 


Like a loving photograph warped with cigarette ash. 


How long has Wilbur been fighting this war? 


Philza stamps down the urge to wrap Wilbur in his wings and settles 
for lightly cradling the man’s face in his hands. “You fought so hard to 
get this land back. So hard.” 


He sees war in every ache and pain and rattling shake in downy 
wings. He doesn’t know or care for this war, but he knows his son- 
so it’s to his son he'll plead with and nothing more. 


(That’s the whole damn world in his hands right there. That’s the only 
world that matters right now.) 


“| don’t even know if the button works anymore.” Wilbur’s eyes drift 
to that innocent wooden thing embedded in the wall. “I could just 
press it... and it might not...” 


Philza laughs despairingly. “Do you really wanna take that risk? 
There is a Jot of TNT potentially connected to that button.” 


Wilbur gently takes Philza’s hands away and holds them for a 
moment. 


“Phil. There was a saying, Phil. By a traitor once part of Lmanburg- | 
don’t know if you’ve heard of him- Eret?” 


“Yeah?” Philza softly says. 


Wilbur lets go of his hands and turns back to the wall. “It was never 
meant to be.” 


There's the tiniest clicking noise. 


Oh. 


Oh, my gods. 


“You didn’t,” Philza just barely whispers. “You didn’t.” 


He feels it before he hears it. He hears it before he sees it. He sees 
Wilbur smiling at him one last time before blue starfire rises around 
them, blinding as the sun. 


The last thing the Angel of Death remembers is spreading his wings, 
desperately reaching one last time before the world falls apart. 


45. Where Did My Wings Go? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


| could have sworn | could fly. 

Straight up into the sky. 

Boy, | should have known- it was all just a lie. 
No one on earth can Tly. 


[B-R-R-R-RING! RING!] 


[B-R-R-R-RING! RING!] 


AH! YOU KNOW WHAT THAT MEANS- IT’S THE BREAKING 
NEWS BELL WITH WALTER CRONDALE! 


(42.5- DON’T TOUCH THAT DIAL.) 


WHAT’S THE BREAKING NEWS TODAY? 


OKAY, THE TICK IS COMING IN. 


STAY WITH ME, FOLKS. (DON’T TOUCH THAT DIAL!) 


... WE'VE JUST HAD WORD THAT- 


OH MY GOD, THE HUMANITY! 


LMANBURG HAS JUST BEEN DETONATED BY A _ LONE 
TERRORIST! 


OH MY GOSH- 


OH, lM SEEING THE PICTURES COMING IN NOW, IT’S AWFUL- 
DREADFUL! IT’S GOING UP IN SMOKE, AND RIGHT DURING 
THE NEW PRESIDENT TOBY’S INAUGURATION! 


OH, THE HUMANITY, IT’S AWFUL! 


OH... 


..OH MY GOSH, THERE’S DETONATION EVERYWHERE. 
THOMAS INNIT IS SCREAMING. 


’M GETTING PICTURES FROM THE BACK OF THE ROOM, I- | 
CAN SEE THE CULPRIT NOW! HE’S STOOD! HE’S STOOD WITH 
A GENTLEMAN IN THE BACK- 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur Soot opens his eyes. 


...He opens his eyes. 


He’s- he’s not dead. 


That can’t be right. 


He takes a breath. Then another. 


He breathes in the ash, the stone, the gunpowder, the fog of the 
scattered late-autumn floods. 


He’s alive. 


And the dead weight cradling his body isn’t moving. 


Wilbur’s breath quickens as he tries to get off the floor. His father’s 
fractured antlers hang limply as his head falls back to the ground. A 
lacy spiderweb of delicate cracks is weaving across his dulled, dust- 
covered elytra, and his- 


-his wings. 


Oh, gods. His wings. 


The salvagable one is crumpled and twisted at best, but his left wing, 
it’s... it’s a wreck. A ruin of torn feathers and protruding masses and 
melted elytra flesh desperately weaving watery eyes out of the 
bleeding gaps in muscle and bones. 


Oh, gods. 


He- Philza didn’t even fucking hesitate. He just- he just jumped. Had 
it been Benihime that opened their wings to shield their son, or some 
desperate combination of both? Either way, it doesn’t matter any 
more. Philza’s- he’s broken. Because of Wilbur. For Wilbur. 


Again. 


A keening noise lives and dies in Wilbur’s throat as he scrabbles 
back, and he clamps a hand over his mouth not to answer the 
feverish flock calls emanating from Philza’s body as he pulls away. 


This poor, poor man. He doesn’t even regret it, does he? Gods, he- 


-he’d probably do it all over again whether Wilbur liked it or not. 


All those months and months of little white lies, all for nothing, 
because no matter what Wilbur does to try and keep this man safe, 
the Angel of Death will never hesitate to shatter himself on the sharp 
end of Wilbur’s selfishness. 


Again, and again, and again. 


(Because he’s always loved his stupid, stupid boy. He’s always loved 
Wilbur so much that it ruins him in every way.) 


It is in that instant, seeing that broken body call for him under the 
rocks and rubble, that Wilbur Soot understands his father more than 
28 years of loving mistakes could have ever given him. 


Philza will, for better or worse, break his heart for Wilbur Soot for as 
long as they live. 


And there is nothing Wilbur can do to stop it. 


So, Wilbur grabs Philza’s cane off the ground and uses it to force 
himself up to something resembling standing. 


And he gets ready to break his father one last time. 


-<>9Y<>- 


The Angel raises itself off the ground with painful, agonizing 
slowness. 


Its wings are empty. 


Wilbur- where- where’s Wilbur- 


It looks out to the light. 


“Oh, my... gods,” it hears itself say. 


It staggers to its feet, swaying unsteadily for agonizing eternities. 
Where’s- where’s my- 


- why can’t I- 


It crashes into the walls, wings flaring painfully as it fails to balance 
itself. It stifles a needle-sharp cry as its wings trail limply against the 
ground, each rock and pebble like fire against its frazzled, sensitive 
feathers. 


“Wil-” It lets out a gasping cough. “- WI/L-” 


A man is standing at an opening in the wreckage, looking out at a 
small supernova made real, his personal artificial comet laying waste 
to his own nation. 


Eyas, what have you done? 


“It’s all gone,” the Angel hoarsely notes. (What... what’s all gone- 
why-) 


The man takes a deep sigh. “My L’manburg, Phil,” he waveringly 
cries. 


My Endlantis, Angel, do you understand? 


“MY UNFINISHED SYMPHONY, FOREVER UNFINISHED!” A 
shaking laugh. “If | can’t have this, no one can, Phil.” 


MY ENDLANTIS, MY ENDLANTIS MY ENDLANTIS- 


It clutches its head, a silent whine never escaping the cage of its 
mouth. 


There’s- there’s people down there on the ground. (Are they 
drowning, too?) 


And the man- that tall man- looks down at the crowd, too. He looks 
down at their faces. Their frightened, horrified faces. 


And he looks at the Angel. 


“Phil.” He steps closer. “Phil, kill me.” He roughly shoves the Angel’s 
sword cane into its arms. “Phil- stab me with the sword, murder me 


” 


now. 


The Angel steps back. No, no, this isn’t right, this is- 


-it knows this man, it can’t, no, no, it would never- 


“Now, Phil,” Wilbur eggs on, something desperately afraid in his 
eyes. “Kill me. Killza, Killza, do it, Phil, murder me.” He snaps his 
head to the crowd below. “Look, they all want you to.” 


“| can't-” the Angel’s body knocks painfully against the rock wall 
behind it. “You’re my son!” 


“PHIL, KILL ME!” 


The Angel shakes its head. “No matter what you did- no matter what 
you've done- |-” 


“PHIL!” Wilbur punches into the wall above it, and the Angel’s flinch 
sends another lancing pain down its back. “THIS ISN’T- LOOK?” 
Guitar-callused hands turn the Angel’s head towards the flooding, 
snowing wreckage of a city it doesn’t recognize. “LOOK HOW MUCH 
WORK WENT INTO THIS AND IT’S GONE!” 


And it looks. (Look, they all want you to.) 


It looks at the ruined city... and the growing mob of people staring up 
at the two of them up here. 


(Look, they all want you to.) 


They- this was the home of that mob, was it? It does not- the Angel 
cannot- 


(Look, they all want you to.) 


-and if this was... their homes, then- 


-then Wilbur destroyed... their homes. 


(Look, they all want you to.) 


And they'll be angry. 


And- Wilbur looks afraid. So, so afraid. 


Look, his eyes beckon, they all want you to. 


(It’s either you or them.) 


“Do it,” Wilbur whispers. 


An Angel with crooked antlers, broken wings, and pain-clouded eyes 
just barely raises its sword amidst the smoke and ash before Wilbur 
walks into its embrace one last time. 


-<>9Y<>- 


[Wilbur Soot has slain himself using The Angel of Death.] 


46. Thought The Things You Said Would Turn Out True 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Guess that's what | get for trusting you. 
You said if | believed enough, | would fly. 


...Why didn't I? 


“Tommy. Do you think you’re a hero? Is that what this is?” 


“| just wanted- | just wanted L’manburg-” 


“...You just wanted power.” 


“-that’s all I’ve ever wanted- / didn’t- | just wanted...” 


“Tommy, you just did a coup. You just did a hostile government 
takeover and then immediately instilled yourself as president. And 
then you gave it to your friend- but that’s still a tyrant, Tommy! But 
the thing about this world, Tommy, is that good things don’t happen 
to heroes.” 


“Let me tell you a story, Tommy. A story of a man called Theseus.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wilbur’s body falls, and his father falls with him, hand still shaking on 
the blade running through his stomach. 


Philza lets out a long, wordless wail. 


“You couldn't just win,” he half sobs. “You just had t’ throw your toys 
out the pram.” 


He stiffly unsheathes his sword from Wilbur’s body, uncaring of the 
smoke and bloody starfire getting into his eyes, tearing down the veil 
of his hat. He has to remove the sword- he has to. 


(Wilbur will never wake up if that sword stays in his body.) 


Wilbur is still breathing- for now. The death of a god could never be 
swift, and the Angel’s son was no different. His burning, burning 


blood is spilling out of him in ugly waves now, catching unsightly fire 
to both their clothes. 


He’s still smiling. 


“Why?” Philza shakily asks. “Why?” 


Wilbur’s bloody, fire-soaked arm weakly reaches up for his father’s 
face, and Philza lets him. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“His country- well, city-state, technically- was in danger, and he sent 
himself forward into enemy lines. He slayed the Minotaur and saved 
his city. You know what they did to him, Tommy?” 


“They exiled him. He died in disgrace, despised by his people.” 


“But he saved everyone!” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Shh. Shh.” Wilbur’s dull talons scratch softly on Philza’s silvery 
down. “It’s alright.” 


“My boy,” Philza brokenly keens. “/ killed my boy.” 


“No... no. Never. You could never hurt me,” Wilbur lies for the last 
time in his life. “You never got the chance.” 


“| don’t understand-” Philza’s breath hitches, and Wilbur can see... 
tears. Tears pooling under an Angel’s broken veil, shining like stars. 
“-please, | don’t understand.” 


“It's okay,” Wilbur breathes as the smoke rises around them. “Thank 
you- thank you, you were so good. You did everything right.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“That's what happens to heroes, Tommy. The Greeks knew the 
score. But if you want to be a hero, Tommy- that’s fine. That’s fine.” 


“Technoblade, don’t do this- we’re so close-” 


“Do you want to be a hero, Tommy?” 
“No one’s a hero, we’ve got L’manburg back-” 


“Do you want to be a hero, Tommy?" 


THEN DIE LIKE ONE! 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza’s cracked antlers swivel laboriously as the air changes. 
Through what feels like a thousand worlds away, he hears the sound 
of undead, withered vengeance walk the earth, screaming the 
promise of Blood in the name of shattered Covenant. 


Wilbur gently pulls his head back down. “Come on... look at me in 
the eyes.” 


Wide blue eyes swim with red. 


“| know it doesn’ make sense righ’ now,” Wilbur weakly slurs out, “but 
tha’s okay. You'll... understand...” 


And Wilbur stops. 


Snow starts to fall through the broken tunnel openings, melting on 
splatters of blue sunfire. 


Philza mantles his broken wings, ducks his face into Wilbur’s burning 
body, and waits for his sun to rise again. 


47. Well, Well, Look Who's Inside Again 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Went out to look for a reason to hide again. 
Well, well- buddy, you found it. 

Now come out with your hands up, 

we've got you surrounded. 


The wreckage of L’manburg has been snowed over for a day and a 
half when the search party of Tommy, Quackity, and Fundy finds an 
old elytron man holding the dead body of Wilbur Soot, the murder 
weapon still held in his frozen hands. 


The body identified as Mr. Craft is covered in singed clothes and 
blue bloodstains, but he’s only in torpor- his body slipped into stasis 
from the cold and injuries. They try to rouse him, and he opens his 
eyes. 


His bleeding, weeping, starry eyes. 


Just like the starry, half-cauterized bloodstains raking across his 
face, where his son’s blood spattered past his broken veil and 
burned him for his troubles. 


Philza looks around. Tries to, at least. It's hard to keep his eyes 
open, everything looks dark and bright at the same _ time- 
something’s wrong with his wings, he can’t think straight. 


Someone's shouting at him, he thinks, but past the ringing, bleeding 
pounding in his ears, he can't make out a single word. He looks 
down, his own stardust still dripping sluggishly out of his eyes and on 
his hands, his clothes, all he can see is 


Blue 


and the gaping cavernous scar on Wilbur's chest, overgrown with 
flowers. 


There is no moment of denial. Simply a moment where he... 
processes. 


Oh, Philza distantly realizes. He’s dead. 


| killed him. 


Something precious and fragile shatters inside him for the last time. 
A tiny, tiny thread, now gently and irrevocably snapped. 


...And the Angel of Death laughs. 


It’s not upset laughter. Not even hysterical. He just laughs- a weary, 
bubbling giggle that never quite leaves his mouth as he stares at his 
son's dead body, and it never, ever stops. He can't stop laughing. 


Not even as Wilbur’s body is dragged away from him. 


Not even as people comb over him with rough and gentle hands, 
shaking and pleading on his deaf ears to get him to say something, 
anything about what just happened. 


He laughs and he laughs and he laughs, the stardust bleeding out of 
his eyes falling like a mockery of tears he can no longer shed, until 
the soot-stained gunpowder in his lungs finally ensures he has 
nothing left to give. 


(And the Angel’s brittle heart never breaks again.) 
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Summary: 


In New L'manburg, there once was a man named Old Saint Phil. 
Despite himself, the world continues to spin. 


(The Angel of Death watches others grieve. Somewhere along the 
way, he might have grieved as well.) 


1. And What Comes After 
Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series and if you start reading this blind 
from here it's Not My Fault you don't understand what's going on 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


(yes, this is a wolfythewitch reference. hello wolfy the twitter dot 
com it only took several months to finally get to your 
Government Assigned Cameo) 


“Has anyone seen my grandpa?” Fundy shouts. “Blond elytron with 
antlers and black wings! We lost him in medical when the withers 
were out! He was hurt!” 


A black cat with yellow eyes pops out of the rubble wearing a Lemon 
City vest, shaking its form until a black haired elfin stands in its 
place. (Must be one of the search-and-rescue guys.) “Guy with all 
the big scratches on his face?” she asks. 


Fundy nods frantically. “Yes, yes- he might be blinded by the 
explosions, we gotta find him!” 


The elfin laughs nervously. “Oh, we found ‘im, alright.” She points 
over a hill on the edge of the crater. “He’s the guy that’s been sniping 
all the withers until everyone else could melee them. You sure he’s 
blind?” 


“| don’t care, he needs a fucking doctor!” Fundy scrabbles on the hill, 
four tails lashing desperately for balance. “Grandpa! It’s Fundy!” 


The figure on the hill startles violently, wings curling painfully around 
itself as it clutches a wood and copper rifle. 


“Fundy?” Philza says, just a step too late. “Is that you?” His wide 
bloody eyes squint hazily, antlers clicking with agonizing slowness. 


J ” 


“l- | can’t- 


“| Know, it’s okay.” Fundy gently grabs his grandpa by the shoulders. 
“Gods. Why’d you have to bolt like that? You could have died!” 


“If | die, | die,” Philza flatly says. 


Fundy lets out a pained noise. Philza sighs. 


“Listen, no one e/se was sniping the withers. They were givin’ me a 
fuckin’ headache.” 


“How were you even able to shoot?” Fundy asks. “There’s no way 
you can see out of- out of all... that.” 


“Chatters is here,” Philza tiredly explains, gesturing to the frazzled 
but unharmed crows surrounding him. “And | don’t need t’ see jack 
shit to shoot, you know that. Just need to know where the soul is.” 


“Okay. Do you know how to get back to the hospital tent?” 


Philza goes silent for a moment, staring at Fundy with his blind, 
weary eyes. 


“No,” he finally says. “I don’t.” 


“Do you need help getting there?” 


‘l-” Philza’s broken, mantled wings drop listlessly against the ground. 
“Yes. | think | do.” 


Fundy nods. “Alright. We can do that.” He holds out his arm. “Do you 
just want me to guide you or-” He lets out a grunt as Philza’s weight 
slumps into him. “-that works, too.” 


“I’m sorry,” Philza whispers. 


Fundy’s mouth flattens as he loops an arm around his grandfather. 
“You’re hurt. It’s fine.” 


“No.” Philza’s antlers unevenly swivel back. “No, I’m sorry for-” 


His body shudders with a wracking cough, but he never needs to 
finish the sentence. 


I’m sorry for Wilbur. 


“We can talk about it later,” Fundy promises. “I’m just glad you're 
alive.” A pause. “And please promise not to bolt out of the hospital 
bed again.” 


“| promise not to bolt out of the hospital bed again,” Philza drily 
parrots. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Hey.” A tiny golden axolotlin with an old tear on one of its right gills 
hops off a deerlin nurse’s shoulder and onto the table. “You lads 
brought in the birdy?” 


“l-” Tubbo looks between the others- Quackity and Fundy- and 
decides to nod. “Yes. That was us.” 


The tiny doctor graces their freckled face with a smile, though it’s not 
much different than their normal expression. “Ay.” They look back to 
an offered clipboard in the deerlin’s hands, and point to Fundy, 
Quackity and Tubbo. “Family is the three of you?” 


“Uh- not me,” Quackity nervously says. “I’m here for legal shit.” 


“Okay, I’m not talking to you.” The doctor grimly clasps their hands 
together. “We tried our best, but | assume you know how it is with his 
condition. It is very hard to get his body to respond to medicine. 
Many of the scars will be permanent. The ones on his face and eyes 
were already mostly cauterized when you brought him here, there is 
nothing we can do but make sure it doesn’t turn necrotic.” 


“The wings are a whole different ballpark, though,” the deerlin nurse 
pipes up. 


“What’s wrong with his wings?” Quackity asks. 


“The wound will heal,” the doctor says. “But the damage to the elytra 
may have permanent effects. The elytra complex of his left wing has 
mutated over some of his injuries. | don't like it. Maybe he will be 
lucky and have no complications, but it could go either way at this 
point.” They wave their hand dismissively. “Eh. | already talked to 
him about this. If you want more, you talk to him.” 


The deerlin nurse turns over to another page of the clipboard. The 
doctor’s mouth opens wide. 


“Oh! Also!” The doctor claps their tiny, webbed hands together. 
“Please do not try him for murder!” they brightly say. “That’s my 
professional opinion!” 


Tubbo and Quackity still. “Who said anything about murder?” 


“You suck at having private conversations,” the nurse deadpans. “We 
know he’s a murder suspect.” 


Quackity squints. “And... why exactly do you recommend not trying 
him?” 


“We did a magic check because he’s hardcore- routine stuff- and 
then we found, ah-” The axolotlin doctor stalls. “-Seny, what is the 
Script word for that?” 


“Tampered,” the nurse provides. 


“Ayup. Somebody tampered with his brain within the last week. Not a 
lot, but it is there.” 


Fundy leans forward. “Is he alright?” 


“It hasn’t fucked with his cognition from what we can tell,” the nurse 
provides. “And it doesn't look like it was ever meant to. But this does 
call the consent of anything he’s done recently into question.” 


Tubbo hums contemplatively. “Couldn't we just check if the 
tampering was done before or after the murder?” he offers. “That’s 
possible, right?” 


The doctor chirps to themself. “It wouldn’t matter either way. Being 
tampered with at a// throws out his verifiable consent. He could have 
been forced to do something, and then the evidence was pushed out 
of his memory! What can we do?” 


“If you want to take someone to court, you should find whoever did 
it,” the deerlin nurse concludes. “Any idea who it was?” 


Fundy and Tubbo look at each other for a sad, silent moment. 


“It was-” Fundy takes a shaking sigh. “-most likely the murder victim 
himself. | don’t think it could have been anyone else. He’s- he was 
the only person with those kinds of abilities who would have been 
near Phil at the time.” 


“Wilbur... wasn’t well these last few months,” Tubbo haltingly adds. 
“It seemed like he was doing better, but- | guess not.” 


“Well, that’s not a murder, then,” the nurse corrects. “That'd be a 
suicide.” 


“We should still question him,” Quackity presses, turning to Tubbo. 
“We need to get a full picture of what the fuck Wilbur did.” 


The doctor leans back, letting out a sharp noise. “AY-YO! Yes, bother 
my patients! Such a good idea, Mr. Cabinet Man!” 


“Is- is that a no?” Fundy hesitantly asks. “Can nobody see him right 
now?” 


The doctor squints suspiciously. “You can see him.” They prod 
Quackity away from the table with a stick. “Family only. Fuck off.” 
They rap on Tubbo’s hand with the stick. “And no murder talk unless 
he brings it up first. | don’t care if we’re in a tent, no fighting in my 
hospital.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The temporary hospital tents that Lemon City has set outside of the 
L’'manburg crater are crowded with patients, but at least no one is 
lacking for treatment. The city’s overpreperations for what should 
have been a nasty skirmish at best have turned into just barely 
enough to house all the cases of rubble damage and creeper lung 
and secondhand withering. 


(No one comments on the neatly packaged coffins being filled 
outside.) 


“Did-” Tubbo frowns. “-did the withers really kill that many people?” 


“Oh, no,” the nurse corrects. “The withers mostly just did some 
property damage. Nothing permanent. Pretty much all of this is just 
from the initial explosion.” The nurse opens one of the curtained-off 
areas. 


“Hello, Mr. Craft,” the doctor says, “how are you today?” 


Philza is facing a blank spot on the curtains when they enter, barely 
acknowledging the notes he’s scratching into a book with a lapis 
pencil. “I’m fine, mate.” 


“You have guests,” the nurse points out. 


A tightly bandaged antler clicks slowly, and Philza turns to face them. 


Tubbo tries not to flinch at the sight of his face. It’s not ugly or 
horrific, it’s just... shocking. Philza’s cauterized scars make him look 
almost like an inverted meteor shower- all white gold with the night 
sky streaking across his face. 


(Even his eyes look like comets got stuck in them.) 


“Oh,” Philza lightly whispers. “I thought it was just people in the 
hallways again. | can't really tell when the curtains open.” 


“We'll leave you to it,” the nurse flatly declares. “If they start 
bothering you, we'll kick ‘em out.” 


Philza laughs. “Alright.” 


The doctor and nurse leave them alone with nothing but themselves 
and the silence of Philza’s quiet pencil scratches. 


“’m blind, not deaf,” Philza deadpans. “You can start saying 
something.” 


“You’re blind?” Tubbo blurts out. 


Philza frowns, pointing at his own face. “No fuckin’ shit! The fuckin’ 
wreck on my face is pretty obvious, innit?” His hand curls gracefully. 
“At least from what I’ve heard. | can’t exactly check up on it myself.” 


“Does that hurt?” Fundy says in a small voice. 


Philza blinks. “Il dunno. Everything’s kind of scuffed right now. Elytra 
hurts like a bitch an’ the doc said | had a concussion earlier.” 


Philza’s being... weirdly upfront about his pain levels. It’s kind of 
concerning from a man as self-contained as him. 


“Stop standin’ by the curtains an’ get over here,” Philza bluntly 
orders. “You're all fuckin’ blurry an’ shit.” 


Tubbo and Fundy awkwardly shuffle closer and take the seats by the 
bed. 


“Didn’t- didn’t you just say you were blind?” Fundy hesitantly points 
out. 


“’m blind in my eyes,” Philza clarifies. He gestures vaguely at his 
antlers. “These sorry fucks work jus’ fine. So | can- | can sort of see 
shit?” His antlers swivel towards the two of them. “I can tell you’re 
there, and | know who you are without sayin’ anythin’. Tryin’ to get a 
read on anything that ain’t alive or chock full of magic is fucked, 
though.” He waggles the lapis pencil in his hand. “I gotta write with 
this magic bullcrap now if | don’t wanna be fuckin’ illiterate.” 


He snorts. 


“Chatters made it out okay. I’m the dumbass who tanked all the 
explosions. I'd try seein’ out of ‘em, but the docs don’t want a million 
crows in their hospital. ‘Sides, it'd be a bad fix anyhows. Takin’ their 
feedback for too long makes the migraines worse.” 


He’s just- smiling. He’s sitting in a hospital bed, blind to the world 
and nursing the worst wing injury of his life, and he’s talking about it 
like a particularly annoying paper cut. 


(Somehow, the sight of that is sadder than the idea of him breaking 
down in tears.) 


“Do you-” Fundy draws his hands back. “Do you need a place to 
stay?” 


Philza tilts his head. “Do you want me to stay?” 


“We-” Fundy lets out a despairing laugh. “Fuck, we're all we've got 
now, aren’t we? We-” Fundy pleadingly turns to Tubbo. “-we’re 
rebuilding- we can make sure he has somewhere to stay, right? 
Please.” 


“Of course,” Tubbo hears himself say. “Of course.” 


“Thank gods.” Fundy slumps in his seat. “Thank gods.” 


And Tubbo almost wonders why Fundy cares so much about Philza 
being around, until he remembers. Wilbur was Fundy’s dad. 


And now Wilbur’s gone. 


Philza’s all that’s left of him. 


Wilbur’s... gone. 


Huh. 


“You alright, mate?” Philza softly asks. 


“Y-yeah.” Tubbo straightens his tie. “Let’s work out your citizenship, 
alright?” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


phil's just blind in his eyes. with his fucky death god senses he 
can see living things perfectly fine, but synthetic or otherwise 
"dead" structures that contain no life or magic energy are 
colorless, featureless, or otherwise hard to distinguish for him. 
hence why he could tell fundy and tubbo were there but wasn't 
sure if they were in the same room as him. 


reasons we did this: mans tanked a point blank explosion and 
then cradled his son's body after stabbing him with a flaming 
sword you think he's NOT gonna be fucked up? (also, Ph1LzZA's 
use of shaders in-game is like. canonical. so the switch from his 
fucked mortal vision to chatters vision is a Way to explain it) 


2. Why So Blue? You Look Like You've Seen A Ghost! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(Get it? I'm the ghost.) 


When Philza stops walking, cane loudly dug into the ground, Fundy 
pauses to look at him. 


And he sees Philza’s frozen, shellshocked stare at the body of 
Wilbur Soot. 


Fundy hisses out a long sigh. “I’m sorry, grandpa. | wasn’t sure how 
to bring it up.” 


“Hi, Fundy!” Wilbur’s corpse sweetly chirps. “Hi, Phil! It’s nice to see 
you!” 


Philza shyly draws back. “I’m sorry,” he says in a small voice, “have 
we met?” 


Wilbur’s body giggles, silvery cheeks pushed up with an amused 
smile. “Go on, guess! My face is familiar, isn’t it?” 


Fundy pinches his brow. “Come on, man, I- | to/d you about this 
already, Phil’s hurt! He can’t see normally anymore.” 


The body tilts his head limply, graying hair bouncing with the motion. 
“Did you? Oh, well. If | forgot, it probably wasn’t worth remembering 
anyways.” He walks closer, downy wings ruffling happily. “Guess! 
You can do it!” 


Wilbur’s body lets out a line of gentle flock calls, and Fundy feels 
Philza flinch next to him. 


“W-” Philza swallows a sad, aborted flock call in his throat. “Wil?” 


“Noooo!” Wilbur’s body leans back comically. “No, you were so 
close! It’s me!” He spreads his downy, childish wings. “It’s me!” 


“Wilbur-” Fundy takes a deep breath. “Ghostbur ... showed up about 
a day after we found your guys’ bodies. He just- he just woke up like 
that.” 


“And-” Philza’s hands stutter for a moment as he speaks. “-and 
Wilbur-” 


“Oh, don’t worry, Wilbur’s still dead!” Ghostbur cheerfully says. 
“See?” He tugs on the neck of his yellow sweater, displaying 


overgrown flowers growing out of his blue-tinged skin and creeping 
up his throat. It's the same sweater Wilbur died in- it still has the 
tears that Wilbur’s blood burned through, even more innocent 
blossoms peeking out from the gaps. “Still as the grave, as you 
might say! /’m doing fine, though! | don’t even need his help to move 
around!” 


“’m the wings,” Ghostbur secretively whispers. “I’m like Beni! I’m a 
Beni boy!” He blinks. “Where is Beni? | want to talk to it! We can be 
Beni boys together!” 


Philza’s starry eyes gain a tired tilt to them. “It’s resting right now.” 


Ghostbur blinks, and then he smiles. “Okay! I’m going off to the 
catacombs, but I'll see you later!” 


Ghostbur disappears back from whence he came, and Fundy and 
Philza walk home. Well, ‘home’. It’s more of a temporary space 
they're able to stay in for now. 


Fundy doesn't realize he’s shaking until Philza lays a hand on his 
shoulder. 


“You alright, mate?” Philza gently says. 


“I’m okay,” Fundy waveringly answers. 


Philza stares at him expectantly. 


“It's just- it’s just hard being around him sometimes!” Fundy bursts 
out. “He keeps on talking about how he’s not Wilbur, how he’s gonna 
be better than Wilbur, and then- and then- and then he tries to be my 
dad.” 


“He just got here,” Philza diplomatically says, and Fundy isn’t sure 
who he’s trying to convince- Fundy or himself. “It’s not his fault he 
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doesn't know he’s oversteppin’. 


“Fuck him,” Fundy tearily hisses. “Okay? Just fuck that guy. | don't 
give a fuck if he’s better than my dad or not.” He tensely forces his 
hands into his pockets. “If he’s really so great, he won't try to fucking 
replace Wilbur.” He looks despairingly down at his grandfather. “How 
are you being so calm about this? That’s your son!” 


“My son is dead,” Philza whispers. “If Ghostbur wants to act like my 
flock, we-” He takes a shaking breath. “-we both have to accept that 
he’s not Wilbur.” 


A weathered, star-dusted hand runs softly through Fundy’s hair. 


“But you’re still here, eyas.” Philza smiles, the motion pulling at the 
jagged scars cutting over his mouth. “So maybe | want t’ put you first 
for a little bit, alright?” 


Fundy’s mouth wobbles. “Okay.” 


Philza clucks to himself as he keeps going over Fundy’s hair. “It’s 
getting long. Do you want to cut it?” 


“No, |, uh- | just wanted to try out a different look.” Fundy’s eyes flick 
to Philza’s jagged mop of hair. “| dunno. Maybe we could match or 
something.” A hesitant click-chirp trails away from his words. 


Philza’s eyes soften as his own responding flock call melts into a 
fond trill. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


dsmp canon ghostbur was never wholesome. he was... quite 
apathetic to many things, under that happiness. wilbur hated 
himself and ghostbur never questioned it, as long as ghostbur 
could be better than wilbur. 


3. To Raise Well, To Do Well, To Live Well 


Summary for the Chapter: 


The first is quite difficult, but the others just take time. 


When Manberg fell, Old Saint Phil rose out of its ashes. 


He walked out of the withered rubble with blue eyes growing out of 
his tattered wings, comets raking across his blind face. 


His starstruck eyes looked at the crater that remained, and his lapis 
pencil drafted the New L’manburg. He wrote haste and efficiency 
onto the arms of its builders- the pillars and docks to raise a city 
above the winter floodwaters of the broken catacombs are built in 
less than three days, by his handiwork. 


Now it is only a matter of putting buildings back onto the blank 
canvas he has made for them. 


Tubbo tries not to fidget as Philza gently writes efficiency onto his 
wrists. He hasn’t actually asked if Philza’s antlers can see lifemarks, 
and he’s not sure if he wants to know. 


“You’ve really been goin’ at it lately, huh?” Tubbo asks instead. 


Philza hums quietly. 


“| guess that makes sense. | work when I’m upset, too.” 
“I’m not upset,” Philza corrects. 


Tubbo tilts his head. 


“| thought | would be,” Philza elaborates, “but I’m not. Ever since- 
ever since Wilbur died I’ve felt... nothing. Just this- calm. No pain, no 
sadness, no... anything. Everything’s so quiet now.” 


Tubbo laughs nervously. “Wilbur always joked it would break your 
heart if you found out about half the scrapes he got into. Guess he 
really was joking.” 


“No, | don’t think he was. I’ve just finally run out of ways to break.” 
Philza’s half-lidded eyes flutter shut. “It’s kind of nice.” 


Tubbo doesn't know what to say to that. 


He thinks for a long, long moment as Philza keeps writing 
enchantments onto him, and decides that if he had to choose 
between the two, empty calm is better than breaking. 


“| think I’m not as upset as | thought | would be either,” Tubbo 
admits. “I-” He looks aside. “-you probably don’t want to hear this, I’m 
sorry-" 


“You can talk about him,” Philza allows. “Even if it's not nice. You 
knew him, too.” 


“He wasn't a very nice person,” Tubbo hesitantly decides to say. 
“Near the end of it all. He was- | think you did the right thing. Even if 
Wilbur forced you into it.” 


“| think... we did not raise him well. Me and Benihime both.” Philza’s 
fingers ghost over Tubbo’s broken life marks. “We should have been 
here for this, and we weren't.” 


Tubbo puts his free hand over Philza’s. “Wilbur was an old man, 
whatever he did with his life, that’s not on you-” 


“No,” Philza quietly refutes. “No. Even before that. We did not raise 
him well. If he did- if he did all this, ’'m the one who put him on that 
road to get there. We fucked up.” He smiles and lets out a sad laugh. 
“We fucked up.” 


He sighs. He lets go of Tubbo’s arm. His hand reaches out to 
Tubbo’s thin, curling horns for a moment, his own bruising, marbled 
antlers leaning forward with the motion. 


“Look at you,” Philza nostalgically says. “You went and grew up 
without me.” His smile trails off. Tubbo wonders, for a moment, if 
Philza’s faded sight can see all the scars on his face. “I shouldn’t 
have left you here. | shouldn’t have left you with him.” 


“You didn’t leave me here, old man. / left me here. We both thought 
I'd be safe.” Tubbo scratches at a scar on his neck. “It’s not your fault 
we made the wrong call.” 


“If you want to put it like that.” There’s a warbling sound that never 
quite leaves Philza’s mouth. “Enough of that now. Wilbur’s gone.” He 
grabs Tubbo’s hand and pulls them both to their feet. “Let’s try to fix 
what he left behind.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


writing enchantments onto people is only a temporary measure, 
as a living thing will burn out the magic faster than an inanimate 
tool. besides, you wouldn't want it to be permanent, anyways. 
when an enchantment starts to warp, what do you want to 
break- a replacable tool, or you? 


4. To Me, You Were Bigger Than God Himself. 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(And now you're gone. And I'm still here.) 


Tommy always loved Philza a little too much. 


How couldn’t he? It’s Philza fucking Minecraft. Brave and strong, 
wings so massive he could have swallowed the sun. 


Wilbur was like a brother to Tommy. Why wouldn't he love the man 
who raised that brother? Who brought Tubbo into his life? A man he 
learned to love in Wilbur’s years and years of kind letters? 


...Letters that will never be sent again. 


Because Wilbur’s gone. 


Because Philza killed him. 


(And now Philza is all that remains.) 


A suicide- that was how it was ruled in the end. Between Wilbur’s 
erratic mental state at the end of his life and Philza’s extensive 
injuries, it was- it was pretty obvious what had happened. 


It wouldn’t take much work to trick a concussed, disoriented, injured 
man into defending himself. 


(And Philza hadn’t known he would be killing Wilbur for the last time. 
The only two people who had known Wilbur was on his last life were 
Technoblade and Tommy himself- and Technoblade isn’t exactly 
around to speak up about it.) 


Gods, Philza doesn’t fucking deserve to be yelled at. He’s the last 
man who deserves to get pulled into a row, his son is dead. 


But he killed Tommy’s brother. He killed Tommy’s brother. 


(Tommy’s brother killed himself. Philza was just the bullet Wilbur put 
into his gun to do it.) 


Tommy... Tommy’s stayed away from Philza for the most part. 


Philza’s house is in the center of the city, right outside the town 
square with the main street and markets. Tommy’s probably passed 
that house every day just commuting to cabinet meetings- being Vice 
President is a tiring job- but he’s never once bothered to step inside. 


There’s red roses and cornflowers growing along the windowsills as 
Tommy goes up the dainty wooden stairs, and a large mailbox built 
into the walls- the kind that can be opened from the inside of the 
house. There’s a bell hanging right by the door, too. If Tommy hadn't 
already known better, he would have thought the place was a 
storefront- maybe it even is, considering Philza’s current line of work. 


He knows it’s Philza that’s been doing most of the blueprint work for 
New Lmanburg, drafting a city that will survive the floodwaters 
leaking into the land from the broken catacombs. But other than 
being part of the construction crew, Tommy stayed away. He doesn’t 
know if he'll try to hug Philza or punch him in the fucking face the 
next time they see each other, and neither course of action is ideal. 


But Wilbur was Tommy’s brother. Tommy needs to face what Wilbur 
left behind. 


Tommy takes one last shaking breath and rings the bell. 


A green eyed testificate with glasses opens the door. 


Tommy draws back. “Sorry, mate, must’ve got the wrong house, | 
was lookin’ for Mr. Craft-” 


“You got it right, mate,” the man kindly corrects. “I’m just from the 
other unit in the back.” 


Oh. Right. Tommy forgot that pretty much everybody’s got 
roommates now. Even with the platforms up, the crater really fucked 
up available landspace, especially around the capital proper. Tommy 
lucked out and got to keep his house for himself (disregarding 
Tubbo, who keeps crashing on his couch), but it seems like Philza 
hasn't quite had that same privilege. 


“Right. | knew that,” Tommy said- you know, like a liar. “Is he in right 
now?” 


The testificate furrows his black eyebrows. “Should still be upstairs. 
Might be comin’ down right now.” 


There’s a stumbling noise, and Tubbo of all people pokes his head 
out of the upstairs door. 


Tubbo has been hanging around Philza alot, on account of Philza 
being his not-dad. He’s pretty sure Tubbo spends half the time he 
isn’t in cabinet meetings crashed at Philza’s place. Or Tommy’s. Or 
Quackity’s. (Does he even have a house?) 


So it makes sense Tubbo is here. 


Tommy just really, really doesn’t want Tubbo to be here. 


“Hey, Tommy,” Tubbo obliviously calls out. “Phil! Tommy’s here!” 


“Tommy?” Philza pokes his frazzled looking self out of the door as 
Tubbo goes down the stairs. “You’ve never swung by before. 
Something wrong?” 


“Nothin’s wrong, | just... wanted to talk?” 


“lll be down in a mo’.” Philza looks down at his, uh- roommate. 
“Thanks for answerin’ the door, Jeff. Go back to your thing, | don’ 
want to keep you from your stuff.” 


Jeff shrugs dismissively and promptly fucks off to a door in the back 
of the common room. 


“I’m downstairs, Phil,” Tubbo says. “Want me to put the kettle on?” 


“lll do it,” Philza insists. “Go get a snack or some shit.” 


Tubbo nods and grabs a box of toast crackers. He then proceeds to 
slather these crackers in the most ungodly amount of honey butter 
mortally possible, and then stuffing them as is in his mouth. He 
doesn't even have a glass of water to wash it down. He just- he just 
fucking clamps down like a snake. It’s the most disgusting thing 
Tommy has ever seen in his fucking life. 


All in all, a classic Tubbo moment. Our respectable President 
Underscore, everyone. 


Philza, possibly sensing Tommy’s abject suffering at being forced to 
witness these presidential war crimes, finally makes his way down 
the stairs, his swinging cane hitting the walls as always. A few crows 
fly ahead of him, landing on the table and inquisitively judging 
Tubbo’s choices. 


And then Philza turns to them properly, and- 


“Prime’s fuckin’ sake, Phil, your face looks like a cracked geode,” 
Tommy bluntly surmises. 


Tubbo chokes on his latest cracker. (As he deserves.) He punches 
into his chest, loud coughs jostling the epaulettes of his presidential 
suit. “Fuckin’ ‘ell. You can't just tell an injured man shit like that!” 


“What?” Tommy defensively asks. “We were both thinkin’ it!” 


“| mean, yeah, but- but-” Tubbo’s ears wiggle stupidly as his crumb- 
dusted cheeks puff out. “-fuck you, too!” 


“No, go on,” Philza daringly permits. “Please go on about my face 
looking like a busted colorful rock. No one’s actually bothered tellin’ 
me what | look like now.” 


“| mean- | don’t mean it in an ugly way,” Tommy immediately says. 
“Jus’ like, y'know. It’s all shiny an’ shit. Like you’ve got an amethyst 
vein on your face.” 


Philza raises his eyebrows as he puts a hand on his cheek. “Huh.” 
He laughs. “Alright!” 


He clicks at his crows until one hops onto his shoulder, and he 
hobbles over to his portable stove. The crow watches him spoon tea 
stuff into a pot, but the man himself has his eyes half-closed with a 
light smile, not staring at anything in particular as his antlers, rosy 
and marbled with hairline cracks, flick about. 


In retrospect, Tommy thinks Tubbo might have mentioned Philza’s 
eyes getting fucked up by the explosions, but he kind of zoned out 


through that damage report. He’s also seeing what looks like eyes 
on the man’s battered wings. And- 


“Why the fuck do you have a tail now?” Tommy dares to ask. “l 
swear you didn’t have a tail before.” 


“What?” A long black feathered tail knocks to the floor, glaring 
diamonds and a blue eyespot dragging against the ground. “Oh, that. 
Yeah, that’s new. My- my elytra fuckin’ mutated or some shit. Me and 
the docs were thinkin’ it must’ve overcompensated after my wings 
got fucked up.” 


Tommy snorts. “Tailza.” 


Tubbo stuffs another overbuttered toast cracker in his mouth. “Why 
are you here?” he accusingly asks Tommy. “You’re supposed to be at 
work.” 


“You’re supposed to be at work,” Tommy lovingly reminds him in 
turn. “Bitch.” 


“Fucker.” 


“Bastard.” 


“Are y’ done?” Philza wearily asks the two of them. 


“Big Q wants to talk to you,” Tommy quickly tells Tubbo. 


Tubbo startles out of his chair. “Fuck- | forgot my thing with 
Quackity-” He stuffs one last toast in his mouth. “-I- I'll catch you 
later, Phil, alright? I'll make sure to bring Fundy over for dinner!” 


Philza blinks before turning to Tubbo’s direction with a hesitant wave. 
“Alright. Bye, mate.” 


Tubbo kicks the door closed with his rude stupid sheep... paw 
hooves on the way out. 


“Any other guests | need to know about, or is it just you and Jeff in 
the house?” Philza asks. A tightly bandaged antler swivels slowly to 
different parts of the room. “It’s kinda hard tellin’ who’s in or out of 
the house when one of my antlers is still bruised. Too much traffic on 
the main street.” 


“Just you and me,” Tommy honestly says. “Listen, Phil, I-” 


He looks at the lapis pencils scattered by the kitchen, re-labelings 
not yet finished. He looks at the cane stood by Philza’s spot on the 
table. He looks at marked out potion bottles and he looks at shaking 
wings. 


“Have you been doin’ alright?” Tommy dares to ask. 


Philza breathes out a small laugh. “You don’t have to worry yourself 
about me just ‘cus Fundy and Tubbo are waitin’ for me to keel over. 
That’s not your responsibility, mate.” 


“Wilbur was my responsibility,” Tommy says. “He gave me my entire 
life and now he’s gone.” 


Philza’s hands falter as he takes a cup out of the cabinet. 


“Im not mad at you,” Tommy quickly adds. “Gods, you're the last 
person I’m gonna be mad at for this shit. | just-” 


Philza turns off the stove, bringing the kettle over to a coaster on the 
table. “You don’t need to look out for me. We’re basically strangers. 
You know that.” 


“We... we don't have to be,” Tommy hesitantly says. “Right?” 


Philza’s talons curl against the table. 


“You miss him too,” Tommy points out. “We're both- we’re both stuck 
with what he left behind. So, what I’m sayin’ is- is-” 


| loved him, | loved him like my brother, he raised me and now he’s 
gone and | wasn't enough AND | DON’T KNOW HOW I’M 
SUPPOSED TO LIVE WITHOUT HIM- 


“-do you want to go and grab some lunch with me?” Tommy 
awkwardly offers. 


Philza stares at him. 


And then he laughs with that- that weird crow-like cackle he always 
does. 


“Wow, okay,” Tommy snarks. “Ouch.” 
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“Mate, no, it’s not that, jus’-” Philza snickers. “All that over lunch?” 


“Why not?” 


Philza scoffs and looks down at the table. “Alright. | can live with 
that.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


philza actually had a library villager "roommate" in new 
I'manburg named jeff. it's great. 


5. In The House Of Death 
Summary for the Chapter: 


You are forever waiting. 


For the first time, the empty houses of Death open their doors. 


For the first time, the voice of the Angel of Death reaches out to all 
Her domain. 


I’ve been too harsh to you, the Angel’s sorrowful voice intones. No 
one has to board until they’re ready. Never again. Take as long 
as you need. 


The shades of past, present, and future flock towards lit lanterns and 
warm fires. They dust off old chairs, open up unused kitchens. They 
walk into gardens that blossom with crops, beckoning anyone to take 
as much as they please. 


Sometimes they visit each other’s houses. Sometimes they simply 
wait for a loved one to join them and board their trains without a 
single look back. Sometimes they tell each other stories through 
time, or indulge in a food they were never allowed in life. 


Sometimes, they even dance. 


And for the first time, Death’s domain snows. 


The shade of a red-haired elytron with lapis eyes and black wings 
holds out his hand and lets frost fall onto his talons. 


“Are you alright?” the shade asks the Angel. 


The Angel tilts their head behind a faded veil. “Why do you ask?” 


“You're the one making it snow,” the shade points out. “! don’t think 
that’s ever happened before.” 


“It's just for a while,” the Angel says. “It'll draw people inside.” 


The shade tilts his head. “Didn’t everyone go inside?” 


“Some people are still lost out there,” the Angel sadly reveals. “I just 
want them to come home.” 


“| guess we’re not so different, then,” the shade dares to say. 


The Angel looks at him. 


“’m waitin’, too,” the shade says. “My brother. He’s the only one left 
in my flock that hasn’t boarded. He’s got no one waitin’ for him here, 
so here | am.” The shade shrugs. “Someone has to.” 


The snow starts to pick up. The Angel stands up from their seat. 


“| have to go,” they softly say. “I need to keep searching.” 


A lantern appears in their hand, and the Angel of Death walks back 
into the blizzard once again. 


6. | Love You Very Much! 


Summary for the Chapter: 


(Or at least | should, right?) 


Ghostbur loves Philza very much. 


He thinks he does at least. Wilbur loved Philza very much, and 
Ghostbur was Wilbur once, so he should love Philza, right? 


(Right.) 


He was Wilbur- was part of Wilbur? He remembers being Wilbur’s 
wings, a very long time ago, and then Wilbur put him to sleep. (He 
agreed to it.) 


And then he woke up in a body nearly 20 years older, and Wilbur 
was gone. 


He remembers some things about what Wilbur did in that time. 
Wilbur didn’t like himself, and, well, nobody liked Wi/bur. He was just 
so horrible to everyone, and horribly sad. Horrible to everyone 
because he was horribly sad. 


That’s okay. Because now Ghostbur’s here! He can be different than 
Wilbur. He can be better than Wilbur. If Wilbur was horrible because 
he was always so sad, then Ghostbur will just never be sad again. 
No matter how much it hurts. (No matter how much he has to forget.) 
And he will start out by being better to Philza. 


Philza loved Wilbur very much, he had to have- Ghostbur 
remembers so much of Philza. So many happy things! 


But it's the strangest thing. In his memories with Philza, Wilbur 
always felt sad. He didn’t like it when Philza loved him. It made 
Wilbur feel... bad. Guilty? Especially when Philza did very nice 
things for him. Wilbur wouldn’t ever be happy no matter how much 
Philza loved him, because he was always waiting for Philza to stop. 


Because Wilbur was a horrible person. He was just waiting for 
everyone else to realize it. 


Ghostbur wonders how the flying fuck that guy managed to live like 
this. Didn’t he ever get tired of being so sad and angry all the time? 
Ghostbur knows he sure would. And does. Because he’s stuck with 
all of Wilbur’s hand-me-down brain bits and they’re all sad and it’s 
fucking gross. 


But it’s ok! He has something to make him not sad. Blue! 


Blue makes everything better. Just have enough cornflowers and 
sugar and spider eyes and enchantment bottles, and blue can make 
everything better. It can take all the sadness away, every day, all the 
time. He just needs enough blue and he'll never be sad again! 


...come to think of it, why does he need this much blue dyuers, 
exactly? There isn’t- there isn’t such a thing as too much blue, right? 
There’s definitely not such a thing. There can’t be any side effects, 
right? 


If there are, he can’t remember any. 


And if he can’t remember, it wasn’t important, anyway. 


(He was thinking about something.) 


Ah, yes. Philza. Dear old dad. There he goes- the man himself, 
walking around on his cane. 


(Did his eyes always look so empty? Ghostbur can’t remember.) 


Ghostbur waves the man over. “How are you, Phil? I’m very tired.” 


Philza’s antlers click- very adorably- as he tries and fails to keep up 
with Ghostbur’s bouncing movements along the street. “You were 
staying up all night again, weren't you?” 


“It's not my fault this body doesn’t have a sleep cycle anymore,” 
Ghostbur defends. “Wilbur must have had terrible sleep before he 
died.” He stretches, popping his bones loudly. “And terrible self-care. 
Good fucking riddance. You know what the doctors said, Phil?” 


“You mean after they stopped screaming at your re-animated 
corpse?” Philza drily asks. 


“That was hilarious, | don’t know what you're talking about.” 
Ghostbur waves a taloned hand flippantly. “They said this body had 
like a fuckhundred different drug withdrawals! Drugs! My darling 
host, a drug addict! Can you believe it? And an alcoholic.” Ghostbur 
squints bitterly. “I stil/ wake up hungover some days. It’s awful, Phil. 
Just awful.” 


Philza laughs at that, but he tends to laugh at everything anyway, 
even when he’s sad. And this sounds like one of his sad laughs. 


(Ghostbur should fix that.) 


Ghostbur starts fiddling with a noteblock board. “How have you been 
enjoying L’manburg?” 


“It's okay,” Philza chirps as the Chatters along his arms look at the 
waving flags of the street market. “It’s pretty nice. Y’know, it’s, uh-” 


“Only okay?” Ghostbur says with mock offense. 


“Yeah?” Philza balances along the bridge fencing as he follows 
Ghostbur’s footsteps. “I mean, it is definitely on top of a graveyard,” 
he flatly notes. “Which may or may not be haunted.” He looks 
through Ghostbur. “By a certain person’s ghost.” 


“| don’t think it is,” Ghostbur refutes. “Honestly, |- you know what? 
The circumstances of L_manburg’s existence shouldn’t be giving you 
a different opinion on L_manburg.” He sets down his note block board 
on an empty stall. “What’s your favorite song, Phil? I’m gonna play 
it.” He looks down, suddenly realizing just how few noteblocks he 
actually has put on his board. “With three notes.” 


“What could you play on noteblocks?” Philza asks. “With three 
notes.” 


“What do you think | should make the notes?” Ghostbur asks. 


Philza clicks to himself. “Maybe guitars? You can do guitar, right?” 
Philza tilts his head down at the board. “! haven't really messed 
around with them much, though.” 


Ghostbur hums. “Not sure about that one.” He dusts off the stall. “1 
think | like it being pianos.” 


“You don't like guitars,” Philza says in a small voice. He holds his 
hands together. “Okay.” 


“I’m keepin’ it as little pianos. What should the notes be?” Ghostbur 
slaps down the tent of the stall. “I’m thinking C- Cs a good one. How 
‘bout C, D, and E?” 


Ghostbur twists the tuning key of the first note block. C, C, C. He 
hums to himself. C. Surely that’s C. 


He moves to the second note block. 


The first note was not, in fact, C. 


“| fucked up, Phil.” 


Philza runs his hand lazily over the scars on his face. “It’s okay! 
Don't worry. It’s not permanent, you can just-” 


“Can | break it?” Ghostbur twists the tuning key back around until the 
block resets with a loud pop. He tunes the blocks again. “Yes, yes! 
And then it’s E, and-” He puts the key in wrong on the third block. 
“FUCK!” 


It’s fine, it’s fine, he'll just play a little tune and- 


“No! Ghostbur knocks his head onto the stand. “No, it’s not Mary 
Had A Little Lamb!” 


He fucked it up again, he just keeps fucking things up just like Wilbur 
all over again- 


“Mary had a little lamb,” Ghostbur hums to himself. “Mary had a little 
lamb- it’s fine, it’s fine. Phil, it’s fine.” 


Philza’s smile softens. 


Ghostbur taps out a flippant flourish on his board. “There’s a flat in 
there!” He pops the noteblocks back to their defaults. He looks back 
up at Philza. “Don’t leave! I’m gonna get this. Stay right there.” 


Philza’s smile does sort of glaze over a little bit as he watches 
Ghostbur work, but that’s fine. Philza’s just like that! (It’s fine.) Or 
maybe it’s because he’s eyes blind now. Could be that, too. If 


Ghostbur was eyes blind, he probably wouldn’t bother having his 
eyes open all the time, either. 


Mary had a little lamb, little lamb, little lamb. Mary had a little lamb, 
whose fleece was white as snow. 


Ghostbur lets out a joyful sound, feathers ruffling happily. The board 
is perfect now! Everything’s perfect! 


“Phil, | think we have a good time,” Ghostbur decides, leaning over 
the stand. 


Philza hums, writing something onto the stand with his funny little 
lapis pencil. 


“What are you writing?” Ghostobur wonders. He hops over the table to 
get a better look. 


Greatest Musician in town! the thin, mechanical Script reads. Pls 
subscribe :) 


Ghostbur looks at Philza’s sleepy smile with wide eyes. “Really?” he 
trills. 


“Yeah!” Philza easily says. 


“Oh, that is so cool! | am- | am on cloud nine, Philza Minecraft. | am 
on cloud nine.” He gently pushes Philza to the inside of the stand. 
“Come on! Give us a song. It’s easy notes.” 


Philza slaps at the noteblocks a few times. Right against the tuning 
keys. 


Undoing all of Ghostbur’s tuning work. 


(Ghostbur feels his own soul leave his body for a few ticks from the 
sheer absolute tragedy that has just occured. ) 


“Oh.” Philza’s battered wings ruffle nervously, eyespots darting about 
with embarrassment. “Oh, | fucked up.” 


“By ear, Phil,” Ghostbur despairs. “By ear!” 


“I’m sorry!” Philza's tail thumps into the stand as he sidles away from 
the off-tune noteblocks, marbled antlers turning an uneven red. “I hit 
things on reflex- it’s how | interact with shit, I’m sorry-” 


“It's fine,” Ghostbur deadpans. “You can’t be angry at a baby for 
putting things in its mouth. That’s how it interacts with the world, 
y'know?” 


Philza cackles. It’s a happy sound this time. 


He sounds so nice when he laughs. 


(And Ghostbur is so happy that he doesn’t need to use the dyuers in 
his pocket for the rest of the day.) 


7. The Things You Would Never Do 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(You said you would rather die, and maybe you did.) 


-NEW L’MANBURG NEWS- 


Honeylemon Re-Opens 


Our neighborhood Honeylemon is back in business! After an unjust 
shut-down under the tyrannical Schlatt administration, this family 
owned and operated bakery is one of many core establishments that 
have been rebuilt at no personal cost, courtesy of the Underscore 
administration’s Reconstruction Acct. 


OBITUARY: Kirin Laufeysbur 


Local tailor Kirin Laufeysbur's body was recovered from the 
L'manburg explosion site today. Mx. Laufeysbur, elytron, was a non- 
citizen with a client base in both Greater Prime and Manberg. Their 
name will be added to the L'manburgian Explosion Monument. 


The crowsworn were unable to identify Laufeysbur’s family or next of 
kin. The body of Kirin Laufeysbur will be planted in a potter’s field if it 
is not claimed within 3 days time. 


Reconstruction Act Still Hiring 


New L’manburg is out of danger, but that’s no reason to quit while 
we're ahead! President Underscore is still looking for any able- 
bodied persons willing to join the efforts of the Reconstruction Act in 
order to continue providing housing and other necessary buildings. 
Interested citizens please leave your information with head architect 
Mr. Craft in 216 Saint's Row. 


A Tragic Presidential End 


And what has been left behind 


L’manburg’s founder and long-time muse, President Wilbur Sam- 
Seong Soot, was found dead on the 18th. As you may know, the 
unlawfully exiled president was the face of the Pogtopia resistance 
movement that dissolved Manberg. He was reported missing after 
the terrorist attack on the 16th and is presumed to have perished on 
the same day, losing his final life to either the resulting floods or 
excess of rubble. 


The terrorist who brought about our late president's death was 
stopped by the heroic efforts of Philza JWM Craft, who retained 
debilitating injuries in the incident. The body of the culprit was unable 
to be identified. The violent anarchist known only as The Blade, 
whose traitorous acts aided and abetted L’manburg’s destruction, is 
considered an enemy of the state and still at large. 


The Founder believed in a special community- a united symphony. 
Even after Manberg’s desecration of his legacy, he died still believing 


in that symphony. He lived and bled and died for L'manburg. Let his 
devotion to the people be an example for us all. 


A Silent Service 


A small private service was held for Manberg president J. Schlatt on 
the 19th of Endekamon, following his untimely death on the 16th. 
The funeral was presided by Badlands lord Halo in accordance with 
demonic funeral rites, in compliance with the late president's own 
last will and testament. Among those in attendance were members 
of his former cabinet and a few select veterans from the battle of the 
16th. 


He is survived by his husband Quackity, who is listed as the sole heir 
to his estate aside from the current New L’'manburg president, Tubbo 
Underscore-Beloved. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Honey snorts to herself. A silent service. The Prime Reporter wove a 
much different story about Schlatt’s ‘loving’ widower getting shitfaced 
drunk, singing a loud break-up song over Schlatt’s grave, and eating 
his fucking heart. 


What a mess. And they’re sti// putting out obituaries. Hopefully they'll 
have a proper one for Wilbur in a later publication- that shitty 
propaganda piece was a sorry excuse for- 


Someone lets out a startled yelp as she hits their body. 


“Jeez!” Honey grabs her hat before it falls into the watery depths of 
the flooded crater under the bridge. “Watch where you’re goin’, 
smartass! What are you, blind?” 


“Funny you should say that,” Philza drily says. 


Honey stares in shock at Philza’s thoroughly fucked over self. 
“Y’know, darlin’,” she slowly says, “when the news said you had 


debilitatin’ injuries, | was expectin’ a snapped leg an’ the like, not...” 


“Having the wrong amount of useless eyes?” A cluster of eyespots 
on the wrists of Philza’s battered wings squints daringly at Honey. “I 
wasn't exactly expectin’ it either, but here we are.” 


There’s a lot of things Honey could say to the older man right now. 
Good fucking gods, are you okay? ranks relatively high on that list, 
right up there with your son’s dead, that’s kind of awkward, and 
spicier openers like if | poked your wing eyes, would you feel it? 


There’s just so much to unpack here. 


“Wanna grab a drink back at my place?” Honey asks instead. “I still 
got all the Pogtopia alcohol we used for preservin’. It ain’t classy, but 


it gets the job done.” 


A silence. 


“Sounds horrible,” Philza says. “Gimme that shit.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“So- so, here’s the thing, right?” Philza stutters, an uneven flush on 
his face peeking past his scars. “There’s this library.” 


“What library?” Honey asks. “I ain’t seen no library.” 


“It's up in the fuckin... catacombs. An’ Ghostbur-” Philza hiccups. 
“Y'know Ghostbur-” 


Yep. Honey knows him, alright. That cute little sequel to Benihime 
that’s running around in the bluing, greying corpse of Wilbur Soot. 
He looks and acts so different that she’s pretty sure most of the 
people in New L’'manburg don’t even realize that’s their founding 
president's body. It’s- she knows it’s not Ghostbur’s fault, but it’s still 
hard to watch sometimes. 


Gods. She can’t even imagine how Philza must be taking it right 
now. 


“-he got all my dead son’s shit, an’ Wilbur had a buncha books, so 
now Ghostbur’s bein’ a...” Philza squints. “...a fuckin’... an-ti-qua- 
rian. Wants me to write him a lil’ book. As if I’ve got anythin’ o’ 
L’manburg historical value.” 


79 


“You were in charge of th’ rebuildin’,” Honey points out. “You could 


write somethin’ about that.” 


Philza snorts. “An architect’s diary.” He raps his hand against the 
table, a jilted, jaunty voice coming out of him as he sarcastically 
rocks his head. “My first day on the server! | killed my son! It was 
pogchamp, and then I cried.” 


Philza throws his head back, takes a long, long drink, and roughly 
knocks his jar back onto the table with an unhinged laugh. 


“You- you wanna elaborate on that?” Honey slowly says. 


Philza smiles just a little too casually. “Oh, shit! | forgot they din- 
didn’ want the news ffindin’ out about that! His tail thumps 
gracelessly against the ground. “That unnamed terrorist who brought 
about the death of the glorious founder was MY SON!” 


Philza would never. He would never hurt his own flock, not for 
anything. He would rather die. 


“No,” Honey bluntly says. “There’s- there’s no fucking way. | could 
believe Wilbur pullin’ some shit like that, but not you! You wouldn't do 
that!” 


“But | did.” 


“That makes no fucking sense! How could you?” 


“He asked me to,” Philza simply says. “And- and- and you know what 
happens when Wilbur starts askin’ for things. I- | couldn’t say no.” 


Honey goes silent. 


“Il can still feel it sometimes,” Philza whispers. “These fucking... bits 
climbing out of my brain whenever | try to talk about what happened. 
Just the other day | heard me tellin’ myself my son was an idiot and | 
did the right thing.” His hands curl tighter around his drink. “Why the 
fuck would | ever say something like that?” he shakily asks. “In what 
universe could that possibly be fine?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“An’ now he’s gone,” Mr. Craft’s shaking form quietly murmurs. “An’ 
I’m still here.” He slumps his head on the table. “Fuck.” 


Niki Nihachu slaps her hand over her mouth and closes the door to 
her boss’ house, stumbling back down the stairs to the bakery. 


(She manages not to flinch when Mr. Craft staggers out the door 
himself one click later.) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


crowsworn priests serve as morticians and undertakers in their 
practice, since their religion is focused on the acceptance, 
preparation, and facilitation of death. 


8. The Book Called Arrival 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Drunken diaries. 


The day after the incident. 


-<>Y<>- 


“WILBUR!” an Angel calls out into the storm. “EYAS!” 


-<>9Y<>- 


| felt cold, guilty, torn apart from the inside. | remember leaving after 
the battle, many perished. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Wilbur? PLEASE, WHERE ARE YOU-” 


The Angel spreads his wings as if to take flight, only to collapse 
against the ground as a searing pain burns through his limbs. 


“Please,” he begs as the lights of every house of death burn bright, 
seeking out the path of every lost soul in Death’s domain. “Please, 
I’m sorry. Just come home. Come home.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


This new place is very nice, though empty of all life. | like the ice. it 
reminds me of something from a long time ago. 


-<>Y<>- 


In a snowed over train station, a half-frozen crow lands roughly on 
the ground, its beak holding a freshly printed, unpunched ticket titled 
Wilbur Soot. 


The Angel of Death cradles its tiny body in his cold hands. His brittle 
heart never breaks again. 


He lifts his head up and lets snow melt on his comet-struck face. 


-<>Y<>- 


An empire | once helped a friend grow to power and take over the 
world. 


That was fun. simpler times. 


-<>Y<>- 


Every day, an Angel’s son is never found. 


Every day, a station waits, and Wilbur Soot’s ticket is never taken. 


Every day, the blizzard in Death’s domain rages on. 


-<>Y<>- 


After much thinking and solitude | have grown to learn the meaning 
of the afterlife. 


-<>Y<>- 


A red haired elytron shade with black wings smiles, lapis eyes 
squinted with contentment. “I like the houses. They’re very nice!” 


“lm sorry for keeping them closed for so long,” the Angel apologizes. 


“You've opened them now,” the shade decides. “Which means that 
they were open all along.” 


The Angel laughs. “Gods. The time bullshit here really can be 
confusing.” They tilt their head. “You’ve been here for a while, 
haven't you? What do you think of the changes?” 


“It's alot,” the shade bluntly admits. “But not in a bad way. There 
won't be unfinished business if they’re able to make their peace 
here. There won't be trainblockers if they’re allowed to choose how 
they leave.” 


“But not you?” the Angel good-naturedly wonders. 


“You know what I’m waiting for,” the shade smiles. “This doesn’t 
change a damn thing but givin’ me a nicer place to wait.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


| found totems, many totems of gold and gems. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Come here, mate.” The Angel beckons over a shade, holding a 
copy of their ticket. “I notice one of your lives has been punched 
twice, why is that?” 


Their eyes brighten. “Oh, that! | fell into a real sharp cliff once, but | 
had a totem of undying on me, so it fixed me up real nice.” They 
gesture to the golden cracks on their hands and feet. “Gave me 
some wild scars for my trouble, though.” 


“Totem of Undying?” The Angel leans forward. “Tell me more.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Ancient scriptures tell me of a way to bring people back to life. 


-<>Y<>- 


The houses of death are starting to have libraries now. Shades 
passing the time in the storms by writing down the things they knew 
in life. Stories, recipes, travel logs, textbooks. 


Fables. 


Rituals. 


The Angel of Death passes over them all, and the storm begins to 
lift. 


-<>Y<>- 


This is my calling, | have to save him from the cold emptiness... 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza had shown up in Ghostbur’s library earlier, drunkenly put a 
book into his hands, and promptly bunched up on one of the reading 
chairs to fall asleep, tail and wings defensively curled around himself 
like a very old, tired cat. 


Which was sort of cute, at first, but then Ghostbur looked under his 
wings for a bit and saw Philza shaking in his sleep, clutching a whole 
gourd of some kind of beer. 


And then Ghostbur read the little book in question. Cold, guilty, torn 
apart from the inside. 


...No one was supposed to like Wilbur. No one was supposed to 
miss Wilbur. Ghostbur remembers Wilbur being quite adamant about 
that. 


(But even when he’s dead, Wilbur can’t stop breaking his father’s 
heart, it seems. ) 


Philza’s eyes flutter open. “Wil...” His eyes focus a little more, and 
he winces. “Shit, sorry...” 


“It's okay,” Ghostbur decides. “You can call me Wil sometimes. | 
know it’s hard.” 


Philza’s eyes close again. Ghostbur sighs, gently patting at Philza’s 
unkempt wings. 


The feathers are growing back quickly, and his hair has been freshly 
clipped- signs of the regen potions he’s no doubt been taking. 


Ghostbur cards a hand over them, and the eyespots along Philza’s 
wing wrist and shoulders squint hazily with the movement. 


Ghostbur doesn’t like looking at this. 


He doesn't like thinking about how much Philza got hurt, it- it makes 
him sad. He’s not allowed to be sad. He holds a fistful of blue dyuers 
in his hands until he stops. 


(Until he can’t remember who broke Philza’s wings.) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


phil did canonically write this book and donate it to ghostbur's 
library! you'll only be able to find it in phil's VODs though, i don't 
know if anyone else read this book on stream. 


9. On The Banks Of The Lee 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Grieve, my friend. (Maybe your tears will be enough for both of 
us.) 


"I will pluck my love some roses, some wild Irish roses,” an elytron 
voice distractedly sings. “/ will pluck my love some roses, the fairest 
that ever grew. And lay them on the grave of my one true lovely 
Mary, in that cold and silent churchyard where she sleeps ‘neath the 
dew.” 


Philza is wearing one of Wilbur’s old shirts, the jagged remains of his 
crowsworn coat draped over him in a repurposed shawl. 


“I loved her very dearly, so truly and sincerely. There was no one in 
this wide world | loved better than she.” The scars cutting into his 
mouth warp oddly as he sings. “Every bush and every bower, every 
wild Irish flower, reminds me of my Mary on the banks of the Lee.” 


Blue scarred eyes look through the Blood of the Covenant. 


“Gods,” Techno’s human form dares to whisper. “What happened to 
you?” 


“| finally ran out of ways to break,” Philza peacefully smiles. 


He taps his cane against the docks near an unused boat. Techno 
takes the unspoken request, bringing the boat closer so they can 
both board, and Techno slowly rows them out into the water, away 
from the prying eyes of the rest of the world. 


“Chatters keeps telling me about all the wanted posters people have 
for you here,” Philza notes. “But here you are, anyways.” 


Red eyes blink, and a five-fingered hand runs over greying black 
hair. “I’m not exactly recognizable right now.” 


Philza tilts his head, cloudy eyes barely flicking over Techno’s human 
appearance. “Hm. | wouldn't know, anyways. You look just the same 
to me. I'll have to take you and Chatters’ word for it.” A feathered ear 
flicks. “I lost my emerald and shawl in the- after the detonation. So 
did Wilbur.” He blinks. “Why are you here?” 


“l- | wanted to find Wilbur’s grave.” Techno looks aside. “If you know 
where it is.” 


“They didn’t give him one.” Philza’s wings- gods, his wings, what's 
happened to him? His wings wrap around himself in shaking, halting 


motions. “With his body bein’ occupied at the moment, it- they 
decided it wouldn’t make sense.” 


Techno sighs sadly. “Alright.” He looks back to the city. “You plannin’ 
on sticking around this area?” 


“My grandson still lives here,” Philza points out. His cane knocks into 
the floor of the boat. “And | want to understand what’s so special 
about the little country my son died for.” 


Techno’s mouth flattens nervously. “Il guess that doesn’t exactly 
make me your favorite person right now.” 


“Why wouldn’t you be?” Philza softly asks. “You’re my friend.” 


“Everyone else in the L’manburg camp doesn't like me at the 
moment,” Techno explains. “Decided | betrayed them for doing what 
| always said | was gonna do- destroy the government.” He lets out a 
worn noise. “| dunno. | wouldn't have been surprised if it changed 
your opinions a bit. You always called me a bit extreme.” 


“You're my friend,” Philza gently repeats. “The only person who gets 
to change my mind about that is you.” 


“They used me, Phil. Not just them, maybe Wilbur too, and | don't 
know when it started- | just-” Techno lets go of the oars, holding his 
face in his hands. “-gods, it makes me feel sick.” 


His shoulders shake. 


“?’m just tired, Phil. I’m so tired. What’s the point in fighting if all it 
does is help put the next well-intentioned idiot in power?” He looks 
up at Philza’s face. “| shouldn’t be bothering you with this, I’m sorry-” 


“Why not?” 


“Phil- Phil, you just lost your son.” Techno’s eyes rake desperately 
over Philza’s injuries. “Look what that cost you. You lost so much in a 
single day, I- | can’t bother you with my politics again. You need to 
grieve.” 


Philza’s eyes soften. “What about you?” 


Techno shakes his head. “We can’t make this about me, you need-” 


“| told you, Tec’. I’ve run out of ways to break.” Philza’s smile turns 
sad. “I don’t think | even can. So, I’m gonna ask you again. Do you 
need to grieve?” 


Techno’s hands curl uselessly into his clothes. 


“You lost so much in a single day,” Philza repeats back to him. “You 
lost him, too.” 


...Did he? 


Did he really lose that stupid boy? That gangly, wide-eyed child with 
too many questions and even worse ideas. A people-pleasing child, 
a lovestruck teenager, a too-young father, a man with too many 
dreams who finally got tired of seeing them get ruined one by one. 


An obituary of a child Techno helped raise, turned into propaganda 
and wanted posters. 


Did Technoblade lose Wilbur? (Was Wilbur ever his to lose at all?) 


The human sitting across from Philza disappears, and a worn piglin 
stag takes his place. 


Philza opens his arms. 


And Technoblade cries. 


It is not loud, wailing sobs. A general is too well trained for such 
dangerous displays that could compromise his position. But he 
mourns- he mourns in huffing growls and golden tears and the shake 
of his body. He mourns every broken feather that slowly wraps 
around him, and he mourns the scars of the face he pushes his 
snout to, and he mourns the body that was last held in these 
callused, stardusted arms, never to wake again. 


Their long tails wrap around each other’s legs, and they cry. Not a 
single tear leaves Philza’s hollow eyes or unmoving smile, but the 
Blood of the Covenant can mourn for them both. 


(They cry.) 


10. I'm Going To Live! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(I'm going to live.) 


Old Saint Phil lives in 216 Saint’s Row. (If the street was named after 
him, he’s neither confirming nor denying it.) He grows roses and 
cornflowers in his windows, and his grandson visits him sometimes. 


It's been getting easier to live. 


He gets up in the morning and he no longer needs the painful eyes 
of his crows to guide him down the stairs. His antlers see the lapis 
labels he’s written onto his medication, and he’s cooked up breakfast 
with his eyes closed so many times that doing it blind is no different. 
The magma of the portable cooker has enough energy to be as 
bright as a streetlight to him, anyways. 


He’s changed the head of his cane to be a bit easier to grab and 
lean on- no more white raven, just a raven’s head will do. And 
maybe he does knock his cane into more things (and ankles) than he 
used to, but he thinks he’s allowed the privilege, and it’s a satisfying 
sound. 


He wakes up when he likes, goes out when he likes, falls asleep 
when he likes. He never worried about day or night before, and he 
doesn't start now. Though he does try to pretend he cares- people 
worry, after all. The first time he runs into a skeleton, his sword 
catches on fire- blue sunfire, his son’s fire- and to his credit, he only 
shakes for 15 tocks afterwards. 


It's been getting easier to live. 


His roommate Jeff is finally fighting off the tail end of that Rot 
infection he caught and got a desk job at a paper shop. After the first 
five times of being told not to treat Philza like glass, Jeff cracks a 
joke about how much lamp oil he must be saving upstairs, and 
Philza actually laughed, just the one time. 


His next door neighbor is a half(?) enderman named Ranboo, and 
Chatters thinks his swooping face patterns look like a crescent 
moon. The second time Philza hears tall tailored clothes dripping 
with too much water for any enderman’s comfort, he asks if Ranboo 
would like some enchantment templates for water protection, and 
Ranboo borrows them with a grateful nod. 


(Ranboo claims, two days later, that he doesn’t remember why he 
absolutely needs to give Philza two packs of nice venison steak, but 
he'll do it anyway just in case.) 


It's been getting easier to live. 


The underworld thrives within the houses of death, and the Angel of 
Death lets it. His Lady seems to approve, after a fashion- he has not 
seen Her since before he left for L:manburg, but he sees the ghost of 
Her in places She’s walked, in shades that She’s spoken to. (He 
does not know if he can face Her just yet, but he leaves gardens and 
carvings and loving songs for his wife, regardless.) 


Fundy cannot always be there for lunch, but he makes a point of 
being there for dinner. Tubbo keeps on harassing him for breakfast. 
Tommy does take Philza out for lunch- and they do, despite it all, find 
a little more in common than the dead body of Wilbur Soot between 
them. 


He’s... adjusting. Benihime is, too- every day the silence in Philza’s 
mind grows a little less so, a murmur growing stronger and stronger 
with every feather that returns, every heartshell crack that heals. 


The tail is a trainwreck and a half to adjust to when he walks, and 
children seem to think it’s a fun new kind of skip rope game to dodge 
the defensive swinging said tail does when it senses anything behind 
him, but it’s- it’s fine. Between his antlers and the new eyespots on 
his wings and tail, he’s suddenly more aware of space than he used 
to be. 


He’s only blind in the way mortals know it- blind in his eyes, blind to 
the living- but he sees the /ife in the world and by gods, it’s beautiful. 
He sees flowers on windowsills. Herbs grown on roofs. He sees 
vibrant colors of soul on people’s faces, and the fish and corals 
creeping under New L’manburg’s docks. His eyes miss the weave of 
fabric on flags and clothes, the color of papers and the words on 


newspapers, but Chatters has always been happy to be his living 
eyes, and what he cannot see he can write for himself. 


It's been getting easier to live. 


Techno sends him new clothes for winter, and the old ice car seems 
to take them somewhere different every time. He watches Ghostbur 
play piano, and it doesn’t hurt as much as it used to. 


He opens a pack of magic colored pencils Tommy rudely shoved in 
his mailbox the other day, and Philza starts to draw something he 
can see. 


An instant (an eternity) later, his son’s face is staring back at him. 
Not a child, or an embittered aging man, but... Wilbur. Just Wilbur. A 
face Philza might have seen holding Fundy’s hand on a festival day. 


“Hey there, son,” Philza quietly says. “I'll bring you home soon.” 


It’s been getting easier to live. 


He leaves his drawing on his bedside desk that day, exactly as he 
found it, and the world continues to spin. 
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Summary: 


Once upon a dream, a little god searched for her missing brother. 
She finds him. 


Sort of. 


Once Upon A Dream 
Author's Note: 
this work is part of a series, go and read from the beginning. 
Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 


the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


There once was a Daydream. 


Her brother was a Dreamweaver, a part of the land just like she was. 
But he did not have any real beginning the way she did- he was not 
made by anyone’s hand, the way she was made by his. 


One day, he simply was. 


And then one day, he wasn’t. His tether was lost to her and he was 
nowhere to be found. 


So she dried her lonely tears and searched for him. 


She searched and searched until she found. 


What she found was a little boy in a green jacket wearing a 
Dreamweaver’s mask. He did not /ook like her brother in the 
slightest, but he felt like him. He felt like her brother’s playfulness. 


“Who are you?” Daydream asked. 


“?’m a little duckling!” the boy cheerfully said. “Mama said so!” 


Only a child, then. Daydream flew away and kept searching. 


She found a group of people living in tents, and among them was a 
shadowed man with a scruffy goatee and a colorful poncho, clucking 
to an eagle on his wrist. He turned to her, wearing a Dreamweaver’s 
mask on his face, and he felt like her brother’s kindness. 


“Who are you?” Daydream asked. 


“Who can say, nifita?” the man smiled. “I did not Know who | would 
be today, and | do not know who | will be tomorrow! Isn't it great?” 


“Then who are you today?” Daydream wondered. 


The man’s smile turns soft. “Someone searching for love. If you see 
my Selena, you be kind to her, okay?” 


Only a man, then. Daydream flew away and kept searching. 


She went deep and far into the wilds until she found a woman with 
strong legs and long flaxen hair. The woman turned to her, a 
Dreamweaver’s mask on her face, and Daydream thought that this 
person felt like her brother’s swiftness. 


“Who are you?” Daydream asked. 


“Someone searching for food and firewood,” the woman said, “just 
like anybody else. If you see my Primo, you tell him I’m coming 
home soon, okay?” 


Only a woman, then. Daydream flew away and kept searching. 


She went into the city and found a man with a mustache and a big 
brown coat. He turned to her, a glass lens set into the 
Dreamweaver’s mask on his face, and he felt like her brother’s sharp 
mind. 


“Who are you?” Daydream asked. 


“A seeker,” the man said, “For truth, among other things.” 


Only a seeker, then. Daydream flew away and kept searching. 


Daydream flew and flew and flew until she came across a mountain 
filled with her brother’s magic. Deep inside, she found a man with 
white hair and marbled life marks, staring at a Dreamweaver’s mask 
in his hands. He turned to her, green eyes wild with suspicion, and 
he felt like her brother’s determination. 


“Who are you?” Daydream asked. 


“l’m Lagos,” he shakily said. “Who are you?” 


“If you were really Lagos, you wouldn't need to ask,” Daydream 
mumbled to herself. 


Only a pretender, then. Daydream flew away and kept searching. 


And suddenly she saw... 


...she saw... 


...she saw. 


She saw a Lord in green, in white, in gold, gold, go/d. The light of 
golden rings fell upon His blinding wings, and there was no 
Dreamweaver’s mask upon the shadow of His face, but His power 
felt like her brother’s hands. 


AND WHO ARE YOU? He asked her, His booming voice 
deafeningly quiet. 


“Who- who are you?” Daydream dared to ask. 


And the God was silent. 


(Everything was silent.) 


| AM ALIVE, He decided after an endlessly tiny eternity. ARE YOU? 


“Of course | am,” Daydream said in a very small voice. “You made 


me. 


God tilts His head. 


WHAT ELSE DID | MAKE? He wonders. 


“Everything,” Daydream told Him. “Everything you can see.” 


He held out his hand to her. SHOW ME, LITTLE ONE. 


Daydream took what might have been her brother’s hand, and 
showed Him the life of his own creation. 


(And she stopped searching. ) 
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Summary: 


He should have left Her. Should have hated Her for what She's 
done, or at least felt some measure of grief for what She took from 
him. But after his son's death, Philza only seems to love Her more. 


He doesn't know, She decides. He can't know- how could he stand 
Her, if he had? 


In which Philza's wife is Death- but he's always known that, hasn't 
he? His grief changes nothing. 


1. The Apology Song 
Author's Note: 


This work is written assuming that you've read the previous 
parts of this series. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


“You got white hairs now,” Philza says after a long moment. 


Wren paws through his red hair. “| do?” He laughs lightly. “Jeez, 
already? Must’ve taken after Mum, finally. |-” 


He yelps as his brother suddenly grabs his face. He feels Philza’s 
talons scratching through his hair, combing through the stubborn 
white forelock that’s sprouted on the top of Wren’s head. 


(Philza’s hands are shaking.) 


“Fuck off,” Wren good-naturedly scolds. “I’m not turnin’ into a fuckin’ 
pensioner. It just runs in the family. You’d have it too, if you could get 


any older.” 


“’m sorry, Wren, | just-” Philza looks off to the side. “-it just hits 
different sometimes.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Oi, who’s sneakin’ around?” Wren calls out into the house. “Swear t’ 
fuckin’ gods, if somebody brought home another fuckin’ boyfriend-” 


Philza stares at him with wide eyes, his umbrella trailing against the 
ground. 


(Ah. Playing princess again.) 


“Hi, mate,” Wren softly says, voice going quiet as he takes in his 
brother’s ruffled wings. “What are you doin’ up so late?” 


Philza bluntly pulls down his sleeve. Right along his wrist is a 
darkening, suspiciously hand-shaped bruise, purpling at the 
fingertips with the indent of talons. 


Wren quickly crosses the courtyard, kicking up dust along the 
cobblestones as he hops closer. “Gods, what a fuckin’ dent! You 
didn’t hurt yerself, did ya?” 


Philza puts his hand over the bruising silhouette. The angle’s all 
wrong- he wouldn’t have been able to do that to himself. 


“That-” Wren’s voice drops to a whisper. “-that wasn’t anybody in the 
house, was it?” 


Philza harshly raps his umbrella against the ground, drawing 
attention to the vibrant bloodstains on the waxed paper. He lets out a 
mocking, rocking, wordless trill, its cadence unmistakable for the 
words it mimics. 


Hey, little songbird. Give us a song. 


Wren lets out a punching sigh. “Just some creep outside, then. 
Jeez.” His smile turns a little cruel, but he can’t be bothered for 
kindness at this hour. “You better have given ‘em a good dent to 
match. You know Rosie hates it when | snatch her pruning knives.” 


Philza puts his free hand on Wren’s head. His mouth moves, almost, 
but no sound comes out. /’m sorry, he mouths. 


“Sorry for what? Someone else bein’ a bitch?” Wren looks back 
down at the bruise. “Come on. Mum moved the god damned meds 
again.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“I’m sorry,” Philza whispers in rusted Talon as he cradles his friend’s 
head, as he feels Techno’s life grow weaker with every bloody 
passing breath. “I’m sorry, please, don't die, don’t die, please-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“How's your friend?” Nathan asks. 


The elytron man startles loudly, wild wings rattling with the jerking 
motion. His face relaxes as he processes the question. “Techno’s 
fine. He'll live. He got his lifemarks an’ everything.” He sighs. “Fuck, 
I’m sorry for forcin’ a ride out of you. | panicked, I-” His taloned 
hands fumble over a coin purse. “-look, | can pay for it-” 


Nathan claps his hand on the man’s shoulder. “It’s fine. Y’ needed 
the lift. Just try not to look so crazy next time you hail a carriage, 
alright?” 


The elytron snorts. “I can live with that.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“’m sorry you have to live like this,” the Angel of Death whispers to 
the Blood of the Covenant. 


Techno huffs loudly as he presses down on Philza’s head. “I won’t be 
suffering with my eternity, old crow. I’ve got you.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“’m_ sorry,” an Angel feverishly whispers to the empty call of 
Endlantis. “I didn’t know what else to do, | couldn’t-” It curls up 
smaller and smaller in the too-large bed of another god’s house. “/ 
tried, Ender, I’m sorry, I’m sorry...” 


Feowertyne sighs sadly and closes the door. He’d best return later. 
Broken pantheon bonds never severed cleanly. They can speak 
when the Angel isn’t still shaking with the aftershocks. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza laughs nervously as he holds a swaddled egg in his arms. “I’m 
sorry, m'lady, | think I'll need to work from home for a while.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza smiles in a self-chiding way as he wraps a bandage around 
his knee. “Sorry for botherin’ you like this, mate. Only one more 
week, | swear.” 


Techno’s eyes soften as he watches Wilbur chase dogs around the 
farm. “It’s fine. Take as long as you need.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Theo!” Benihime lets out a squawk as its grandson roughly taps it in 
the face. “Sorry- Fundy. How you doin, mate?” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza puts down his rifle when he sees Tubbo shuffle out of The 
Charon’s cabin. “Sorry, did | wake you up?” 


-<>Y<>- 


“I’m sorry,” Philza whispers. 


“| don't want you to be sorry,” Fundy sobs. “/ want my dad.” 


“| know,” Philza murmurs as his broken wings wrap around Fundy’s 
weeping body. “I know. I’m still sorry.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza walks towards a door. “Anyways, | was tellin’ him tha-” He 
yelps sharply as his antlers knock painfully into something solid. 


“You alright, sir?” 


“Sorry, sorry, sorry, I-” Philza dazedly steps back, scarred eyes 
blinking rapidly. “-| can’t see glass, I’m sorry-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“PHIL-” Tommy jumps back as Philza snaps his wings open. “Yo, 
what the fuck, man?” 


“Sorry, mate,” Philza wheezes as his talons curl into his shirt. “Gave 
me a bit of a nasty shock there.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“?’m sorry,” Trixtin whispers to Her Angel’s sleeping form, mournfully 
tracing the scars on his face. “You didn’t know. You didn’t know.” 


A mottled antler flicks. Blue eyespots blink lazily as they take in Her 
presence, but he does not stir. 


“| thought you knew, but you didn’t. And now look at you.” She looks 
at his stardusted hands. “I do that a lot, don’t |? Let you break for me 
because | don’t stop and think about what you know. We can’t keep 
doing this.” Her hands trace his scars down to his neck. “I can’t keep 
doing this to you. I’m sorry.” 


When Philza wakes up, the centuries-old weight of his wife’s 
blackstone necklace is gone. 


(And he’s alone.) 


2. Can You Stand Me? (Can You Dare?) 
Summary for the Chapter: 
(Truth be told, does he really care’) 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Contains minor passages with exotic text. 


For longer than gods can remember, an Angel has been in love with 
Death. 


He loved Her beyond all rhyme or reason, beyond all notion of 
return. 


He loved Her to the point of invention. 


-<>9Y<>- 


She blinks as She looks at the new building in front of Her. “What’s 
this?” 


“A train station!” Philza brightly says. 


“With no train?” She lightly teases. 


Philza smiles, and a train whistles down the ice tracks on bladed 
feet, its painted surface covered in butterflies and cherry blossoms. 


“Oh, that’s so pretty! Where does it go?” She asks. 


“Nowhere,” Philza jokingly answers. He laughs. “Il was thinkin’ we 
could put a bunch of these up for the shades, have ‘em board to 
pass on. A station for every server. Their souls won't fight it if they're 
the ones that get to choose their seats and turn in their tickets, 
right?” 


He’s smiling to himself, like he’d only made a small trifle, just for Her. 


But it’s more than that, isn’t it? Years and years of timeless reaping 
condensed into an instant. 


This would- this would change everything, wouldn't it? 


His smile stutters. “You don’t like it.” 


She shrinks down to meet his height. “I /ove it, | do. It’s just... a lot. 
You didn’t need to do all that just for me.” 


“| wanted to,” he simply says. “We've got all the time in the world, 
don’t we? Might as well.” He ducks behind his wings. “Besides, I- it 
might be nice for them, to see somethin’ a little familiar wnen they 
die.” 


Her eyes soften as She smiles. “You love too much.” 


“| can't help it,” his smile despairingly offers in return. 


-<>Y<>- 


He loved Her to the point of invention. He loved Her until his hands 
burned on stardust and comets left gilded scars on his chest. He 
loved Her until his heart shattered on everything She took from him, 
and he loved Her still. 


He loves too much. 


She doesn’t know when She realized that it frightens Her. 


Maybe She always knew. Maybe She loved to be so loved, for a 
time. But now he walks among both the living and the dead, a soul 
shattered with the weight of Her mistakes and yet still bleeding with 
love for Her, and it frightens Her to think of how much farther still he 
could break in the name of it all. 


So She gently took Her promises away from him and left. 


For a time. 


The distance could never last. The world continues to spin, and Life 
will always fall into the arms of Death. Anything and everything will 
continue to die, and an Angel and his Lady must be ready to receive 
them. 


(But children die, too.) 


“Ba?” An End child tugs on skirt of Philza’s white kimono. “Baba?” 


Philza’s veiled head tilts down towards it. “Hi, mate.” 


“Baba.” 


An apologetic shade runs up to the Angel and his Lady. “I’m so sorry, 
father. We were tryin’ to herd the kids for the trains, but some of 
them wander off-” 


Philza waves a callused hand. “It’s fine.” He turns back to the child. 
“Your kind usually don’t die alone. Where’s your haunt?” 


The child’s black mandibles waver. 


Philza’s voice quiets as he leans down, a green crowsworn cloak 
falling against the station floors of Death’s domain. “AGw\w' 


HOI ECASLAGD, WAmLl2A3?” 


The child shakes its head. “AC.” 


The child’s black claws curl into his clothes. “AQ QaAw.” 


Philza’s hands uncurl, his voice softening. “?’h 3;O\X#, SE f//[1.” 


“These kids got no families,” the older shade explains. “We tried to 
match up ‘em up with stand-ins to help see ‘em off, but there’s a few 


that won't take anyone no matter who tries.” 


The End child lets out a whimper as it burrows closer to Philza’s 
body. 


He sighs and opens his arms, letting his cloak wrap around the 
child’s shadowy form. A green color returns to its eyes as it inspects 
the wide sleeves sewn onto the inside of his cloak. A slight 
unsteadiness enters Philza’s steps as he walks off to the train, and 
his cane adjusts to the new weight. 


Tiny hooves curl onto Trixtin’s dress. 


She looks down. A brown piglin shote butts their head beseechingly 
into Her leg, looking up with wide eyes. 


(She wishes, for a moment, that they didn’t have such curly brown 
hair.) 


“You want me?” 


The shote nods. Trixtin opens Her hand and walks them both to the 
train. 


The shote looks at the colorful mushrooms painted on the sides of 
the car and looks nervously back to her. 


“It's okay,” She hears Herself saying. “It’s just like falling asleep.” 


The shote steels their breath and hops into the car, letting out a little 
squeak as they pass the door. 


Philza’s hands catch, just slightly, on the End child’s fingers as he 
lets go. 


(Is it hard to let go of one child too many?) 


“We should sing a song for them,” he decides. 


“They're already leaving,” She points out. 


“It might make them less scared to go,” he presses. 


“Okay.” Trixtin takes his offered hand. “For them.” For you. 


And an Angel and a Lady sing, backed by the choirs of the dead. It is 
not a grand song, She realizes. It’s this simple, wandering thing, 
it’s... 


...a lullaby. A lullaby for children, persisting like an ocean wave until 
the last train car disappears over the horizon. 


“Where did you get that melody?” She dares to ask later, when 
they’re alone and far away from the prying eyes of any other shade. 


Philza pauses as he removes his hat. “I think... | used to sing it to 
my son, sometimes. Why do you ask?” 


“You're crying,” Trixtin gently says. 


“lam?” Another silent tear falls from Philza’s wide-eyed face. “Oh. |-” 
His eye twitches, but it only prompts more stubborn tears. “I’m sorry- 
I’m- | don’t- | don’t know why I|’m-” 


He ducks his face into Her shoulder with a choked, quiet sob, wings 
shaking as his tail curls desperately around Her legs. 


Stupidly- horribly, selfishly, heartlessly- She wonders why he dares to 
turn to Her for comfort for this. Her of all things. She is the death of 
all these children. Even his own. (His own most of all.) 


Why does he turn to the very thing that causes his grief? 


Every time his son died, She was there, witness. She was witness to 
every single one, and never raised Her hand for anything. Only 
watched as it all fell apart, exactly as She knew it would. 


...Does he know? Does Philza know that She knew Wilbur would be 
on his last life, when Philza had mentioned wanting to visit out of 
worry? 


She knew how much he loved that child. She knew and never told 
him. No matter how much She can say She thought he knew, that 
was still Her choice to stay silent. She hadn’t wanted to be the one to 
put that broken sadness on his face when he found out how horribly 
Life had treated his son. 


(She hadn’t wanted to be the one to break his heart.) 


So, he can’t know, She decides. He can’t have known that She kept 
this from him. 


(How could he stand Her, if he had?) 


3. It's Been Getting Easier To Live 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(But not all days are equal.) 


Shades have started leaving Her gifts wnen She walks through their 
houses. 


Little floral arrangements. Paper butterflies. Pins for her hat and long 
hair. Favorite foods from life, now offered in death. 


And Her husband, it seems, has been telling them of the kinds of 
things She would like. 


The Angel of Death, once a rare sight seen only from his ship in 
Death’s domain, now walks among the dead just as much, if not 
more, than he walks with the living. Fixing houses and building 
roads, gliding between rooftops on shaking wings. 


The tears She saw him with at the train station are gone. He seems 
strangely happy now, the smile resting easier and easier on his face, 
his words softened with fondness whenever he looks back to Her. 


And despite Herself- despite the guilt in Her chest and the secrets 
caught in Her throat- She lets him love Her. She returns his soft 
holds and gentle kisses, and She pretends not to see his increasing 
reluctance to ever wake in the living world again. 


But She does not forget it. She walks into his office and She sees 
new blueprints. New trains, new buildings, projects that would steal 
away ages and ages of his time among the living. 


As if he expects, where Death is concerned, to have all the time in 
the world. 


“You should wake up soon,” She tells him. 


“Or | could stay a little longer,” Philza insists. 


“Fundy worries about you, you know,” She points out. “He tells me 
about it. He thinks you're getting too tired, with how much you sleep 
to come down here.” 


“Im an old man,” Philza jokes. “I’m allowed to sleep too much.” 


Trixtin gently cups his face. “/ worry about you.” 


“What if | stayed?” Philza softly says. “And then you never had to 
worry about me again.” 


“You just said you wanted to help Techno look for turtles later,” She 
reminds him. 


“But | could stay,” Philza whispers. “If you asked.” 


Inky black tears pool on Her face. “Don’t say that. Don’t you dare. 
I’ve already taken too much from you. | don’t know how you can 
stand to give me more.” 


Philza chuckles. “I could always stand to give you more.” 


“| Knew,” She blurts out. “I Knew that when you left to see Wilbur, he 
would be on his last life. | didn’t tell you.” 


“| know,” Philza quietly reveals. 


“Then why do you want to stay here? With everything I-” 


“Because | love you,” Philza says, like it was the easiest thing in the 
world- and maybe to him, it is. “That's all | need to know. That's all | 


ever needed to know.” 


“| killed your son,” Trixtin presses. 


“Life killed my son,” Philza bluntly asserts. “And then he used me to 
finish the job. | can’t hate you for bein’ there when it happened. | 
could never.” 


“You always used to say you loved life,” She continues regardless. 
“What changed?” 


“Who says it did?” He tilts his head as he smiles. “You’ve asked me 
to stay before.” 


“And you said no.” 


“You could ask me again,” he breathes. “Maybe the answer will be 
different this time.” 


“That’s exactly why | won't,” Trixtin confesses. 


Her Angel's face falls, sadness welling behind scarred, cloudy eyes. 
“It's getting harder to wake up. | thought it was getting easier, and 


maybe it was, but I- I’m trying, | just- Trixtin, I'm tired. Please, I’m so, 
so tired.” 


“Is there nothing up there,” Trixtin asks, “that might be worth your 
eternity?” 


“Everything | could live for is gonna join us down here anyways one 
day,” the Angel despairingly smiles. 


“But not yet.” 


“No,” he concedes. “Not yet.” 


“Will you wait just a little longer?” Trixtin begs him. “Just for me. Just 
to be sure. And if you die-” 


“When | die.” 


“If you die,” She insistently corrects. “/f you die, I'll still be here.” 


4. Adopted Mannerisms 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Conversations with unusual guests about unusual things. 


Fundy is three years old when he pops his head into his 
grandfather’s lap, staring at the white fabric spilling out everywhere. 
“Whatcha doin’?” 


“Making clothes,” Philza says, showing Fundy the grey collar of a 
white kimono. “See?” 


Fundy blinks. “You already have clothes.” 


“Ah, but this is different clothes,” Philza insists. “Remember all those 
pictures of me in the church glass?” 


Fundy giggles. “Your coat looks funny in those.” 


“That’s what | look like in the underworld,” Philza explains. “And if | 
make a set | can wear in this world, that’s what I'll look like when | 
die.” 


Fundy looks up at his grandfather’s aged face. “You’re gonna die?” 


“Everything dies,” Philza vaguely notes. 


“You won’t die!” Fundy decides. “If you die, I’ll stab you to life with my 
magic powers!” He slaps his hands on Philza’s skirt. “Stab stab 
stab.” 


“Consider me stabbed,” Philza laughs. He puts down his sewing 
work and picks Fundy up off the ground. “Come on, mate. Let’s have 
some breakfast.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The hauntingly familiar shape of a stained-glass Angel’s green cloak 
is strung across Philza’s lap when Fundy finds him asleep in a 
rocking chair in the upstairs unit of his New L’manburg home, an old 
bone needle still halfway caught in the fabric. 


“Come on, Phil,” Fundy says, “Jeff says you’ve been in here all day.” 


Philza lets out a wordless warble as Fundy shakes his shoulder, 
head lolling onto the white fur of a red shawl draped along his back. 


“Phil,” Fundy whines as he pats Philza’s face. “Wake up.” 


Philza’s eyes don’t open all the way (when do they ever, these 
days?), but his antlers do click a little more into place, a small smile 
breaking over his scarred mouth as he senses who's there. 


“Hi, grandpa,” Fundy gently says. 


“Hi, mate,” Philza tiredly breathes. “What brings you ‘round so 
early?” 


Fundy’s ears droop slightly. “It’s one in the afternoon, Phil.” 


“Shit, dude, really?” Philza’s head knocks back into his chair. 
“Everything looks like nighttime with these eyes. | keep seeing the 
stars all the fucking time.” 


“Maybe you should get a clock,” Fundy suggests. “Clocks are magic 
enough for you to see, right?” 


Philza hums. “If they aren't, | could probably make one.” He sits up a 
little straighter in his chair. “Anyways, what's up? Jus’ poppin’ in for 
tea?” 


“No, I-” Fundy pulls up a chair to sit next to Philza. “Just wanted to 
tell you some stuff real quick. I’m... getting adopted?” 


Philza blinks. “Adopted? Aren't you a little too old for that?” 


“| mean, | would be, but... Eret offered,” Fundy explains. “Family 
friend,” he quickly adds, seeing Philza’s confused expression. “He 
was there for me and Wilbur after- after Sally left. Him and Wil fell 
out after Lmanburg got set up, but | stayed in touch with him.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Are you ever gonna be King again?” Fundy asks. 


Eret scoffs, ducking their head. “I don’t think anybody would want me 
in charge. Not with the way | left. I’m nobody’s king, now. I- | think l’m 
alright with that, though.” Eret grins wryly. “I don’t exactly have a 
castle to offer you anymore, but | can offer you myself. Me and my 
home, wherever that is next.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza’s smile shifts to something more tired. “That’s good. I’m glad 
you have someone who can give that to you.” 


Fundy’s four tails swish nervously. “We’re making it official. With, 
like- papers and stuff? It'd be nice if you could... also sign. | know 
using Chatters to read things makes your head hurt now, but I-” 


“It’s fine,” Philza easily says. “If this is important to you, | can be 
there for it, alright? Whatever you need. Anything else?” 


“l-” Fundy’s mouth flattens. “-can you talk to Ghostbur about it? | 
tried, but he got really upset, and I-” His voice gets small. “-I can't 
talk to him right now. Please?” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Hey, Phil!’ Ghostbur’s greying face pops up in the window. “Can | 
talk to you for a bit?” 


Philza’s antlers click towards the other man. “Yeah.” He opens up the 
door. “Jeff's out right now, we won't be botherin’ anyone.” 


“| just spoke to Fundy, | gave him back his stuff. Um- yeah.” 
Ghostbur’s voice is soft and high as he walks up the stairs to Philza’s 
part of the house, a far cry from the low drawl of Wilbur’s voice. “Did 
he- did you- has he given you any books to sign? Any papers? Just 
a... discussion?” 


Ghostbur’s voice trails off as he looks out the window. Philza follows 
the turn of his head, to the light of the paper lanterns floating outside. 
Ghostbur wonders if Philza can see their lights better, if he can’t see 
the sunlight. 


“He, uh- he did mention...” Philza’s face cycles through uncertain 
expressions as his throat catches on a soft sound. “...he would like a 
dad. Y’know, he doesn’t have a dad right now.” 


Ghostbur takes a long, deep breath and leans back. The flowers 
growing out of his chest pulse and rattle with life from the movement 
of his lungs. 


“Okay,” he quietly whispers. 


He doesn’t have a dad. 


“Yeah, yeah. |I- okay, cool.” Ghostbur tilts his head, a dangerously 
friendly squint in his eyes. “And so, Eret? Eret- Eret is the choice?” 


Eret of all people? Eret, who- who betrayed L’manburg. Betrayed 
Wilbur, betrayed everything and everyone who believed in her, even 
though he gave her everything. Even though he loved her like his 
own family. 


Whose blood bought your crown, Eret? | GAVE YOU THIS, | GAVE 
YOU EVERYTHING- 


Ghostbur pushes the foreign thought away with a loud rattle of his 
wings, and reminds himself to take some red with his blue later 
today. (Anger is for people like Wilbur. He’s not Wilbur.) 


“Apparently so,” Philza neutrally says, interrupting Ghostbur’s dark 
thoughts, “but I’m gonna find out if he’s good enough, though. | gotta 
make sure.” 


Ghostbur takes another deep breath. Of course. Of course, Philza 
would make sure. Philza keeps everything safe. (He’s safe.) He 
wouldn't let Fundy get hurt, or be with someone that would hurt him. 
Philza would make sure. 


“Okay,” Ghostbur says. 


“| gotta make sure his castle’s up to code,” Philza tiredly snarks. 
“Spec’d up to be safe.” 


(He sounds really tired. Like he’s perpetually just woken up from a 
really long nap.) 


“So he doesn’t stick his fingers in sockets,” Ghostbur jokes. 


“Or burn himself on torches,” Philza smiles. 


Ghostbur leans forward. “Il was gonna ask-” He rocks his head back 
and forth a few times, pushing his greying hair out of his eyes. “Phil, 
how bad was |?” 


Philza pauses. 


“How awful of a person was I, that-” Ghostbur clicks to himself. “Cus 
this isn’t a normal thing that happens, is it, when people die? They 
normally keep their father’s legacy alive. They don’t normally look for 
a new... one.” He fiddles with his blue-stained fingers. “I was just 
wondering, how awful- how dreadful was |?” 


Philza’s talons prick at his clothes. “Wil- for a good portion of yer life, 
you were the best dad. You were great.” 


Ghostbur nods. 


“But... at some point, you took a turn,” Philza continues. “And... 
things got messy.” 


Ghostbur sniffs. “It’s fine. It’s just- it’s just life. All just part of the big 
dream of living! I’m not upset.” His eyes feel wet for some reason. “I 
was just wondering, |, y’know- I-” He takes another breath. 


“Do you really not remember?” Philza mutedly says. 


“| remember little bits,’ Ghostbur honestly says. “I- | remember the 
things that made me happy. Those are the things | remember, and 
I’ve completely forgotten the sad parts.” 


(Ghostbur made sure of it, after all.) 


“Phil, thank you for filling me in,” Ghostbur honestly says, because 
Philza’s a good man and Ghostbur’s not sure anyone ever thanks 
him enough. He gestures to the radio. “I'll let you get back to the 
funnies. I’m gonna- I’m gonna go.” 


Philza smiles distantly, his voice a quiet murmur. “Well, I’m glad you 
remember me.” 


“| remember you!” Ghostbur cheerily confirms. “I remember you very 
well. | also remember you killing me- that’s in my head.” 


Philza freezes, eyes wide. 


“| don’t remember why you killed me,” Ghostbur clarifies, “but it 
sounds like you were a bit of a hero for it, so I'll be- people seem to 
like you for that.” 


“Remember when | said you went a bit off the rails, near the end?” 
Philza asks. 


“Yeah, | remember,” Ghostbur quickly deflects. “Thank you, thank 
you for filling me in! For Phil-ing me in. Have fun with Tommy, I’m 
gonna- I’m gonna go.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Benihime’s soft smile drops to a flat expression as Ghostbur leaves. 


Right on cue, the crows around it rustle to life. 


Beni! 


Beni BOIIIIIII 


He! The He! 
Hi m8 


Hi m8 


Benihime hums disinterestedly. “You alright, mate?” 


I’m sorry, Philza frantically whispers through their mind, /’m sorry, I’m 
sorry, | don’t know why I- 


“It’s fine,” it dully interrupts. It blinks harshly, antlers clicking as it 
adjusts to the sudden feedback of soul colors that have overtaken its 
sight. “Fuck, that smarts. Why the fuck does our face itch?” 


That'd be the scars, Philza reports. Tommy says it looks like an 
amethyst vein on our face, if you can believe it. 


“Mm. Tommy,” Benihime sarcastically parrots. “] know who that is.” It 
moves to stand, powering through the protests of its aching bones. 


Watch out for the trick leg, Chatters warns. 


Watch out for the TAIL, another insists. 


“Of course, | Know about the fuckin’ tail,” Benihime deadpans. “I put 
it there-” 


A sharp pain strikes from its heartshell, lancing down to its leg. It’s 
palms shiver as it roughly catches itself on the table, tail smacking 
into the wooden frame. 


Told you about the leg 


It’s always the leg 


You gotta watch the leg - 


“DAMN MY LEG!” Benihime screeches out, talons carving roughly 
into the wood. 


Chatters goes silent. 


“Fuck,” it whispers quietly. It limps towards the bed just close enough 
to fall onto the blankets. “Fuuuck...” 


It’s breath whistles with a labored trill as Philza’s hands mechanically 
preen at its feathers. 


But it sounds like you were a bit of a hero for it, so I'll be- people 
seem to like you for that. 


“Hero of what?” Benihime asks to the empty air. “That stupid boy. 
How can you look at this and see a hero?” 


My boy. My stupid, stupid boy. 


“My boy.” Benihime’s words drown under the keen rising in its throat. 
“My boy, | killed my boy-” 


The Angel of Death curls in on itself, starry tears staining its blankets 
like blood as it tries and fails to settle the rattling of its broken wings. 


5. Sorry, Wife! | Need To Go And Fight Crime! 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Philza tells his lunch buddy a fun story. 


“What's it like being old?” Tommy loudly wonders while they wait for 
lunch. 


“What’s it like being a child?” Philza snarks. “I forgot. | am old 
beyond my days.” 


Tommy snickers to himself. “That got sad really quick, Phil.” 


Philza’s stupid blind face turns to Tommy’s general direction with a 
smug-ass grin as he looks away from his sewing. (It appears to be 
the veil of a hat.) “I have so much wisdom, and you are merely a 
child.” 


“So!” Tommy leans over the table. “You’re old then, ay? How old are 
you?” 


“?m-” Philza squints. “I’m half a stack years old. At least.” 


“32.” Tommy raises his eyebrows. “So, double my age.” 


Philza frowns. “Oh, yeah, you said you were around Fundy’s age.” 
He leans back in his chair. “That’s pretty nuts to think about.” 


“That's old,” Tommy decides. “That's old. When you were 16-” 
“You didn’t exist,” Philza asserts. 
“-mans was- mans was in womb,” Tommy awkwardly finishes. 


“When you didn’t exist, | was in college.” 


“What the fu-” Tommy giggles. “Woah, okay. So | was in the bloody 
old womb whilst you were out- out at college.” 


“Not even that!” Philza laughs. “Not even that.” 


“You are so-” Tommy leans in. “-and | mean this nicely- old!” 


“Yes,” Philza concedes, “Il am older than you, yes.” He waves one of 
his hands a little. “In the grand scheme of things, I’m not very old, 
though!” 


Tommy hopes, from the bottom of his heart, that Philza’s fucky magic 
antlers can see how much pitying disappointment is in his eyes right 
now. 


“Like, | still feel, like- kind of young,” Philza continues past Tommy’s 
disgusted frown. “In my head. | don’t feel like I’ve gotten, like- any 
kind of slower. | mean, did | tell you | sprinted after a thief the other 
day?” 


Tommy stares at him for a moment, and then bursts into laughter. 
Just- full on fucking guffaws. Wheezing, if you will. He’s laughing so 
fucking hard that by the time their clam chowder orders make it to 
their table, Philza has to tell the poor server that Tommy isn’t dying 
on the spot. 


“| didn’t- ha- HAH! | cou-” Tommy wheezes. “You didn’t tell me, no! | 
couldn'tve predicted it- it was gonna go down that route-” 


Philza laughs. 


“Tell me about this,” Tommy urges. 


“Oh!” Philza blinks. “So, | was out on the town with T- with one of my 
mates, we were like, in a shop, um-” 


Tommy scoops up some potatoes from his chowder. 


“-and | saw this dude, kind of- like... tryin’ t get on a bike? But he 
couldn't get on his bike. And he was struggling, and he had some 
stuff under his arm- and this butcher, was like, chasing him? | was 
like, okay, that’s kinda weird. Well, I'll Keep an eye on this. I'll just 
keep an eye on it.” 


Philza spoons a bit of chowder in his mouth, humming with pleased 
surprise at the bacon in it. 


“And then some woman that he passed, like, screamed something?” 
Philza continues. “So, | was like, oh! Maybe he stole a purse or 
something? | dunno. | still couldn’t see what he had.” 


Tommy wheezes out another laugh. Good gods. It’s so mean to 
think, but Philza’s managing to make running down a criminal sound 
like a meandering Shrinesday afternoon, and it’s kind of hilarious. 


“And then he goes out- he’s still strugglin’ to get on his bike- he goes 
out into the street and almost gets run over by a horse bus. And I’m 
just like, bruh. What is- what is happening. Are we living in a picture 
show right now? He almost died, in front of- like- a bunch of people, 
‘cus the bus was goin’ quick.” 


Tommy uses his bread to soak up the creamy chowder and briefly 
wonders if Philza would mind if he stole the man’s chowder bread. 
His hands are halfway across the table when he realizes it would 
probably be a dick move to steal from a blind man, even for him. 


“And then he kind of- he kind of struggled to get on the other side of 
the street, and he paused for a bit.” Philza’s antlers click in the vague 
direction of the small bowl of oyster crackers that came with his 
soup, and he decides to quietly push them in the direction of his 
creepily silent shoulder crows. “And | was like- y’know what? | bet | 
could- | bet | could chase after him right now.” 


Tommy tries not to choke on his bread- mostly because he can 
actually imagine Philza doing that, somehow. If he’s anything like 
Wilbur, the old man’s probably got that weird predatory chase instinct 
thing that made Wilbur prone to sprinting at everything that ran in his 
line of sight. 


“So | tossed the horseshoes | was holding for my friend, ‘cus we 
were in a shoe shop.” One of Philza’s crows clicks dangerously close 
to his chowder bread, and he gently traps them in a chokehold, 
talons lovingly scratching at its black feathers as he pulls his bowl 
closer to himself. “Haha- | just dropped the shoes. Just sprinted 
outside, uhhh- and just chased ‘im down. And | got close enough to 
‘im that he was like- you know what, | don’t wanna get caught. So he 
just dropped the shit he was holding, and just like, kept going. | 
made him drop the things that he stole.” 


Philza lifts up the bowl and just sips a good chunk of the broth 
straight. (Truly, a man of culture.) He puts the bowl down like a 
downed fucking keg of hard cider. 


“Here’s me thinkin’ it was a purse.” Philza looks flatly at Tommy. 
“Guess what it was.” 


“What?” 


“Pork.” 


Tommy collapses into laughter. 


Philza squints with amusement. “The dude literally just stole, like-” 
He rolls his fingers around. “-two huge joints of pork.” 


“You just chased down a -” Tommy smiles. “-You were just like, sorry, 
wife! | need to go and-” Tommy laughs to himself. “-/ need to go and 
fight crime.” 


Philza cackles. 


“Wait.” Tommy shoos Philza’s greedy crows away from his soup 
leftovers. “Do you have a wife? I’ve always wondered.” 


“| do!” Philza’s smile softens. “She lives way far out from here. | love 
Her very much. I, uh- | hope I'll be with Her soon.” 


Man. Tommy figured he’d have to have a wife, at least at some point. 
Because of Wilbur being a thing and all. But it’s weird to think of 
Philza as a guy who has a family, and not just some strange, vaguely 
beautiful man that sprouted out of the sky one day. 


(Does his wife know how hurt he is right now? Does it make her 
sad?) 


“So, what’s it like being married?” Tommy wonders. 


“It's alright!” Philza lightly says. “It’s canny. It’s really nice knowing 
that... you have someone that-” 


“Phil, how do | get married?” Tommy bluntly asks. “Cus I’m- I’m in the 
mood.” 


Philza snickers. “You're in the mood.” 


“Yeah. | reckon tonight's the night.” 


“Well, you have to find someone that wants to marry you first, dude!” 
Philza explains. “You can't just, like-” 


“No, no.” Tommy shakes his head. “All | do- all | do is jus’ stare 
people down in the city center. | intimidate them until they love me.” 


Philza giggles. Full on giggles. It’s a gentle sound. “I miss my wife, 
Tommy. | miss Her a lot. If | ever see Her again, | reckon I'll just 
disappear forever.” 


“Don’t say that,” Tommy says. “Then you'd be late for lunch. What 
am | gonna do without my lunch buddy?” 


Philza hums, his voice turning soft as he pets at his crows. “Fair 
enough, | guess.” 


6. Down The Street Like A Musical Dream 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Philza makes a new (old?) friend. 


After the detonation of Lmanburg, a lot of people were left a bit 
homeless. Temporarily displaced, if you will. And not all of them quite 
fit into the limited dock space of the New L’manburg. 


El Rapids is a little out of the way neighborhood on the edge of 
L’'manburg country, just a few scattered shops and a scenic eatery 
overlooking a nice waterfall. It’s a place to have lunch or dinner after 
a nice day in Party Park. And as one of the few places in the little 
city-state that didn’t need to compensate for a flooded crater, it’s 
starting to build up an unofficial residence. 


Officially, New L’manburg leaves El Rapid’s illegal improvised 
construction alone. To the Underscore administration, it doesn’t 
matter where or what the people live in, as long as they aren't 
causing that many problems and can still pay their taxes on time. 


Unofficially, Philza can’t help himself from fixing up a few dodgy 
support walls or flinging spare construction materials in their 
direction. It’s nice that they’re building a community up here, but it 
makes him nervous. A building collapse on this hill could spell 
landslides back into the main city below. 


And people there seem to like him for some reason. 


That's a trend with most of New Lmanburg, really- people like 
Philza. It’s great in theory, but in actual execution it’s really starting to 
weird him the fuck out- both of him. Benihime doesn't like it either. 


(If one more person tries to give him a veteran’s discount, he’s 
gonna fucking snap.) 


“AY, TOMAS!” Through Chatters’ eyes, Philza sees a brown haired 
man in a Dreamweaver’s mask and a colorful poncho, turning away 
from unpacking the load off a cream-colored llama’s back. “Back 
again already?” 


Tommy snorts harshly as he grabs the man in a mutual one-armed 
hug. “That's Vice President Innit to you, Mr. Mendez.” 


“Hey, man, don't be like that! All my friends call me Primo.” Primo 
turns to Philza. “And hello to you, old friend! | haven’t seen you in so 
long! How’ve you been?” 


“|-” Philza steps back. “Have we met?” 


Primo frowns, pausing for a moment. “...| don’t know.” He runs a 
hand through his choppy hair. “I- why don't I-” 


Tommy roughly knocks Primo with a hearty clap across the back. 
“Primo’s got his fuckin’ brain bits mixed up, doesn’t know fuck all 
before the Manberg war. Don’t sweat it.” 


Primo laughs nervously before switching into a friendlier, more 
genuine smile. “Yeah. Yeah, don’t sweat it! We're livin’ the best we 
can now, right?” He gestures to the rickety city around him. “I think | 
did pretty good, yeah?” 


Chatters looks at the colorful cacophony of wood and stucco houses 
around Philza as he tilts his head. “You built this?” 


“Me and the boys, we get the job done.” Primo ducks his head 
bashfully. “Hey, no hard feelings we skipped you out, right? You did a 
good job on the docks, Mr. Craft, we didn’ wanna bother you with the 
extras while the downtown was gettin’ flooded so bad.” 


“You did great, man,” Tommy reassures, “don't let anybody tell you 
otherwise.” He looks down at Philza, electric blue eyes apologetic. “| 
gotta cut lunch a little short, sorry. | need t’ make sure the roads 
around here are up to scuff.” 


“Go do your job, mate,” Philza easily says. “You don't need t’ walk 
me home. I’m a pensioner, not a child.” 


Tommy fondly flips him off as he walks away, promptly parkouring 
over a fence in his wine red vice presidential suit. 


Primo and Philza sit in silence for a while. 


“So!” Primo cheerfully says. “You like birds, ay? You like crows?” 


“| do have a lot of crows, yes,” Philza allows. 


Ouch 
Oofers 
Have? You only HAVE crows? How dare? 
Cruel. Cruelza 


Cruel and unyielding 


“Shut up, you little shits,” Philza forcelessly scolds the murder 
around him. “I bought you ice cream, you’re not allowed to call me 
cruel for at least a week.” 


“You got a gaggle of prima donnas,” Primo cackles. “Just like my 
eagle, Speedrun. She’s a greedy one.” 


Philza chuckles. “You don’t have to make small talk with me, you 
know. We really haven't met.” 


“| want to get to know you, man!” Primo insists. “I feel a vibe with 
you.” He starts to dance to himself. “Let’s just hang out for a bit.” 


Philza starts to hear... music. Just- just coming out of the other man. 


“How the fuck are you doing that?” Philza asks. 


“Doing what, hombre?” 


“That!” Philza gestures at him with his cane. “The fuckin’- music 
thing!” 


Primo looks at him for a solid few ticks and laughs. “Oh! This thing?” 
He takes a little wooden contraption out of one of his ears- it’s all 
notched like a noteblock. “| modded some stuff for my comm so | can 
take my tunes with me while | work. Pretty good, yeah?” 


“Can you teach me how to do that?” Philza shyly asks. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Tommy.” 


79 


“Hold on a mo’.” Tommy puts down one last stone on a road. 
“There!” He looks up. “What's up-” 


Tommy yelps loudly as Ghostbur’s face makes itself known 
approximately two pixels from his fucking eyes. 


“Tommy,” Ghostbur soberly intones. “Tommy, something terrible has 
happened to Phil.” 


That’s a sentence Tommy doesn't want to hear. He stands up 
straight. “What’s happened?” 


“It's terrible,” Ghostbur repeats as he drags Tommy along the street. 
“Impossible to describe.” He points out by the houses. “Look!” 


Tommy squints and sees the horrifying sight of... 


...Primo and Phil drunkenly dancing in the street to music of some 
unknown source. 


“Look at him!” Ghostbur balefully cries. “He’s torturing Philza!” 


“Contare la historia de una famosa persona,” Primo belts out into the 
evening street, “Jodos la conocen con el apodo de chona! Todos la 
conocen con el apodo de chona-” 


Philza lets out an honest to gods giggle as his arm hooks around the 
smaller man’s shoulders like a crutch, cane dragging against the 
ground while a concerningly half-empty bottle of spider wine hangs 
off his other hand. His crows bop their heads to Primo’s music while 
an eagle- that looks like it’s wearing tiny headphones- sways with 
them. 


“| don’t know what the fuck is happening over there,” Tommy admits. 
“But I’m pretty sure it’s not torture.” 


“Il want to make him pass away,” Ghostbur darkly whispers. 


“It’s fine!” Tommy reassures him. “Look, he’s havin’ a good time!” 


And honestly, if Primo and Philza are making friends, good for them. 
They're good guys, but they’re kind of- well, to be honest, they both 
seem kind of lonely at heart. 


“He’s doing something terrible, | know it,” Ghostbur insists. “I don’t 
like that he’s gotten Phil drunk.” 


“They're both drunk, man, what are they gonna do?” Tommy pats 
Ghostbur’s arm reassuringly. “Look, let’s just go closer and see what 
they're saying.” 


“-listen, you're a good man, Philza Minecraft,” Primo sentimentally 
says, gently jostling one of the old man’s feathered ears. “You're a 
good mannnnn ...” 


“And this is getting weird to watch,” Tommy loudly says. “Okay, break 
it up, hombres. Fundy’s gonna panic like a baby if | don’t magically 
manifest his grandpa by nightfall.” 


“Phil,” Ghostbur quietly says as he pulls Philza aside. 


Mottled antlers careen unevenly in Ghostbur’s direction. “Wha’?” 


“Phil, | can do it. | can kill him, Phil.” 


Philza cackles into Ghostbur’s sweater. “ Noooo... don’ kill the music 


man. 


“Please don't kill Primo, Ghostbur,” Tommy lightly requests. “I don’t 
wanna live with that on my conscience.” He pulls Philza off of 
Ghostbur. “Sober up, Dadza. We’re gonna go find some takeout.” He 
pauses. “I did not mean to call you my dad. Please ignore that last 
part.” 


“| won't!” Ghostbur smugly says. 


“Please don’t tell Fundy | called him that,” Tommy begs him. “Please, 
he’s gonna be so weird about it.” 


“lll just tell Tubbo.” 


“THAT’S EVEN WORSE-” 


7. I'm Going To Live. 
Summary for the Chapter: 
(I'm going to live.) 
Notes for the Chapter: 


contains screen reader friendly exotic text. 


“Hey, Phil,” Fundy wearily says. 


Benihime tilts its head, a slight upward tick in its smile. (Not quite, 
but close enough.) “Hello, grandson. Who is a fox. And...” It trails off. 
“| don’t know what you are, really.” 


“Please don’t start off a conversation like that,” Fundy begs. 
“Please.” 


“How're you doin’, mate?” 


Fundy drags his hand across his face. “Listen, I’ve had a long day. 
I've had a very long day.” 


Benihime looks at him silently. 


“Eret is not here, and he was supposed to be here!” Fundy bursts 
out. “But as usual, nobody shows up for me! They just leave me in 
the dust when | need them.” 


It was supposed to be today. The adoption was supposed to be 
today, and he was going to meet up with Eret at his usual time. And 
then Eret... wasn’t there. 


Because they were sleeping in from holiday stuff. 


Benihime makes a soft noise. “Mate.” 


“Phil- you and Phil, | want you to- to know my perspective. Of my life. 
Alright?” Fundy offers his arm, and Benihime decides to take it, 
letting him guide it through his wandering walk through the street 
market. “I was born within the walls of Lmanburg. | was born and 
raised under the man named Wilbur Soot- together with Sally!” He 


looks down to Benihime’s shut-eyed smile. “Do you know who Sally 
is?” 


“Yeah,” Benihime easily confirms, “she was like a... shapeshifter. 
Thing. Salmon.” 


A bit odd that Benihime remembered her nickname over what race 
she was, but Fundy can work with that. “Yeah. Sally the Salmon. She 


was an accountant. And she was god damn good at her job. She 
was god damn good! Alright?” 


Benihime chuckles. “Alright. | guess I’m learning some new things.” 


“She was god damn good at being an accountant.” Fundy buys a 
pair of twisted, sliced potatoes on a stick and hands one off to his 
grandpa. “And then- y’know, he raised me to be his- his- his... his 
boy. His son! The proud Wilbur raising his good ol’ son, Fundy.” 


He walks them up the stairs of the docks. 


“| remember,” Benihime says. “I remember.” 


“And we had a good time!” Fundy reassures. He trails off. “And 
then... everything went sideways. Everything went downwards, 
everything went downhill! Grandpa, Wilbur- when | needed him the 
most, he just /eft me, went completely crazy, ended up destroying 
the nation that | lived in, and getting killed by my own grandfather.” 


Benihime mutedly nods. 


“| have fucking nothing,” Fundy surmises. “I have nothing.” 


The resulting nervous cackle coming out of Fundy’s grandpa sounds 
a little more like Philza. 


“| now have a dad that | can’t even go fishing with. Can’t even give 
him a hug. I-” Fundy’s mouth flattens. “Do you know how many times 
| cried at night?” 


Philza lets out a sad noise. 


“| need someone to take care of me!” Fundy stresses. “I need 
someone to- to- be there! And then-” Fundy rubs at his eyes. 


He thought he had a proper dad. He thought he did. Eret came up to 
him like, hey, | can adopt you. It raised Fundy’s hopes up. Filled his 
heart with the thought that maybe he could live a good life, at least 
from here on out. 


And now here he is. On the day it comes down to it. Where it literally 
just comes down to Eret proving himself as a proper dad. He’s 
fucking sleeping. 


Fundy kicks at the ground. “He thinks two extra clicks worth of sleep 
are worth more than my whole-” He breathes out a sad sigh. He 
takes a large chomp out of his potatoes. 


“Yeah,” the Angel mutedly says. “That’s kind of upsetting, really, isn’t 
it? It’s not great.” 


“Look at me, I’m eating potatoes.” Fundy gestures with his now 
barren wooden stick, free from its food prison. “Like some kind of 
scavenger. It’s been rough, man.” 


Philza silently offers his stick of potatoes, and Fundy gratefully 
accepts. 


“Phil,” Fundy jokingly whines, “comfort me.” 


Philza lifts his hat and gently knocks their heads together, a soft flock 
call murmuring in his throat. “It’s okay, mate.” 


Oh. Oh, he actually took that seriously. (For completely unrelated 
reasons, Fundy kind of wants to cry now.) 


“It's okay,” Philza murmurs hesitantly. “I’ll- I'll step in, cause like-” He 
scoffs. “-apparently Eret’s just like, fucking useless.” 


“Eret is just-” Fundy sighs and looks at the distant shadow of Eret’s 
former castle, never really finishing the thought. 


“l- | was literally going to look through his entire place today and 
check for safety,” Philza reveals. “Ah, check for the railings, like to 
make sure you didn't fall off the edges, make sure that he could hunt 
and get you food-” 


Fundy lets himself smile a bit. Hunting landspace. Modern problems 
require ancient solutions, apparently. 


“-and motherfuckers just, not even here.” Philza laughs. “He just 
Slept in." 


“He’s not fucking here,” Fundy confirms. “He values sleep over my 
life.” Fundy whirls away from the castle to look back at Phil. “He 
values sleep over his adopted... ach.” He turns back to peer at the 
castle. “Oh my gods. Phil-” 


“| guess | can just, you know- we can hold onto the adoption papers,” 
Philza offers. “He still has time to redeem himself, but like now he's 
not-” 


“Yeah, he’s definitely not-” Fundy snickers. “If this was a point 
system, he would definitely be like sub-zero right now.” 


“Yea, negative points. Yea.” 


They make vaguely agreeable and meaningless Talon noises at 
each other for a sold few ticks as they enter Philza’s house. As they 
enter the upstairs unit Philza lives in, Fundy looks around the space. 
It's sparse- borderline spartan- but it looks lived in, at least. It’s 
getting there. 


(It’s looking better than what Fundy’s got, at least.) 


“Phil,” Fundy hesitantly starts, “can | ask you a question?” 


“Yea?” 


Fundy sighs. “Do you... have a spare bed?” 


Philza blinks at him for a moment. 


He then limps over to his construction chests and starts taking out 
several long sticks. 


And starts weaving a fucking nest frame. 


“I mean, not- not like-” Fundy lets out a futile sound as he watches 
his grandpa literally make a bed. “-not crafting- | mean a spare bed 


at your-” 


Oh, gods. It’s too late. Philza’s already grabbing blanket layers. 


“I didn't mean literally a bed,” Fundy despairs. He laughs nervously. 
“That's not- that’s not what | meant.” 


“| got you,” Philza insists. “] got you.” He puts a completed nest bed 
on the ground. “There you go. Have that.” 


Wait. “Am l- am | really allowed to sleep here?” Fundy asks. 


“Sure,” Philza easily says. 


Ah. 


Fundy’s crying now. 


Oh, boy. Okay. This is a thing now. 


“Hey, hey.” Philza gently draws closer, a large wing mantling around 
Fundy’s body. “It’s okay. You’re alright. Let’s go downstairs and get 
you some water, alright?” 


Fundy nods and lets his grandpa walk them back down the stairs. He 
sees a shape out of the corner of his eye and flinches. 


“It’s okay,” Philza whispers in Talon, “it’s just Jeff.” He lifts up his 
head, pitching his voice a little louder to speak in Script. “My 
grandson’s just havin’ a bad day. You alright if he stays with me in 
the upstairs? He needs a place to stay for a bit.” 


“Alright,” a stranger’s voice says. “I don’t mind.” 


“Thanks, mate.” 


Fundy shrinks back as the door closes loudly. 


“Shh, shh. We’re alright.” Philza pulls Fundy into his wings and into 
his arms. “We're alright.” 


Fundy curls his hands into himself. (He can’t stop crying. Why can’t 
he stop crying?) 
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.” He runs a halting hand through Fundy’s red hair. “ 
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Philza’s tail wraps around their legs as he rocks them in place, 
humming wordlessly as he lets Fundy cry into his shoulder. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tubbo opens the door to Philza’s house. “Hey, Ph-” 


Benihime stares him down from the fireplace, holding a very 
obviously crying Fundy in its arms and its wings all in one. Its eyes 
flick down to Fundy, then back to Tubbo, and it frowns flatly at him. 


“Okay,” Tubbo whispers awkwardly to himself. “I'll come back later.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Another day, Fundy will feel better. 


Another day, he'll realize that Eret wasn't there because Fundy had 
forgotten to tell them to be. Fundy forgot and got upset over nothing, 
and isn't that the saddest, funniest joke of all? It will be so funny that 
he laughs until he cries, and laughs again. Another day, Fundy will 
apologize frantically over text to a confused Eret who didn't know 
what they missed. They both quietly cancel the adoption plans, and 
Fundy moves his things to Philza's house. 


But that is another day. 


Today, he cries, and his grandfather is there to catch him when he 
breaks. Today, that will be enough. 


-<>9Y<>- 


The Angel of Death looks down at the mess of tears and red fur and 
stubborn baby down in his arms. 


| think we might need to stay, Philza hesitantly observes. 


| think we should, Benihime agrees. 


Just a little while, and not a moment longer, they decide. But they’re 
lying and they know it. They’ve already made up their minds. 


(They’re going to live.) 
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Summary: 


The New L'manburg is too busy rebuilding to grieve the past. It 
builds the ambitions for a bright future over broken craters and 
flooding docks. Grieving fathers, child soldiers, discarded war 
veterans, and other forgetful forgettables start to slip through the 
cracks. 


So, mind the gap. Who knows what could slip next? 


1. Grieving Intruders 


Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series and we're assuming you've read the 
other parts. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Niki Nihachu has been... coping since the Manberg detonation. 
She’s definitely been coping an amount. 


In spite of losing her house. 


And being made penniless by the last war. 


And watching her entire country be destroyed by an unknown 
terrorist who turned out to be a man she loved like her own family. 


At least Honey and Lemon’s family still had some of her old things. 
At least she still has clothes to wear. At least she still has a job anda 


roof over her head, even if they belong to someone else. Not 
everyone got so lucky. 


Niki Nihachu is coping. 


Not that anyone is asking, anyways. 


(She still has the wing shawl that Wilbur put around her shoulders for 
winter warmth, just before he died.) 


But she’d probably be coping better if Old Saint Phil didn’t hang like 
a ghost around every fucking person in her life. 


When she tries to talk to Tubbo and Tommy about trying to get her 
Manberg fines refunded, Philza is there asking for adjustments to 
this or that district to head off the winter floods. When she hangs out 
with Fundy, he loudly worries over his last surviving family member. 
Gods, she even saw Jack popping a drink with the man after church 
once! 


And worst of all, Wilbur was the Honeylemon family’s friend through 
Philza. When Wilbur was alive, Philza often stopped by the bakery 
when he visited, and he continues to do so now, occasionally 
wandering in with a rotating cycle of vaguely lost expressions until 
Honey gently tugs on his sleeve, whispering to him in Talon. 


It seems that anywhere she could possibly grieve Wilbur in peace, 
she’s doomed to run into the man that killed him. 


“Have some respect,” Jack had chidingly said when Niki had 
grumbled about how much people seemed to love the man for no 
reason. “His son is dead.” 


Would you still respect him if you knew why? Niki barely holds 
herself back from shouting. 


And maybe it’s not her place to be so cruel. The only reason she 
knows anything close to the truth at all is from a drunken confession 
that was never meant for her to hear. She doesn’t know what she 
would have done, if she had stood in Philza’s place. 


But in the end, Wilbur is still dead. And Philza still killed him. 


There’s a grave for Wilbur- sort of. A little out of the way shrine 
nearby the epicenter of the detonation, a small lit wall of lapis and 
gold inscribed with the names of the dead, punctuated with a New 
L’manburg flag. There’s pictures of lost loved ones laid about there, 
surrounded by flowers, and President Soot’s picture has the most of 
all. 


(Wilbur always hated that picture- the pensive expression in his 
presidential portrait had actually been him about to blink, but he’d 
been too embarrassed to correct the photographer’s enthusiasm.) 


It's a lovely, lovely grave. Niki can’t stand to look at it. 


She makes one of her own. 


A large river rock sits under the shade of Wilbur’s sacred tree, right 
under its beating golden heart. She carves his name and paints it 
with flowers. 


She finds Philza standing in front of the tree one day, right as she 
was about to visit it. Just standing there, as though he were a 
paused piece of film. 


She wonders, foolishly, if he can see the grave she’s made for his 
son, before remembering that he’s basically blind. Even still, her 
mind races to find better places to move the stone, somewhere that 
even he can't intrude on her grief, and then- 


-and then he touches the tree. 


His scarred, charred hands ghost right over its beating golden heart 
and trail downwards. Down, down, down, until his knees touch the 
ground, and he finds the stone she placed there. His fingers trace 
over his son’s carved name. 


He kneels down until his head touches the stone, antlers swiveled 
back. 


(His shoulders are shaking.) 


Niki Nihachu walks away. She decides not to move the stone. 


She decides to let him grieve in peace. 


2. Dadza Moment. 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Tommy means well. 


Now, first things first, Tommy didn’t mean to be a stalker. He’s not 
some kind of fucking creep. 


But he does worry about Philza sometimes. And yes, Philza can 
climb walls, fell a tree with one (netherite reinforced) hand, and snap 
zombie necks, but still. That's his beloved old man! As vice 
president, Tommy has a right to follow up on his favorite citizen! 


Especially because Philza’s new pals are looking really fucking 
sketchy. This Edal Bohncet fellow feels like a wrongun if Tommy ever 
saw one. 


Mostly on account of the fact that Mr. Edal is definitely one of 
Technoblade’s many fake identities. 


Techno had a few magic tricks up his sleeve, and he had to acquire 
Pogtopia supplies somehow. He’d shown Tommy his masks- a weird 
collection of faces from all different kinds of races that Techno could 
just slap onto himself like a second skin. And one of those masks 
had been a pink haired boar elfin man named Edal Bohncet. The 


man currently being buddy-buddy with an unsuspecting Philza 
Minecraft. 


“-and | told her, an emerald coin for one fruit cake? | could buy six 
loaves of bread on that!” ‘Edal’ roughly slaps at the barrel he’s 
leaning on, prompting a slight jump from Philza’s much smaller 
frame. “But y’know what, | bought it anyways, and it was actually 
kind of worth it- at least for Hubert, you get me? That guy needs 
some meat on him.” 


Philza’s not exactly a manlet- Tommy has seen what that guy looks 
like before shrugging on a metric fuck ton of grandpa layers, he’s 
fucking ripped- but he’s practically a gods damned twig next to 
Technoblade, even a magically disguised one. Techno’s real body 
was just too huge to pass for something smaller, and boy, does it 
stand out now. 


“Oh, yeah, you told me he’s been goin’ through it.” Philza tilts his 
head, trusting pity in his gaze. “Is he doin’ alright?” 


“Eh. He'll live.” Techno loops a hard arm around Philza’s shoulders, 
and Tommy suddenly becomes aware that even in this form, he 
could probably snap Philza’s bird bones like a twig. “You wanna 
swing by my place later? | could use some help with-” 


“DAD!” Tommy lets out a pointed, boisterous laugh as he jogs over, 
nice work shoes clicking loudly on the wooden docks. “There’s my 
favorite old man! I’ve been lookin’ for you everywhere!” He loops his 


arm around Philza, gently tugging the elytron out of Techno’s grasp. 
“We were gonna have the boys over for dinner, did you forget about 
it already?” 


Philza, for his part, is wearing an utterly baffled look of shock. 
“Dinner?” 


Tommy ruffles a fond hand through Philza’s white-streaked golden 
hair. “Aw, it must’ve slipped your mind again. That's alright.” He looks 
back to Techno’s elfin disguise with a sharp, caustic grin. “Vice 
President Tommy Atkins Innit, at yer service. Hope you don’t mind if | 
steal back this ol’ dog.” 


Techno’s expression flattens neutrally as he pushes up his glasses. 
“Go ahead. | won’t keep you from your flock.” 


“Yeah, you better not.” Tommy herds Philza back to a more 
populated section of the street. “Come on, let’s go.” 


Only when they’re safely back in the town square does Tommy let up 
his hold- partly because Philza quite literally slaps him off, staggering 
a few steps away as his antlers and tail lash about irritably. 


“What the fuck, dude?” Philza hisses. “Don’t herd me off like that! | 
can't tell where we're goin’ if you just walk me like a dog-” 


“Im sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” Tommy soothes his hands 
apologetically at Philza’s tense shoulders, not missing the man’s 
very angry feathers raising and rattling like hackles behind him. “That 
guy was tryin’ to cart you off-” 


“To where? He’s my friend!” 


“That’s not your friend,” Tommy insists. “Okay? That guy’s nobody’s 
friend. Just- trust me on that, alright?” 


Gods, Tommy can’t imagine what Techno was thinking, showing up 
like that. For Wi/bur’s dad of all people! That was never going to end 
well- Techno’s angry at L_manburg, at everything Wilbur built, and- 


-well, he’s a real scary guy when he gets mad. 


Philza frowns. “What's this about, Tommy?” 


“| thought he was gonna hurt you,” Tommy says in a small voice. 


“Mate-” Philza sighs resignedly. “Alright. | can forgive the grabbin’ 
just this once. Jus’- gimme a bit of warnin’ next time, okay?” He 
smiles. “And you don't have to worry so hard about me. | can snipe 
night creatures with my eyes closed, I’m not exactly defenseless 
here.” 


“Philza Minecraft, | am fully aware you could snap me in half if you 
wanted,” Tommy honestly concedes. “I! Know this, and | love you. | 
just worry.” Tommy shivers and tries not to think about the /ast time a 
‘friend’ tried to lead him somewhere. (Fuck you, Eret.) “I’ve seen too 
much shit.” 


“Mhmm.” Philza nods flatly, but he’s looking a little less pissed off, so 
Tommy decides to take that as a win. “Are we gonna talk about the 
part where you pretended | was your senile dad?” 


“The senile part of the dad part?” Tommy asks. 


Philza raises his eyebrows expectantly. 


“| was improvisational-izing,” Tommy deflects. “Il just really, really 
wanted him to go away.” 


“What part of me being senile helps him go away?” 


“| deeply, thoroughly apologize for any dickishness | did to you in that 
moment,” Tommy laboriously intones. “My defensive dickery has an 
area of effect radius and hits all people equally.” 


Philza’s flat expression breaks into a reflexive snicker. 


“ve besmirched your honor in the process of defending it,” Tommy 
dramatically despairs. “By Talon, this can’t be happening.” 


Philza’s snickering morphs into a full-out laugh. 


“Fuck you, too, Tommy,” Philza cackles. “If you ever do that again, 
I’m gonna boil your eyes.” He slaps Tommy across the back. “Come 
over for dinner. If you’re there, Fundy will be too busy being pissed 
off at you to be awkward.” 


“Mr. Craft!” Tommy puts a scandalized hand to his chest. “Are you 
giving me permission to harass your grandchildren? For shame!” 


“You’re paying for the privilege by buying our dinner groceries.” 


“For shame-” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


my friend jay is the proud source of the "edal bohncet" joke 


3. Amnesia Was Her Name, She Had Beautiful Eyes 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And every word she said was a little surprise. 


A towering ramlin with two toned fur stares blankly at a McPuffy’s 
sign, a sea of brown and white wool spilling like a foamy cascade 
down her back. The chipped wine-red polish of her short horns glints 
dimly in the light. 


CAPTAIN! A faded memory shouts. The sail’s broken, we have to- 


The ramlin hisses, clutching her head. Or was it his? Hers? Theirs? 
She isn’t sure. Her mind supplies nothing. 


Captain- Captain- Captain- Captain- 


“ir? Sir?” 


She blinks. “Yes.” 


“You've been standing there for a while,” someone says. “You doin’ 
alright?” 


She blinks again. “Yes.” 


The person frowns. “You’re covered in dyes.” 


She looks down at her white shirt- or what used to be a white shirt. 
It’s covered in a spilled rainbow of chalky dyes. 


“Yes,” she says again, as if repeating the word will change anything. 


“,..And your head’s bleedin’,” the person hesitantly points out. 


She tilts her head down- and down and down and down- until she 
meets the person's eyes. “Yes. And?” 


“We have tents for the L’manburg refugees back near Eret’s-” the 
person catches themself. “-sorry, George’s castle. We can get you 
looked at for injuries and creeper lung.” 


“Creeper lung,” she parrots. 


“Old TNT,” the person says. “Old damp TNT. You know how it is.” 


She thinks of dampened gunpowder in old cannons. “Makes sense.” 


She’s herded off to a veritable city of tents surrounding a castle 
endowed with colorful stained glass. 


“Your name?” A doctor asks. 


Mm. McPuffy’s. That was some kind of food place, wasn’t it? She’s 
hungry. She’s so fucking hungry. 


“Puffy,” she says. “Captain. Captain... Puffy.” 


“Any hybrid parentage?” the doctor continues. 


“Dad was a dwarf,” Captain hears herself say. “That’s why I’m so tall. 
Can | have some food?” 


“We should check you for internal injuries first,” the doctor deflects. 


Captain stands up, and both her and the doctor realize that she’s 
nearly a half-block bigger than him. “But I’m hungry,” Captain 
stresses, a little more forcefully this time. 


The doctor raises his hands. “Alright, alright. There’s a soup kitchen 
set up near the gates.” He backs away. “Dwarves and their empty 
stomachs.” 


Captain walks outside the doctor’s tent and looks at the food tent. 


Boy. Boy, that’s a long line. She sits on a stone fence with a loud 
snort and resigns herself to starve. 


A tiny hand tugs on her wool. She looks down. A little boy with a 
smiling white mask peers up at her, practically drowning in his patchy 
clothes. 


“Are you my papa?” He asks. 


Children get more food faster, Captain quickly remembers. “Sure, 
kid.” 


“Okay!” The boy’s hair turns white and wooly, furry sheep ears 
growing out of the sides of his head. 


...First of all, what the fuck? Second of all, that is so convenient, and 
she loves her new son forever. 


“Come here, little scammer,” Captain says as she picks up his tiny 
body in her hands, “let’s see how far we can cut in line.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Two sympathetic and large bowls of potato stew later, she is a very 
happy Captain. 


“Fuckin’ gods, that was the easiest lunch | ever had in my life.” She 
has no source to back this up, but she knows in her heart it’s true. 
Kids make everything easier in terms of getting shit. “What’s your 
name, kid?” 


The kid just kicks his feet back, turning them into furry hooves. 


Captain snorts. “You don’t have a single thought in that head of 
yours, huh? You just copy things like a duckling.” 


Duckling just giggles, tiny hands batting at the newspaper some 
random guy in the camp thought she cared enough about to read. 


Reconstruction Act Still Hiring, it boldly declares. President 
Underscore is still looking for any able-bodied persons willing to join 
the efforts of the Reconstruction Act in order to continue providing 
housing and other necessary buildings. Interested citizens please 
leave your information with head architect Mr. Craft in 216 Saint’s 
Row. 


Man. That sounds like it would pay pretty good. Too bad Captain 
doesn’t know jack shit about building. 


She looks down at her newly acquired son. 


Parents are hireable because people pity them, her brain helpfully 
whispers again. They'll cut you more slack, too. 


“How cute can you look, Duckling?” Captain daringly asks. “Il wanna 
take you to a job interview.” 


-<>Y<>- 


A few weeks later, life is looking pretty fucking good for Captain and 
Duckling Puffy. Turns out people are willing to cut a lot of slack when 


someone's built enough to carry a whole tree in one hand and a cute 
innocent kid in the other. She gets new polish for her horns and a 
nice pair of sunglasses for her stubbornly dwarven eyes. 


Of course, scamming her way into skilled construction can only last 
so long, so she quits before anyone gets too suspicious. 


That, and one other reason. 


-<>Y<>- 


Duckling leans his head beseechingly on Mr. Craft’s leg, looking up 
with a wide eyed smile. 


“Baby, no,” Captain lightly scolds. “He can’t even see your puppy 
eyes.” 


The scarred elytron laughs tiredly. “It’s fine, mate. Kids get hungry.” 
He laboriously leans on his cane to sit down on a crate and opens up 
his bag of sweets. “Come on, we can share.” 


Duckling wags his little tail and climbs up on the barrel. Captain 
deliberately looks away when she notices Duckling’s tail get long just 
like Mr. Craft’s. 


“| think Mr. Craft is getting a better grade at kids than me,” Captain 
jokes. “My honor as a single mother is lying in shambles.” 


“Ah, don’t worry about it,” a short blond ramlin man reassures. “He’s 
a grandpa, he’s gonna be good. Sides, ever since his son died, he’s 
been a little soft about kids.” 


Captain frowns. “Wait, what?” 


“Yeah,” the man continues. “Mans lost his son and his eyes in the 
detonation. Got his wings knocked down a peg, too. Poor guy.” 


Oh. Oh, gods. She’s tugging on a guy’s heartstrings about his dead 
kid. She was not ready for her single mom scam to go this far. 


“Heey, Mr. Craft,” Captain slowly says, an uncomfortable smile on 
her face, “can you take me off the builder’s list when this job is 
done? I’m gonna try and find some work that’s safer for Duckling to 
be around-” 


-<>Y<>- 


So she works at a flower shop in Greater Prime now. Because for 
some reason, she kind of knows shit about flowers, and by gods 
she’s gonna use the one skill she actually has for some honest work. 
Stay on the proper straight and narrow, like walking the plank. 


At least she’s got a date tonight. Niki Nihachu from that nice bakery 
back in L’manburg. Captain had considered stealing a cake or two, 
but the place was a family business. It would probably be some kind 
of hypocritical for a single mom to steal from another family, 
especially after that whole... disaster that’s apparently happened 
around there. Some kind of earthquake? Who knows- certainly not 
Captain. 


(Not that anyone Knows she doesn’t know. And she’s planning on 
keeping it that way.) 


But anyways. Date! Date with Niki! Captain puts on her best shirt, 
judges Duckling to be smart enough not to eat a torch while her 
neighbor isn’t looking, and snags a few nice poppies from the shop 
to bring with the champagne on their picnic. Niki brings pumpkin pie. 
They run into a pair of soft, lovely cats. (And also the Lmanburg vice 
president running around with an enderman boy, but that’s besides 
the point.) 


It’s nice. It’s a nice day to have a date in Greater Prime. 


And then they start to see obsidian walls as they walk back towards 
L’'manburg. 


“Oh, hey!” Captain brightly says. “Didn’t you guys used to have walls 
like that before? | saw it in a museum once.” 


Niki freezes in place. “No,” she murmurs under her breath. “No, no, 
no, not again-” 


Captain leans down. “What’s wrong?” 


“| need a radio,” Niki quickly says. “We need a radio, we need a 
radio now-” 


Captain’s tall frame whirls around, scanning the street, until she sees 
the small group of bewildered people stalling by a radio at an ice 
cream shop. “There.” 


Captain’s imposing figure forces the crowd to part, hooves tapping 
loudly against the wooden and stone path of the road. 


“-| REPEAT, ALL COMMUTING AND TRAVELING LMANBURG 
CITIZENS, RETURN TO YOUR COUNTRY. BY THE MANDATE OF 
GREATER PRIME, ALL BORDERS ARE TO BE SHUT EFFECTIVE 
IMMEDIATELY. THIS IS AN ACT OF WAR.” 


Niki frowns. “What war?” 


Captain gently grabs her hand. “I don’t care if it’s a fucking potato 
war, we need to get you home now-” 


“VICE PRESIDENT TOMMY ATKINS INNIT AND LMANBURG 
CITIZEN RANBOO MY-BELOVED HAVE BURNED DOWN THE 
SUMMER HOME OF KING GEORGE MALCOLM LORE. THIS IS 
AN ACT OF WAR. ALL COMMUTING AND TRAVELING 
LMANBURG CITIZENS, RETURN TO YOUR COUNTRY. ALL 
BORDERS ARE TO BE SHUT EFFECTIVE IMMEDIATELY-” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


dwarves in orp trend very tall and stout. reasons: dwarves being 
short mostly comes up in post-norse mythology as a comedic 
depiction, and also i think it would be funny. 


in other news, c!puffy being a canonical amnesiac prior to server 
entry recontextualizes alot of her early actions to sort of... 
scamming her way into anything that will give her security or 
identity. it was implemented awkwardly as a twist in canon, 
which is why we're making it narratively apparent from the 
beginning. 


4. Boys Will Be Boys 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Or something like that. Tommy never got to find out what real 
kids do. 


In Tommy’s defense... 


...In Tommy’s defense... 


...alright. He doesn’t really have that much of a defense. 


But he was a tad drunk at the time. A bit plastered, even. 


It’s very easy for him to get drunk. Not in the sense that he gets 
drunk easily- he’s a big lad. A big man, even. It’s just laughably easy 
for him to get alcohol because he looks a solid five years older than 
he actually is. The bars certainly think he looks old enough to hold 
down his own keg, and he’s not gonna tell them otherwise. 


The Tilted Tavern in Greater Prime don’t give a shit if the L’manburg 
Vice President knocks a shot or five back. Hell, they barely even 
know he is Vice President Innit- no one expects a_ fucking 


government man from the next city-state over to be hanging around 
a place like this. Which is exactly why he does. 


That, and Tubbo gets all clingy when they grab drinks. Clingy and 
surly. He’s no fun anymore- hasn’t been since he took that 
presidential office. Fucking presidency. Fucking L’manburg. 


Fucking George. 


George Malcolm Lore. Stupid fucking pretty boy. If he hadn’t slept 
through the fucking elections, Quackity wouldn’t have had to join up 
with Schlatt. But no, Mr. George Not Found gets at it again, just 
vanishing every time something important happens. George gets his 
beauty sleep, and Tommy gets to pay for it having to build over a 
shattered fucking crater. 


And now George gets to be the shiny new King. King George of 
Greater Prime. He’s been doing fuck all with that new useless job, 
too. Won't show up to a single fucking diplomatic meeting and just 
lets the Prophet do all the work again. Pushover. 


At least Eret had the audacity to show up for work. Just like- just like 
that Ranboo guy. 


Ranboo’s certainly a character. This tall ass bamboo pole of a man 
with a fucked up round square enderman head. Got no fucking 
mouth except when he feels like it and lets his horrible green 


mandibles sprout out of him. He can’t even look like a normal 
enderman, he’s got this big bleached out grey patch on the left side 
of his face, which has a red eye on that side. Multicolored eyes. 
What is this guy, a cartoon? 


And he’s wearing a suit! A full tailored suit. Imagine an enderman 
wearing a suit. Fucking unnatural is what it is. He works as Tubbo’s, 
like- secretary. Or minutes man. Tommy isn’t actually sure what 
Ranboo does- he’s just there at all the cabinet meetings, scribbling 
into a little book. 


And he’s new in town. He’s new in town (well, new to Tommy) and 
getting mighty cozy with Tubbo, which just won't do at all. He should 
learn some- some respect. Tommy is his boss. 


Tommy takes another swig out of his bottle and pulls out his comm. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tommy!Innit: Ranboo 


Ranboo: yes 


TommyInnit: Where you at 


Ranboo: i am on my way back to the prime path 


TommylInnit: up or down prime path 


TommyInnit: Or abit left 


Ranboo: im in the nether rn 


-<>Y<>- 


Tommy groans loudly. Great, now he’s gotta run if he wants to catch 
up to where Ranboo is. Running! On the Prime path! The path used 
to pray and commune with gods! Downright sinful, is what it is. 
Horrible, horrible thing. Like mass murder. 


So anyways, Tommy started sprinting down the stairs of the Prime 
path. It’s fine. It’s the middle of the night, no one’s gonna give a shit. 


(Somewhere back in New L’manburg, the Angel of Death feels 
inexplicably irritated.) 


He ran into a massive shape and might have jumped back because 
he thought it was Technoblade, but it was actually a very tall ramlin 
lady with an impressive beard, carrying a disc in her hands. 


Tommy blinks to himself and keeps running. He sees Wilbur- Niki, 
Niki wearing Wilbur’s old wing shawl as she stands by an ice cream 
shop. He starts to stagger as he runs, rubbing at his eyes. Gods, he 
hates this part of being drunk. Ever since the first Lmanburg war, 
he’s started seeing shit when he’s drunk. 


He hops into the Nether portal, which would make him dizzier if he 
wasn't already plastered to high heaven, but he can’t get dizzy if he’s 
already dizzy. Take that, Nether portal. 


-<>Y<>- 


Tommy!Innit: amin the nether 


Ranboo: hello 


-<>Y<>- 


Tommy looks up from his comm and jumps back as something lands 
on his shoulder. He looks up and up into Ranboo’s unblinking face. 
Gods, Ranboo’s always taller than Tommy thinks he’s gonna be. 


“Did you just fucking hit me?” Tommy accusingly asks. 


Ranboo removes his large, thin hand from Tommy’s shoulder. “Sorry, 
sorry. | just- | just wanted to give you this.” 


He presents an allium flower held between his long fingers. 


“What are you-” Tommy chuckles lowly. “What, do you like flowers, 
Ranbo?” 


“Yeah,” Ranboo simply says. Weirdo. 


Tommy takes the flower and stores it in his inventory so it doesn’t get 
damaged. (Not that he gives a shit.) 


“Alright, come with me.” Tommy looks back up at Ranboo, trying to 
find a way to look at him that doesn’t involve looking him in the eyes. 
(Endermen tend to pitch a murderous fit about eye contact, and 
Tommy would rather not find out if he can take Ranboo in the pit.) 
“Are you busy?” 


“Not really,” Ranboo admits. 


“| don’t know if-” Tommy catches himself. “Nice to meet you- well, it 
wasn't nice to meet you, you made a terrible, terrible first impression 
on me. Do you remember?” 


Ranboo looks down at the ground shyly as they walk along the 
Nether road. “Yeah, yeah- | do.” 


Gods, that was a weird day. Tubbo had jokingly called Ranboo his 
boyfriend, then his secretary, then his husband, and then Ranboo 
had randomly hacked up an enderpearl out of his mouth like a 
horrible, nightmarish cat. 


“| have that-” Ranboo looks back up, a self-chiding look in his eyes. 
“-| mean, my first impression with Eret was making him read a Shrek 
fanfiction. I’m not one for good first impressions.” 


Tommy stares blankly at him. 


“What’s a fanfiction?” he flatly asks. 


Ranboo freezes. "Uhhhh- a story,” he deflects. “Eh. Yeah, it’s usually 
not- they're not very good.” 


“You have fanfictions, Ranboo?” Tommy amicably asks. 


“|... Sadly do,” Ranboo admits. “They’re about endermen, at least. 
It’s- it’s interesting. | haven't read any of them because | don’t want 
to.” Ranboo looks off into the distance. “They scare me. They scare 
me, Tommy.” 


“You made a very horrible first impression,” Tommy reiterates, going 
back to their earlier conversation. “| asked you how old you are, and 
you just went uh, I’m a minor, 'm a minor. Y’ can't even tell 
somebody your age?” 


“| did tell you my age!” Ranboo defends. “I said | was born before 
you!” 


“Yeah, yeah, whatever, Ranboob.” Tommy walks back to the Nether 
portal. “Walk with me.” 


To Ranboo’s credit, he barely even stumbles through the dizziness of 
the portal. 


“You know who was talkin’ at me this morning?” Tommy complains. 
“One of those Mr. Beast types. Y’know, Mr. oh, | donate money to 
random churchgoers for shits and giggles. Fuckin’ prick. I'll donate 
my fist to his fuckin’ face. He stopped me at church and asked me 
why | sound so angry all the time.” Tommy knocks his empty bottle 
against a passing railing. “Oh, you motherfuck, Mr. Beast.” 
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“| mean, aren't you-” Ranboo fiddles nervously with his hands. “- 
you're kinda proving his point with that, though. When you respond 
angrily, it doesn’t really help your case.” 


Tommy stops and points up at him. “Fuck you. Walk with me.” 


Ranboo’s voice trails off. “Yeah, okay, that’s fair.” 


“Now listen to me,” Tommy generously explains, “/ am not the guy 
you want to have a bad first impression with.” He turns around, 
walking backwards down the stairs to keep looking at Ranboo. “And | 
hate to break it to you- you, sonny Jim, but- you have done that.” 


“Oh.” Ranboo looks at the stairs. “Oh. Oh.” 


“So here’s what we’re gonna do. I’ve got...” Tommy’s voice pitches a 
bit higher. “/ reckon you’re new here, right? You’ve got that little suit. 
Ever heard of J. Schlatt?” 


“I’ve heard of him.” Ranboo tilts his head at the nearby Targay store. 
“Don't they sell his corpse over there?” 


Tommy raises his eyebrows. “You’ve been readin’ too much of the 
weird newspapers. What country do you live in? What state?” 


“Denial,” Ranboo deadpans. 


Okay, that was actually pretty funny. “I reckon you’re a nice fella,” 
Tommy concedes. “But you've wronged me.” 


Ranboo sputters. “How have | wronged you?” 


Tommy holds up two fingers. “You’re a radio man, and you’re an 
enderman. I’ve got no reason not to stab you in the neck right now.” 
Oh, boy. Still a bit left in his bottle. He takes one last swig. “But I’m 
not going to!” He leans in close. “And the reason is I’ve got a bit of a 
job, alright?” 


Ranboo’s long, horsey tail swishes uneasily. “I don’t like the sound of 
that.” 


“You will,” Tommy ominously reassures. They go down the road, 
coming up to Tommy’s old house along the Prime path. He doesn’t 
Officially live here anymore, but he still owns the place, and lately it’s 
been a nice spot to get away. “You wanna come up to the other 
room, or you wanna go down to my lair? We don’t use the lair very 
often.” 


“We can go to the lair.” 


Tommy leads them down to one of his old blackstone walled bunkers 
and takes a seat. “You ever seen those skep comedies? Those little 
trolling skits?” 


“...Yes,” Ranboo uncertainly says. “Where is this going?” 


“I’m sick of it. | reckon we could one up ‘em. You ever been robbed, 
Ranboo?” 


-<>Y<>- 


Ranboo is beginning to suspect that this is not, in fact, a skep. 


First, Tommy had gotten slightly distracted (was he drunk?) and 
insisted they do a little farming by his house. And then Tommy had 
kept calling him wrong versions of his name, like Ranbo, Rambo, 
Ranbob, Ranboob, and after failing to keep that consistent just 
resorted to calling him various Script insults before settling on 
associate. 


It's a bit tiring to watch, to be honest. Ranboo had been considering 
leaving the drunken man to his own devices. But this was Tubbo’s 


friend, and it’s probably in bad taste to leave a drunk guy to his own 
bad decisions. 


Weirdly enough, it feels like Tommy’s being friendly. Past the bluster 
and insults, he’s not that bad. They farm and shoot off opinions 
about the other cabinet members while Tommy meditatively punches 
seeds into the dirt, and it’s almost peaceful. They go and get ice 
cream, and Tommy belatedly wonders if Ranboo can safely eat ice 
cream, being half enderman, before Ranboo loudly crunches on his 
creamy, icy food. 


Allin all, almost a nice day. 


And then Tommy handed him a black cloak. 


-<>Y<>- 


It's a great plan. 


It’s great. 


Listen. 


In Tommy’s defense, George fucking deserves it. 


“Hateful comments, Ranboo,” Tommy instructs as Ranboo writes 
onto George's walls. “Hateful comments.” 


It’s such a stupid fucking house. This fucking... weird, barrely house 
built into the fucking dirt hills. With red mushroom patterns on the 
walls- who the fuck uses red mushroom patterns? You’d think a 
weird monk lives here, not a king. 


Tommy rams his axe through one of the cabinets. Stupid fucking 
George. He gets to have a nice house and a nice title and a nice, 
untouched country to sit his cozy throne on. Where’s Tommy’s nice 
house? Where’s Tommy’s nice job he doesn't have to stay up at 3 o 
clock in the morning for because he CAN’T FUCKING SLEEP AT 
NIGHT BECAUSE ALL HE CAN HEAR IS PEOPLE SCREAMING 
AS THEY FALL INTO A FUCKING CRATER- 


Breathe. Breathe. (Breathe.) 


...At least Ranboo’s having fun. For such a people pleasing guy, 
looking back to Tommy for approval with every odd insult scribbled 
on the walls, he’s got a bit of a crime streak. 


This is fun. Just normal fun for normal lads, right? 


(That’s what George gets for not showing up in the war.) 


It’s just a little robbing. Something to get the blood going. (Just to 
stop the screams. ) 


The fire won’t even spread that much. 


It's the perfect crime. 


-<>Y<>- 


Tommy wakes up with ten golden apples strewn on his bed and a 
hangover to match. The radio is blaring loudly in his ears like an air 
raid siren. 


"-PRESIDENT UNDERSCORE IS NOW CALLING FOR THE 
ARREST OF VICE PRESIDENT TOMMY ATKINS INNIT AND 
L'VANBURG CITIZEN RANBOO MY-BELOVED FOR 
UNSANCTIONED ACTS OF WAR. | REPEAT, TOMMY ATKINS 
INNIT AND RANBOO MY-BELOVED ARE UNDER ARREST-" 


Well, fuck. 


That can't be good. 


5. Something About Being In-Character 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Tommy Atkins Innit, you haven't changed. 


If Tubbo could have one day- just the one- where nothing goes to 
shit. One day where President Underscore doesn’t have to make 
miracles happen! That would be great. Fan-fucking-tastic, even. 


But life’s just not nice like that. 


“Hunter,” Tubbo starts. 


“Yes?” the Prophet flatly acknowledges from the top of an obsidian 
wall. 


“Hunter, this goes against the treaties,” Tubbo points out. 


“You mean the treaties | signed with the government you overthrew,” 
Hunter dismissively responds. He turns away and keeps casting 
lava, the water charm in his off hand cooling it into hardened 
obsidian. 


And the wall rises higher. 


“Okay,” Tubbo whispers to himself. “Okay.” 


(He didn’t even get to have breakfast.) 


Quackity, of course, is absolutely furious. Then again, that’s par for 
the course these days for New L’manburg’s Secretary of State. 
Quackity’s been... angry since Schlatt. And he never really stopped. 
He’s been awake for all of ten tocks, clothes barely on, and he’s 
already calling for Hunter’s blood. 


New L’manburg can't afford blood. They don’t have the funds to 
demand it. 


They do not have funds, they do not have armor, they do not have 
equipment to fight back right now. They need a peaceful turnout to... 
whatever this is, if they want to fucking survive. 


Hunter’s thrown the first punch. Tubbo has to learn how to roll with it. 


He listens to the morning radio and quietly puts out a notice for his 
Vice President's arrest. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Tubbo, look at me in the eyes,” Tommy pleads. 


Look at me in the eyes. Of fucking course he’s pulling this sincerity 
crap again. It’s the same bullshit he pulled as a street kid when he 
was caught stealing scrap, and it’s the same bullshit he’s pulling 
now. The only difference is his target audience. 


Tommy Atkins Innit hasn’t changed a bit. 


“Look at me in the eyes, does this sound like something | would do?” 


“Hell if | know, Tommy!” Tubbo spreads his arms helplessly. “You’ve 
been radio silent ever since | became president! Radio silent.” 


“Does this sound like something | would do?” Tommy says again. 


And now he’s pulling Wilbur’s old tricks again. God fucking damn it 
all. 


“| don't care if it sounds like something you would do!” Tubbo shouts. 
“Did you do it or not?” 


Tommy looks nonchalantly to the city as he gets marched down the 
street, hands held loosely together in his cuffs. “Oh, hey, there’s 
Phil!” 


Tubbo puts a hand on the human’s shoulder. “Don’t bother him, just 
keep walking-” 


“PHILLL?’ Tommy shouts. “I’m gonna have to cancel lunch!” 


Tubbo hopes, for a moment, that Philza will be too far away to hear, 
but the cloudy eyed elytron sighs loudly as he hobbles closer to the 
procession. “What did you do this time, you little shit?” 


“| did nothing, you can’t prove it.” Tommy breaks away from his 
guards to lean down. “Listen, Phil, | Know this is incredibly tragic 
news, but stay strong, alright? The lads will sort it out soon, an’-” 
Tommy’s voice pitches a little desperately. “-and I'll bring something 
nice for dinner! No hard feelings, right?” 


Of course Tommy cares more about cancelled lunch than putting the 
whole fucking country on the brink of war. Of fucking course he does. 


“If you could stop harassing my flock and keep walking, that’d be 
great,” Tubbo flatly says. “You’re drawing a crowd.” 


Tommy snorts. “Who cares about a crowd-” 


“SHUT THE FUCK UP FOR ONCE IN YOUR LIFE AND WALK, 
TOMMY" 


Tommy shrinks back just enough to let the guards march him on to 
the courthouse. Tubbo turns back to Philza, hand shaking as he runs 
over his own growing scruff. 


“What’s going on?” Philza asks. 


“lll tell you about it later,” Tubbo dismisses. “I didn’t mean to yell with 
you right there, | just need to get this over with quick.” He smiles 
tiredly. “I'll try not to Keep Fundy out too late.” 


Philza hums pensively, but he doesn’t protest when Tubbo keeps 
walking to catch up with the procession. 


The Greater Prime crowd is starting to catch up with the growing 
guard and media circus that’s following them around as they head 
into the neutral territory around the community house. Tubbo can 
see the Prophet and the King on their horses, netherite armor 
practically glaring daggers at anyone that might dare to touch the 
pair. 


“Stand behind me,” Tubbo orders his cabinet members as Hunter 
dismounts. “I'd like to start by, um, pointing the attention to the 
elephant in the room, being-” he gestures back towards L’manbug. “- 
the massive obsidian borders you put up? Around L’manburg. | 
would like to know if there was- if there was any motive?” 


“I’m just tryin’ to be helpful, y’know?” 


“| don’t really see how... this is helpful.” 


“Well, you see,” Hunter starts, as if he were explaining something 
terrible to a small child, “we signed treaties a while ago. And then 
your country held a democratic election, and elected Schlatt- 
democratically.” He looks down at Tubbo and his presidential suit. 
“And then forces came in, raided the country, took it over, killed the 
president, and took over the land.” 


Hunter stands up straighter. 


“So, to me- to me- those treaties mean nothing, because you are a 
new government. You have taken over the old government, you 
disregarded the old government's law- you took it over!” He puts a 
hand to his armored chest. “Now, | didn’t really care about this until 
Tommy went and burned down the vacation home of our king-” 


“Evidence, bitch!” Tommy shouts, lunging forward. 


Tubbo pushes Tommy back. “Shut up.” 


“-his vacation home was burnt down by Tommy,” Hunter stresses. 


“Was it?” Tubbo asks, turning to Tommy. 


Tommy turns away. “This doesn’t sound like something | would do. 
This doesn’t sound like something | would do.” 


“Listen,” Hunter reasonably starts, “| want Tommy punished, | want 
something to be done.” 


“ARE YOU INSANE?” Tommy screams. 


“If nothing is done,” Hunter continues, “the walls will expand, and 
more will happen. Make a decision, punish Tommy. Tommy cannot 
be going around burning things, blowing things up- he can’t be doing 
all these things.” 


“Tommy, you’re the vice president!” Quackity scolds. “Have some 
formality!” His feathers rattle with a low hiss. “You’re messing up our 


international relationships!” 


“Can- can we see the property?” Tubbo asks. 


Hunter turns to the King. “Well?” 


“It's already been fixed,” George says. 


“Well, then how do we know it even happened?” Tommy presses. 


“We can talk to whoever fixed it?” Fundy offers. 


“/ fixed it,” George deflects. “It's my house. | fixed it.” 


Tubbo pinches his brow. “Was the house damaged or not?” 


“Review the witness reports if you want,” Hunter offers. 


“You're not gonna punish me,” Tommy dismisses. “Cus | didn’t do 
shit. | know | didn't, ‘cus I’m me.” 


“Tommy, | need you to answer me.” Tubbo stares his human friend 
down. “Did you, or did you not?” 


“No,” Tommy lies. 


And that, more than anything, tells Tubbo all he needs to know. 


Tommy Atkins Innit hasn't changed a god damn pixel. 


“Tubbo,” Hunter whispers, “Il need to talk with you privately.” 
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“Tubbo, you're the president. | Know you want peace,” Hunter 
concedes once they're standing inside the courthouse alone. 


“| really hope we do a peaceful- we resolve this peacefully.” 


“Im sure we can,” Hunter reasonably says. “But Tommy, y'know, 
he’s not peaceful. At all.” 


“No,” Tubbo admits. “| was worried about that when | swore him in as 
Vice.” 


“And as long as Tommy's vice president,” Hunter presses, “there 
can’t be peace. That's all | have to say.” 


“No suggestions?” Tubbo confirms. 


“My suggestion is that you exile Tommy. Get him out.” Hunter 
shrugs. “That's all | have to say, though.” 


“And the other culprit?” Tubbo dares to ask. 


“The other one wasn't the vice president,” Hunter points out. “You 
can punish him - or don’t- however you see fit.” He moves to leave 
the room. “I’m sure we'll talk soon. I’m sure you'll make the right 
decision. Thank you.” 


Tubbo steps outside the courthouse. He takes a breath. 


"I'm gonna need everyone to come inside. The trial of Tommy Innit 
vs Greater Prime will now commence." 


6. ABSTRACT- INNIT V STATE 
Summary for the Chapter: 


How did you think it would end, Tommy Atkins? 


TRIAL, INTERNATIONAL COURT OF THE DREAMLANDS 
INNIT V STATE 


Reporter- Sy/vester McCoy 
Judge- Tubbo Underscore-Beloved (President of New L’manburg) 


Defendant- Tommy Atkins Innit (Vice President of New L’manburg, 
Commander of the L’manburg 5th Battalion) 


Attorneys- Quackity (Defendant), Karl Jacobs (Prosecution) 


Plaintiff- The Royal House of Lore and the city-state of Greater 
Prime 


Witnesses- Tommy Atkins Innit (Defendant), Niki Nihachu, Captain 
Puffy, George Malcolm Lore (Plaintiff), Fun Dy-Soot, Ranboo My- 
Beloved 


LAWSUIT 


The defendant has committed arson and acts of defamation against 
the plaintiff. Due to the political and military offices held by the 
defendant, this is an unsanctioned act of war during peacetime. The 
plaintiff demands reparations and sanctions to be taken against the 
defendant in order to maintain relations between their respective 
nations. 


SUMMARY 


The defendant, though previously determined to be guilty of the 
accused crime, continued to deny his involvement, and held that his 
guilt or innocence was irrelevant because of his office. He insulted 
the competence of the primary plaintiff several times, spoke out of 
turn, and refused to listen to the legal counsel of his provided 
attorney. 


The defendant, rather than speaking to the court, would often directly 
address and plead with the judge, citing past personal connection 
and debts in an attempt to be acquitted, which the judge dismissed. 
The defendant’s apathy towards the severity of his crimes, as well as 
repeated contempt of court, drove the plaintiff to call for harsher 
sentencing. 


An additional suspect (Ranboo My-Beloved) was questioned, but the 
defendant denied any involvement on this witness’ part. Additionally, 
this witness has documented memory disability, which the court has 
ruled makes him impossible to cross-examine at this time. 


VERDICT 


The defendant has been forcibly removed from all held offices and, 
barring times of national emergency or crisis, been henceforth 
banned from holding, being appointed to, or running for any 
government office on the Dreamlands. Factoring the diplomatic 
severity of his crimes, he shall be put on probation for the next two 
years and regularly report his actions to the New L’manburg cabinet. 


The plaintiff is calling for a motion to change his sentence to 
conditional exile from all settled lands owned by New L’manburg, 
Greater Prime, or Badlands territories. L’manburg will put this 
proposal to a democratic vote. 


7. Oh No! Anyway, 
Summary for the Chapter: 


At least some people are doing okay? 


-NEW L’MANBURG NEWS- 


Greater Prime Violates International Treaty 


In violation of treaties held by the two previous presidential 
administrations, Greater Prime is holding New L’manburg under 
siege. It has built obsidian walls around the land borders our city- 
state and forbid all travel through the Greater Prime land that 
surrounds us. 


The Crown maintains that it will increase the height of these walls 
until reparations are made for the unsanctioned actions of war 
waged by Vice Pres. Innit. 


PUBLIC FORUM: Exile Tommy Atkins? 


Tommy Atkins Innit has a well-known history with Lmanburg. Having 
been raised by the Founder like family, and been the second-in- 
command of the original L manburg Revolutionary Battalion, Mr. Innit 
could be considered a Founding Father himself. In peacetime, he 
has largely been involved with transportation and defense, ensuring 
safe travel can be conducted through our nation. He has always 


displayed a deep, personal care for this place, even during the 
tyrannical reign of the Schlatt administration. His mark upon our 
history is utterly priceless and undeniable. 


However, his war-like actions as of late are at odds with the peaceful 
prosperity the New L'manburg wants to achieve. This recklessness, 
combined with his actions at his own trial, betray a deeply troubled 
mind, perhaps not fully recovered from the wartime sacrifices he’s 
made for our country. Though we commend his past contributions, is 
it safe to trust his actions now? 


Is it still safe to trust him to stay in this nation at all? 


Due to his closeness with the L’manburg cabinet, and how his 
actions have affected our citizens, the decision of his fate shall be 
left to the public. The final vote of whether to conditionally exile the 
former Vice Pres. Innit until further notice shall remain open until the 
4th of Dodekamon 2020. 


Please Identify This Plant 


Strange red vines have been spotted growing in sporadic locations 
around the central spawn of the server, with a particularly large 
cluster identified in the Badlands. The origin and nature of these 
growths are unknown, and all attempts to prune them have resulted 
in them spreading further. If any naturalist can identify this plant and 
whether or not it poses a hazard to the general public, please 
contact Lord Halo of the Badlands. Local farmers are concerned this 
may be a new invasive species, or potentially toxic, as animals have 
been observed acting strangely after consuming it. 


El Rapids Leaving New L’manburg? 


The El Rapids district has recently expressed desire to separate 
from the New L’manburg territories as a self-governing district. When 
approached for comment, Primo Mendez (community appointed 
liaison of El Rapids) cites New L’manburg’s lack of available citizen 
land space and an unstable political climate, which they feel has 
been unable to properly address their needs in a timely manner. 


Mr. Mendez is currently engaging in peaceful dialogue with acting 
Vice Pres. Quackity on how to proceed. 


Local War Veteran And Movie Man Doing Great Actually 


Jack Manifold, Leftenant Commander of the 4th Battalion, has been 
honorably discharged from L’manburg’s military following the loss of 
his first life in the Manberg-Pogtopia war. Mr. Manifold, age 12, has 
also since retired from his Greater Prime ambassadorship in order to 
focus on his theatre, Jack Manifold TV, which recently received 
renovations as part of the Lmanburg Reconstruction Act. 


Mr. Manifold has also bought a new home with his military pension, 
which he has converted into what he jokingly calls ‘Manifold Land’. 
Manifold Land contains a private museum of film reels and military 
artifacts- including uniforms, flags, and shields from every L’manburg 
era- which any L’‘manburg citizen can visit for free as long as they 
ask beforehand and sign the guestbook. Manifold Land also accepts 
artifact donations such as photographs and newspapers. 


Librarian Gets New Lease On Life 


The winner of the “Featured Citizen” raffle has asked for this special 
entry. 


An unfortunate victim of the Lmanburg detonation, who has been 
recovering from permanent memory damage after his injuries, has 
decided to legally re-register as a citizen and change his name. 


Though he has previously answered to Ghost (not to be confused 
with Mxr. Eldtrich Ghost, goatlin confectionery artist of Honeylemon 
bakery) and other similar nicknames, the 28-year old elytron would 
now like to be referred to as Chekhov Sam-Seong. 


Chekhov is the founder and current manager of the Ghost Library, a 
private collection of books authored or previously owned by 
L'manburg citizens- including previously undiscovered writings and 
compositions from our late founder, Wilbur Soot. He encourages 
anyone to read, donate, or simply visit at any point during opening 
times. 


Chekhov kindly asks citizens to respect his new name, including any 
persons who may have known him prior to his injuries, as he 
identifies as an entirely separate person and would like people to 
know him as he is now. He enjoys music, the smell of fresh bread, 
and the color blue. 


-SPECIAL REPORT- 


This article is protected by the server-wide enforced Citizen’s 
Concerns Act, which mandates that any citizen concern about public 
affairs cannot be dismissed, censored, or otherwise forcibly made 
private without being addressed to the satisfaction of the parties that 
report it. 


The Blade: Betrayer or Betrayed? 


General Blade, who has been missing since the events of 16 
Endekamon and is currently labeled an enemy of the state, is still at 
large. 


General Blade was a primary logistician for the Pogtopian revolution 
as well as an ardent protector of Lmanburg founder Wilbur Soot. His 
support of the movement is directly responsible for the downfall of 
the Schlatt administration and the reinstatement of the New 
L’manburg, only revealing his so-called “true colors” after the 
L’'manburg detonation. But how could Technoblade, noted to have 
spent days without sleep working to feed Manberg refugees and 
personally obtaining necessary supplies at risk to his own life, betray 
the revolution he helped lead? 


In his last confirmed sighting, the visibly distraught general was seen 
arguing with the President and former Vice Pres. about having been 
recruited under false pretenses, and being exploited to facilitate a 
hostile takeover. Witnesses say he cited Schlatt’s democratic 
election in contrast to President Underscore’s immediate self- 


appointment, and that he had been lied to about the nature of 
Pogtopia’s rebellion. 


His following retaliation and subsequent fleeing of the scene, while 
violent, led to no loss of life that was not instead traceable to the 
detonation. Additionally, despite the Underscore administration’s 
insistence that "The Blade" represents an active threat to national 
security, he has not been seen since. 


What did General Blade see in the last days of Pogtopia that drove 
him to his “betrayal?” In light of recent actions, the citizens of New 
L'manburg have the right to know. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years my beloved 


8. And The Legacies Loom Like Long Shadows 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Creeping on, and on and on. 


“So.” Tubbo frowns tiredly at Tommy. “Wanna talk about the funny 
little note you left for Fundy in your last probation report? A half 
baked furry.” Tubbo crosses his leg. “You shout slurs at people when 
you're upset now?” 


Tommy slumps in his seat. “He fuckin’ deserved it.” 


“You wanna repeat that to Phil?” Tubbo challenges. “I bet your lunch 
buddy would love to find out you talk about his family like that.” 


“You leave Phil out of this,” Tommy hisses. “He’s a good man! You 
leave him out of your political bullshit.” 


“Pll do what | want, bitch. And your president is a half-baked furry, 
too, you know,” Tubbo points out. “I’d appreciate it if you steered 
away from that kind of language.” 


“My president?” Tommy asks. “What happened to being my friend, 
dickhead?” 


Tubbo scoffs. “Gods, you’re such a child.” 


“| AM A CHILD!” Tommy suddenly shouts. “AND SO ARE YOU! Or 
did you forget that, too?” He lets out a sad noise. “Saint’s fuckin’ 
sakes, man, we're ten. We shouldn't be doing this government crap.” 


“Speak for yourself. I’m eleven. You’re not far from my age, yourself. 
And it doesn’t even matter anyways. We said we're adults. We need 
to be adults.” Tubbo pinches his brow, an ear flicking with irritation. 
“You can’t expect me to put you above our entire fucking country-” 


“| would have,” Tommy disdainfully interrupts. “| would have for you.” 


“Yeah,” Tubbo concedes, “I think you would. Because you're fucking 
selfish like that.” He stands up. “The next meeting with the Prophet is 
tomorrow. | want you to behave.” 


“You can't let them exile me. Everything we’ve been through, man,” 
Tommy says. “The disc war- every time I’ve put the discs aside-” 


They both know he’s not talking about music discs. He’s talking 
about himself. Himself and all the things Wilbur gave him. 


All the things Tommy’s lost. 


“For one time-” Tommy stops himself. “After Wilbur has gone- after 
the villain, fuckin’ Schlatt, the dictator who has exiled us before has 
gone- Tubbo, you can’t turn into what you hate. You can’t be the next 
Schlatt.” 


Tubbo goes quiet. 


“If you exile me,” Tommy asserts, “you’re following in that man’s 
footsteps.” 


“Okay,” Tubbo decides. “As long as | can’t be the next Schlatt, you 
can’t be the next Wilbur.” 
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“-an’ now-” Tubbo stuffs the last of a sandwich in his mouth. “-now 
he’s been bitching in his probation reports! Calls Fundy a furry. A 
furry! It’s so immature.” 


Philza hums. “Probation. Is that why he hasn’t stopped by my house 
lately?” 


“No, that’s a separate thing.” Tubbo snorts disdainfully. “I knew if | 
didn’t do anything, Tommy was gonna get weird about you now that 
he’s off work. He’s so clingy! You’d think he was your toddler 
firstborn child.” 


“| mean...” Philza trails off, looking to the side. “...| thought he was 
okay when we would hang out.” 


“That’s ‘cus you're all depressed and shit,” Tubbo dismisses. “You 
need to get some standards, mate. Don't let people treat you like a 
stress doll.” 


“Didn’t feel that weirdchamp,” Philza still defends. “I figured he just 
didn’t have that many friends.” 


“Just trust me on this one,” Tubbo insists. “If Tommy wants to be 
weird, he can be weird at Chekhov, alright?” 


Philza snorts. 


“How’ve you been doing with Chekhov, anyways?” Tubbo asks. 
“With the name change an’ everything. ‘S probably a lot, innit?” 


“l’m dead chuffed t’ have names other than corpse-of-my-child to call 
the guy, frankly,” Philza deadpans. “Lovely change o’ pace not to 


have a small heart attack every time | need to talk about him.” 


“| bet.” Tubbo walks by a stand selling little wooden toys and puts a 
small, wheeled boat into his inventory, giving a little wave to the 
carver as he keeps walking. 


Philza’s crows tilt their heads at him as Philza blinks. “You're stealing 
again.” 


Well, jeez. He doesn't have to sound so disappointed. “It’s not 
Stealing,” Tubbo insists. “Borrowing without intent to give back, is 
how I’d prefer to phrase it, myself.” 


“Is this how the president operates in Lmanburg?” Philza neutrally 
asks. “/t’s mine now! It’s on my property!” 


“Well, I-” Tubbo sputters. “Listen, I’ve just been really stressed lately- 
if people let me have their stuff, it’s fine, right? It’s like taxes.” 


Philza hums, long and slow, and it makes Tubbo feel nervous in a 
way none of Schlatt’s shouting or Wilbur’s whispers ever did. 


“The power’s gotten to me,” Tubbo self-deprecatingly jokes. “I really 
didn't last long.” 


“Yeah, no kidding.” Philza frowns. “You’re not really doing much of a 
good job convincing me government's pog. We're just stealing, 
dude.” 


“Are you not a fan of government?” Tubbo wonders. Sure, Philza 
and Benihime were a whole hermit and a half, but Tubbo doesn’t 
recall them being flat out anarchists. 


“When it helps the people? Pog.” Philza leans down, and Tubbo is 
suddenly reminded of all the ways he will always be smaller than the 
older man. “When it fails to help the people- which it has done 
multiple times on this server- not pog.” 


Tubbo lets out a bleating, reflexive laugh. “Can we talk about 
something else? You're the one person who doesn’t hound me about 
presidential crap. I’d like to keep that going for a bit, if that’s alright.” 


Philza stares through him for a little while. “Yeah,” he finally says. 
“That's alright. Wanna hear about the froggy bread | saw the other 
day?” 


“What the fuck is a froggy bread-” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years my beloved 


9. Wasting Your Time, You're Wasting Mine 
Summary for the Chapter: 


| hate to see you leaving 
a fate worse than dying. 


The son of an Angel wakes up on an empty train platform for the 
460th time. 


He opens his wine-red eyes and looks out at the overgrown stone 
lining the ceiling. Aged trunks fill up all the exits, crawling with vines, 
and the pollen of haphazard wildflowers drifts carelessly through the 
air. He gets up from his blanket-lined bench, walks to the wall, and 
leaves another burning, bloody talon scratch. 


He limps over to the platform and laboriously lowers himself off the 
edge, onto the empty train tracks. Off to the other side of the station, 
a broken train car sits listlessly at its post, unused. Wilbur opens the 
rusted, creaking car door and steps inside, ignoring the countless 
splotches of faded blue blood burned onto the windows. 


He looks at himself in the mirror. Yep. His glasses are still broken. 


He looks down at himself and pokes experimentally at the flowers 
growing out of his ribs. Maybe he’ll pluck some of them out just to 


feel something. That might be nice. 


“Don't do that, eyas,” he softly whispers to his reflection. “You'll hurt 
yourself.” 


He blinks. He storms out the train car, unsteadily stomping over to 
the beautiful stained-glass images of an Angel and Lady, stood side 
by side. 


“Shut the FUCK UP Phil!” he shouts at the lifeless images. “You're 
not my fucking dad! I'll do what | want. Ya right cunt.” 


The glass Angel says nothing. Wilbur’s face crumples. 


“I’m sorry,” he says into the empty air. “| shouldn’t have shouted.” He 
hugs at his own arms, blackened hands rubbing at his shoulders. 
“It’s alright, eyas, it’s alright. We’re alright.” 


He pauses. 


“Oh my gods, | am insane,” Wilbur whispers. 


He sighs, looking up resignedly into the Angel’s glass eyes. 


“It’s only been about sixteen months,” he says to himself. “I think.” 


(The dead weight of his elytra at his back gives no comment. It never 
does.) 


Wilbur takes a deep breath. 


Then another. 


He falls down to his knees, back knocking painfully into the rough 
walls by the stained glass. 


A broken flock call crackles like rust on his throat, too hoarse from 
screaming to be anything stronger than an unhinged creaking chirp. 


“| want my dad,” he keens as he curls in on himself. “/ want my dad.” 


His next breath feels like a sob, and he lets it happen. 


(No one will ever hear him anyways.) 


Something rustles on his left. 


He looks down at the fountain in front of him. 


... fhere’s a monkey shaped lamp sitting on the rim of the fountain. 
Wilbur looks up just in time to see a long tail and curling red horns 
scrabble away. 


“You.” Wilbur stands up unsteadily. “You...” His face twists with rage. 
You FUCKER! 


Wilbur’s wings rattle painfully under his shell as he darts forward 
after the figure, tackling them to the ground. The talons of Wilbur’s 
feet curl into a faded sweater, and the shade of Jebidiah Schlatt 
raises his hands defensively. 


“Jesus fucking Christ, Day Hooker!” Schlatt pushes a bandana up his 
stark grey hair with blackened fingers, milky dead eyes wide with 
shock. “Do you have to fuck me this sideways every time?” 


“Get the fuck out,” Wilbur hisses. 


Schlatt’s hands drop limply to the floor. “Jeez. Fine. I'll leave.” He 
shoves Wilbur’s foot off his chest and leaps up to his feet with a loud 
grunt, demon shadowed limbs moving with a practiced ease he 
never had in life. “I even brought jerky this time. Ornery bitch.” 


Wilbur’s anger crumbles like sand. “Wait, wait, don’t-" a talon hooks 
on the wool of Schlatt’s clothes, a broken loneliness escaping his 
desperate mouth. “Don’t leave me here, please, | can't-” 


“Oh, now you wanna be touchy.” Schlatt breathes loudly through his 
mouth as he backs away. “Are you gonna try and flay my insides 
again? We both know what happened the /ast time you tried that. 
You can’t make me die twice, dipshit.” 


“| didn’t-” Wilbur lets out a shuddering gasp. “It's been six weeks.” 


Schlatt’s irritated frown shifts to a patent concern. “Shit, really? 
Fuck.” He rubs at his mouth. “The time dilation must be getting 
worse. | was gone for, like, a few days on my end!” 


“| thought you just fucking left me,” Wilbur warbles uncertainly. “I 
wouldn't blame you.” 


Schlatt loudly rolls his eyes. “Whatever. Just gimme a warning before 
you get handsy again.” 


Wilbur fiddles uneasily with his hands. “Can- can | have some food?” 


“Can you gimme a house tour?” Schlatt looks at the abandoned train 
car. “You've always kicked me out before | can go over there.” 


Wilbur chirps quietly, eyes flicking to the paper bag in the ramlin’s 
hands. 


Schlatt shoves the bag into Wilbur’s flowery chest. “I’m not gonna let 
you Starve, bird boy. Ghost hunger’s a bitch. Just don’t eat it all. Now 
let me in. | do shit for you, you do shit for me.” 


Wilbur nods before tearing into the meat with his beak. Gods, when 
was the last time he had food? Not just the taste, the feeling of 
chewing and eating and being full. The sensation makes his hands 
shake as he walks toward the train car and opens it up. 


Schlatt lays a critical eye on the place, sipping loudly at a paper cup. 
“Damn, bitch, you live like this?” 


“Forg-g-g-g-give me if I’m not exactly ready for my m-m-many guests 
down here,” Wilbur dares to snark. “I don’t get out much.” 


Schlatt hums. “You’re still stuck in this station? Whack.” 


“There aren’t any exits, Schlatt,” Wilbur wearily points out. “You’re 
the glitched out shade who can just walk out whenever you feel like.” 
He falls back against the train seats. “Seen any other souls out 
there?” 


“Nope.” Schlatt takes back his paper bag, trading Wilbur for the cup. 
Wilbur can barely tell what the fuck is in it, but at least it’s something 
to feel. “Every time | pop too far down the halls, it just yeets me up 
topside. It's winter up there now, by the way.” He shivers. “I can 
barely hold on for a few clicks before the rain washes me back down 
here. We're lucky | can even get anything back here at all, | want you 
to know that.” His eye gaze wanders to the stained glass outside. 
“Dad still a no show?” 


“| think something happened to him,” Wilbur says. “Or he can’t get to 
us- maybe both. Whenever | fall asleep, | hear him... just crying. 
Shouting my name?” He leans back. “I don’t Know, man. If we ever 
get out of this place properly, we gotta do it ourselves.” 


“Speakin’ of doing shit ourselves.” Schlatt’s smile flattens. “Don't 
think | didn’t notice you pulling your god voice bullshit earlier. That 
shit doesn’t work on me anymore, you know that.” 


Wilbur looks nervously to the side. “I’m sorry, just- reflex, y’know?” 


“It’s a shit reflex,” Schlatt bluntly says. “You don’t get to do that to me 
anymore, capiche? Quid pro quo. If we start hangin’ over each 


other’s heads we're gonna go fucking crazy down here, you know it.” 


Wilbur rolls his eyes. “Whatever.” 


They sit in silence for a while. 


“Somebody’s running around in my body, by the way,” Wilbur 
suddenly says. “In case you ever run into it.” 


Schlatt raises his eyebrows. “Really?” 


“My elytra’s gone and collected his inheritance,” Wilbur snarks. 
“Calls himself Chekhov now. | get these, like... glimpses of him when 
| close my eyes. Probably the only reason | didn’t fucking snap 
before you started showing up. He hangs around my dad 
sometimes.” 


A pause. 


“Tell me about your dad, and | get to tell you about Quackity,” Schlatt 
offers. 


“You first,” Wilbur deflects. 


“He was the best thing that ever happened to me,” Schlatt morosely 
confesses. “The- the best thing. And | ruined him, ‘cus I...” He sighs. 
“...1 Knew it was all gonna go to shit. I'd rather he hated me and lived 
than loved me and died with me. ‘Cus he would have, if | let him.” He 
takes back his cup from Wilbur’s hands and takes another large sip. 
“Fuck. You try so hard to hold onto people, and it all falls apart 
anyway. You know what that’s like?” 


“Yeah,” Wilbur slowly says. “I do.” 


“Your turn to share with the class, Day Hooker,” Schlatt reminds him. 
“What's your daddy issues?” 


“| made him kill me,” Wilbur quietly says. 


“Weird flex, but okay.” 


“It's not that. Not directly?” Wilbur slumps down his chair so far, he 
flops onto the floor, feet knocking into Schlatt’s knees. “There was- a 
while back- like I’m talking a few centuries back- there was this guy 
who was kind of in love with my dad. But in a kind of fucked up pet 
way? He, uh... trained Phil. To be better for him. And | knew that 
stuff was still stuck in Phil’s head ever since | was a kid. And when | 
wanted to die, I...” Wilbur takes a breath. “...| used that. I... said 
things that | knew would make him do what | wanted. And after that, | 
said he was good. Like he was an old dog that did a nice trick.” 


“Good gods. That’s fucked up.” 


“l was fucked up, man. | just-” Wilbur runs a hand through his hair. “-I 
can't stop thinking about it. Fuck.” He laughs grimly. “They really are 
better off without us, huh?” 


“Cheers, dude. I'll drink to that.” Schlatt finishes the last of his paper 
cup. “Now that we're homies-” 


“We're not homies,” Wilbur interrupts. “You made me homeless, you 
sick fuck.” 


“Hey, hey, hey!” Schlatt shakes his cup at him. “It is not my fault that 
you never got any fucking help from the many people you could have 
gone to. Anyways, now that we’re homies, you wanna write up our 
shopping list?” 


“Shopping list.” 


“For the next time | can glitch out of here,” Schlatt says. “Never know 
how long | can last topside, so we gotta have a goals list.” 


Next time. 


“Pogtopia had a lot of stuff,” Wilbur slowly decides. “Like food and 
playing cards and people’s shit they couldn’t take with them when 
they evacuated. It'll be a place you can hide out from the winter 
weather, at least.” 


“| don’t know where that is, dumbass,” Schlatt snarks. “You kept that 
shit hidden even from my eyes, remember?” 


“Help me find some fucking paper in that toll crow kiosk and I'll show 


you. 


10. Free. 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(Free, at last.) 


The crux of it all is control. 


But Lagos always been in control, hasn't he? The Dreamweaver is 
master of his domain, and so he will always be. 


The Dreamweaver is master of his domain, but the thing acting as 
the Dreamweaver’s prophet has fallen short as of late. 


Is he acting? Lagos isn’t sure anymore. Acting, acting, acting. He 
acts as though he’s control, as though he is the Dreamweaver, 
because that’s what he’s supposed to do, supposed to be. He’s 
supposed to have things under control. 


(It’s what the Dreamweaver would do, after all, and he js still the 
Dreamweaver, is he not?) 


That’s why he’s taking care of this unfortunate international incident, 
because stepping in when the mortals cannot handle it is what the 


Dreamweaver would do. Especially since this incident in particular all 
comes down to Tommy Innit. 


Tommy, Tommy, Tommy. Little Tommy Atkins. What a strange little 
boy. (Oh, he looks like a man now, but this one grew up far too 
quickly to be anything but a child, and mortals are like children where 
gods are concerned, besides.) Lagos remembers a long, long time 
ago- when he had been a god, self-sure and whole, in a foggy, 
increasingly elusive Before- he had been fond of this strange little 
boy. 


Out of all the Dreamweaver’s attachments, this one is, perhaps, the 
most incomprehensible. This gangly, cleft chinned delinquent with a 
hero's. spirit, always shouting and screaming and_ breaking 
everything he touches- how had the Dreamweaver, always so tired 
of mortal conflicts, ever been fond of this walking disaster waiting to 
happen? At least his other ones made sense. 


George and Sapnap were abrasive, but at least they were amicable 
and loyal. Loyal when necessary, obedient when required. Both of 
them conveniently placed in positions of power that were easily 
adjusted when Lagos saw fit to remove Lord Eret from his throne. 


...de’d put George on the throne because he knew George had 
wanted it. He’d seen George’s jealous eyes on Eret’s throne and 
remembered angry confessions that the crown on Eret’s head was 
meant for the House of Lore first. So, when Eret was no longer 
needed, Lagos had put George in his place, hoping that this 
acknowledgement would be enough for George to leave Lagos to his 
own devices. 


(But Lagos finds himself stepping in one time too many, and the 
people cannot be satisfied with a puppet king. But that’s not quite 
right either, is it? No, George is a little puppeteer himself, making 
movements that Lagos cannot understand because George tells him 
nothing. ) 


He made good use of Sapnap’s guards, but reconnecting with this 
old friend seems to have made Sapnap entitled to concerned 
questions Lagos does not want to answer. (Does not know how to 
answer.) 


Punz was- and is- useful for their sheer human tenacity, and they 
were far too professional to be swayed by personal feelings or finicky 
morals, so long as they were paid a fair price. Lagos can understand 
that. Lagos can appreciate that where others do not. (Predictable to 
a fault, but predictable is better.) 


Technoblade, too, was predictable. Predictable and inevitable, his 
unstoppable movements pathed like a force of nature. He’s 
disappeared to that little arctic piece of land the Dreamweaver set 
aside for him, but Lagos knows his heart is still angry enough to be 
pushed to action if needed. 


(Best not to go into his debt, though. The Dreamweaver and the 
Covenant had given to each other freely as equals, but Lagos is not 
so keen to offer something he may not be able to pay.) 


And of course, with any favor Technoblade might grace in his 
direction, the Angel of Death is bound to follow. Follow, but not favor. 
Philza’s irrational fondness for the piglin god does not extend to his 
allies, and certainly not the Dreamweaver. The Dreamweaver had 
always kept a morbidly fascinated distance from that particular man, 
and the last time he’d gotten too close for comfort, his neck had 
been snapped for his troubles. 


(Lagos doesn’t know or care what the fuck the Dreamweaver was 
thinking when he’d been stupid enough to let that happen, but he 
knows to never get close enough to the Angel’s talons again. He’d 
left a few gifts for Philza in passing, while he’d been in New 
L’'manburg, and a thousand thousand crows watched in eager 
silence.) 


Lagos could understand the things the Dreamweaver chose to care 
for. The Dreamweaver’s attachments made trackable sense. 


Tommy did not. Tommy was utterly uncontrollable. 


And now here he is, in this little meeting room with the New 
L’manburg cabinet, trying to solve the problem of Tommy Innit. 


Lagos had, of course, already told Tubbo that he wanted Tommy 
exiled. He’d given Tubbo and that little country a good number of 
days to deliberate on it. But President Underscore wants to bargain. 
Unfortunate- Lagos put so much effort into casting those obsidian 
walls. Walls that have doubled in size since the last time they spoke, 


and can be heightened at any time with the eight entire stacks of 
obsidian blocks waiting in his inventory right now. 


But if the President wants to play, that’s fine. That’s fine. He can talk 
all he likes, but Lagos can see it in his eyes, he’s considering exile. 
He won't choose Tommy over his country. 


(The real question is if Tommy realizes it.) 


“| think- | think what the President here is trying to say is that we're 
willing to compromise.” 


Ah. Quackity wants to talk, too. He’s certainly an_ interesting 
character- a constant shadow of the former president Schlatt, and 
now shadowing the new president Underscore in much the same 
way. (Though much more upfront than when Lagos saw him last.) 


“Tommy has been on his good behavior, and he’s done reports, and 
he’s bettered a lot. Um, we’re all willing to compromise,” Quackity 
diplomatically says. “We can-” he looks back to Tubbo briefly. “-we 
can maybe keep the walls, perhaps? And just-” 


“Yes,” Tubbo uncertainly concedes. “Certainly not forever, but-” 


“Not forever, not forever. And Tommy Innit, at the end of his 
probation, will end up- will end up being a good man! So, | think, 
maybe let’s leave it at that.” 


(He’s practically talking over his president. Isn’t that interesting?) 


But Tubbo still has his proposals to say. Tommy stays on probation, 
and so long as that probation lasts, the walls will stay. Not grow, just 
stay as Is. 


...Unless Tommy does something wrong, of course. In that case, the 
walls will double, and his probation will extend until he turns 13. 


Tommy, in a charmingly characteristic display of never letting things 
go, had some objections to this. Insisted that Lagos was taunting him 
by what, smiling in his general direction? That's just Lagos' face! 
Does Tommy expect him to glare daggers across the room during a 
diplomatic discussion? 


(If a smile is all it takes to set Tommy off, Tommy’s practically asking 
to explode.) 


“| quite like your idea, actually,” Lagos says to Tubbo, ignoring 
Tommy’s protests. “Tommy stays on a test probation for three weeks. 
And if he does anything bad during that time, it extends, and also the 
walls will get taller.” He shrugs. “If he behaves perfectly well, remains 
a- a very well-behaved citizen, then the walls come down.” 


“Okay!” Tubbo nods, obvious relief in his eyes. “That’s a really good 
arrangement. That’s actually the best case scenario.” 


They went over what would actually count as bad behavior- a good 
catch on Tubbo’s part, forcing it to be more strictly defined, Lagos 
will give him that. And Tommy made a whole show of protesting, like 
always, but Lagos can’t be bothered to give a damn at the moment. 


The compromise is made. It will be written and signed. It will be dealt 
with, and it will be over, and that will be that, thank gods. 


On this day, we have agreed that Tommy will remain on probation for 
3 weeks, and during that time, the walls that are at L’manburg will 
remain, also. However, if Tommy so much as walks out of line, the 
probation will be extended until Tommy is 18, and the walls will 
double in size. 


They’re fine terms. Reasonable terms. Lagos is more than willing to 
sign onto them. 


And then Tommy had to go open his mouth and remind everyone 
exactly why they got into this mess in the first place. 


“What the fuck? That was easy!” 


“Yeah,” Tubbo quietly says, grabbing Tommy’s arm, “now let’s leave, 
Tommy-” 


“Now we get to take down the wall!” Tommy asserts. 


“No, we don’t get to take down the wall, ‘cus you’re on probation, 
Tommy!” Tubbo points out. 


“But you get to take down the wall,” Tommy insists. 


“No, nobody does,” Quackity says. 


“The walls stay up, Tommy,” Lagos explains. “As long as you're well 
behaved, then maybe we can take down the wall in three weeks. But 
until then, the wall stays up. And if you do anything, the wall gets 


bigger! And larger.” 


“That’s- that’s the same thing,” Fundy hesitantly points out, finally 
breaking his nervous silence. “That's all the same thing.” 


“No!” Tommy pushes at Lagos' chest. “We fucking cucked you!” 


Tubbo pulls Tommy back. “Tommy, this is the holy land!” 


“Tommy,” Lagos sternly says, “we agreed. You agreed. You signed it, 
Tommy.” 


“You literally agreed to this,” Tubbo wearily points out. “You know 
what it entails. You read the document.” 


Tommy laughs lowly. “He signed it. And you signed it.” 


“You signed it, too!” Fundy shouts. 


“Does anyone have an ender chest?” Tommy suddenly asks. 


Tommy’s going somewhere with this. He’s impulsive, but he’s not 
Stupid. Lagos takes his enderpack out of his inventory, opening its 
hatch for Tommy to access it, pointedly looking away as Tommy 
stuffs his hands inside to root through his personal endspace. 


“Even on six clicks of sleep, | am a mastermind among men,” Tommy 
insists. “I am like the modern day Magnus Carlsen- who else is 
clever?” 


“Sir Isaac Newton?” Tubbo wearily offers. 


“I’m like Newton, bitch!” Tommy declares. 


“Tommy, you gotta stay calm-” 


Tommy looms over Tubbo with a bright smile. “No, Tubbo, you idiot! 
Everyone says I’m being embarrassing, but watch this.” He turns 
back to Lagos. “Hunter, how many of my discs do you have?” 


“|... have zero,” Lagos decides to say. 


“And you know the whole thing | want from this- our little beef, our 
drama, our squabbles if you will- all surround those discs.” 


“Skeppy has one and Tubbo has one,” Lagos recalls. 


He remembers those discs quite well, strangely enough. Tommy’s 
greatest attachment. They meant everything to him- his childhood, 
his freedom, everything he shared with his friends. 


They meant everything Wilbur Soot ever gave him, now that Wilbur’s 
no longer around to answer for it. 


“Hunter, you-” Tommy laughs shakily. “-you idiot.” He starts pulling at 
the negotiation table- the eight person table with a blackstone base- 
and it moves back with him on the strength of his grip. “We don't 
need this table. Take it down. I’m not crazy.” 


Tubbo frowns, stepping back at the sudden display of strength. (Or 
maybe just the pistol held in Tommy’s free hand.) “Tommy-” 


“Tubbo, look at me,” Tommy gravely says. “Il need you to listen to 
me.” He pulls harsher on the table, backing it up into the wall. “Why 
does everyone think I’m crazy just ‘cus I’ve had six clicks of sleep? 
Hunter, you-” With the table gone, Tommy stands in the center of the 
room. “You idiot.” 


Tommy points his fingers harshly at his own head as he paces. 


“All this time, you go around with your duping glitches, and your 
obsidian -” 


Lagos snorts, looking aside. Of course, Tommy would attribute 
divinity to dark magic. He wouldn't even know divinity if it stared him 
in the fucking face- his time with Wilbur was proof enough of that. 


“-thinking you're the shit.” Tommy’s eyes dart around the room. “This 
isn’t some insanity arc, everyone. This isn’t some Tommy’s gone 


insane, |’m not following in Wilbur’s path, I’m not any of this! I’m not 
getting exiled. Tubbo’s my friend. You have nothing of mine. But, 
Hunter.” Tommy steps forward. “A long time ago, / got something of 
yours.” 


The sharp frown of his dark eyebrows, cutting down into his electric 
eyes, it means something, and Lagos isn't sure if he likes it. Tommy 
steps forward, and Lagos steps back. 


“Hunter,” Tommy asks, danger in his voice, “are you familiar with 
your old pet horse?” 


Lagos freezes. Lagos' horse- the Dreamweaver’s horse. His steady 
companion for four thousand years, it had been so old and filled with 
magic that it was practically half a god itself. 


(He’d cried for weeks when it died.) 


“Do you remember?” Tommy casually continues. “What was its 
name, Hunter?” 


“Spirit,” Lagos mutedly says. He feels glacier-cold, like heavy frost 
creeping up his spine. 


“Months ago!” Tommy shouts. “l went to the black market, and | 
found something- an item that means so very much to you.” 


And pulled out of Tommy’s endspace- using Lagos' own enderpack - 
he unveils pale, white furred leather, wrapped lovingly around the 
skull of a horse still singing with the Dreamweaver’s magic. 


“ve been holding onto this for so long,” Tommy reveals. “And 
everyone thinks you've got this high-ground, you're this madman, but 
you don't have anything!” He punches harshly at Lagos' shoulder, 
jostling his armor. “You're just some green bitch in a black suit and 
some netherite armor. You don’t have anything on us now.” 


Spirit's empty eye sockets gaze back at Lagos' frozen stare. 


“You’re our bitch now.” 


Lagos hears a rippling noise, and he looks outside. 


Outside to the half open doors, to the windows, where a crowd has 
formed and watches in wide-eyed, judgemental shock, their shining 
staring eyes settling around this shameful display like an ever- 
heightening snow blanket. 


Watching the Dreamweaver’s Prophet called a bitch, collared and 
heeled like a dog groveling for its master. The shadow of a god 
tugged by a sentimental leash of leather and bone. 


The mountain of ice that fills his body shifts, just slightly. Lagos feels 
his hands start to shake as the New L'manburg cabinet shouts 
around him. Shouting at Tommy’s audacity, at the sacrilege of the 
act, right in the middle of the holy land, no less. Yes, the sacrilege, 
because everyone knows this horse. Everyone knows Spirit, they've 
known the Dreamweaver’s sacred horse for longer than they knew 
the Prophet. 


Everyone knows this horse. 


Everyone knows how much he /oved that horse. 


And they’re using it. Burning him on it like the cold of a frozen lake 
until he caves for their demands like the bitch they make him out to 
be. 


The shake in Lagos' hands starts to feel a little more like anger, now, 
frozen fury. 


“Why is no one else freaking out about this?” Tommy confusedly 
asks, as if he expects praise from his cabinet members. 


“We're speechless, man!” Fundy shouts. “You're literally being 
selfish!” 


“How?” 


“It is quite irresponsible,” Quackity adds. “I mean, you still made him 
your bitch, but it’s still pretty irresponsible.” 


You still made him your bitch. 


Lagos lets out a heaving breath. How- how the fuck- 


“Tell him, Tommy,” he hears Quackity say. “Tell him what he has to 
do next.” 


And Tommy stares at him, somehow distant and all too close 
simultaneously, icy stare burning into the heart of Lagos like the 
empty, pleading gaze of Spirit’s skull. 


“You're gonna take down those walls.” 


Lagos stays silent as they march him outside through the waiting 
crowd. 


“Holy fuck.” 
“They actually got him-” 
“-he’s actually gonna do it-” 
“Fuckin’ ‘ell, they really did make a bitch out of him.” 
“| don't like this, this isn’t gonna-” 


“TEAR DOWN THE WALLS, OLD MAN! TEAR ‘EM DOWN!” 


The shouting, the jeering, it all feels so... distant. Weightless and 
cold, sinking under the skin like the deadly softness of powder snow. 


He hears Tommy crowing over his victory. Oh so meticulously 
explaining how he’d been holding the leathers for months, never 
returning it, all so he could have used it for a moment like this. 


The sun starts to rise as they approach the walls. 


“Take it down,” Tommy orders. “We'll take it down. What are you 
gonna do? /7l/ burn Spirit.” 


“Don't even help him,” Fundy sneers. “Just point and laugh.” 


Lagos lets out a low, animal growl as he steps forward, pickaxe in 
hand. 


How dare they. 


How dare they use such a thing. 


How dare they think they could chain him to anything in his own 
domain. 


(And how dare the Prophet, that he could have ever been chained at 
all.) 


All this sentiment. This grieving insanity, attaching to everything it 
can find, stamped on these... 


...lifeless things. 


Lagos drops his tools back into his inventory and turns back to his 
attempted masters. 


“Okay, listen, you fucked up this time,” Lagos lowly says to Tommy. 


Tommy straightens nervously. (Good.) “Hey, hey, don’t swear-” 


“I! don’t give a fuck about Spirit,” Lagos decides. “Okay?” 


Spirit is dead. Dies, died, will die. Spirit is a dead, lifeless thing, a 
squirming useless piece of animal skin, signifying nothing. Spirit 
means nothing except as a niggling, burning attachment tied around 
Lagos' neck like a fucking leash, and he will never let anything be 
used as his leash ever again. 


“I don't give a fuck about anything, actually! Lagos continues. “I care 
about your discs.” 


Tommy steps back. Lagos steps forward. 


“| care more about your discs more than you do,” Lagos threatens. 
“That's the only thing | care about on this server, actually! | don’t care 
about Spirit- Spirit was my horse. Died ages ago. | care about your 
discs. ‘Cus that’s what gives me power- over you, and your friends, 
and everybody that you care about- because you care more about 
your disc than anyone else here.” 


Oh, Lagos can see the exact moment Tubbo’s poor little presidential 
heart breaks. 


(Let it break. Let them all break. Let all their little friendships burn to 
the fucking ground until they finally learn to fucking behave.) 


“So, if you are not exiled from L’manburg,” Lagos continues, voice 
carrying to the shocked crowd, “lI will raise these walls until they 
reach the block limit. | will Keep everybody inside, | will hire guards to 
patrol a// the entire wall, keeping them inside. No trade, no one 
leaves, no armor or they all get slaughtered inside! DON’T TRY AND 
THREATEN ME!” 


Lagos takes a deep breath, and another. 


“| don't care,” Lagos decides, as if it might come true the more he 
says it. “I have lost all care for anything on this server.” 


“Really?” Tommy skeptically asks. “So if | burn Spirit right now-” 


“BURN SPIRIT!” Lagos shouts. “RIGHT IN FRONT OF ME! RIGHT 
NOW!” 


“This is the only thing you’ve had attachment to the entire server,” 
Tommy points out, “so how do | know you're not-” 


“| have attachment to your discs.” 


Tommy sputters. “Why would you- why would you care about- they’re 
mine-" 


“No, Tommy, they’re my discs.” Mine, just like how you took Spirit. 
“Pl get them, I'll put them in my endspace, and | will keep them for 
the rest of the server.” 


Lagos turns to the president of New L’manburg. 


“Tubbo.” Lagos stalks toward Tubbo, and Tubbo flinches. Not so 
powerful now, are we? “You have three days. If you do not exile him 
in three days, I'll do what | said.” 


“What does that entail?” Tommy fearfully asks. “What does that 
mean?” 


Lagos stares at President Tubbo Underscore and clenches down on 
the fire and water charms in his palms. 


And the walls cast higher. 
And higher. 


And higher. 


“L’manburg can be independent,” Lagos mockingly concedes as his 
walls blacken the sky. “But L’manburg can’t be free.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


sorry to say that today's dialogue is like 95% transcripted. yes it 
WAS that fucked up 


11. Are You Happy? Are You Satisfied? 


Summary for the Chapter: 
(Do you still think think will be alright?) 


Getting into New L'manburg isn't that difficult, provided one had the 
patience to bother sneaking around in that sort of way. No, no, not at 
all. The problem is getting out. Especially when leaving with more 
people than one entered with. Invisibility potions can only work so 
well when the guard patrols have cats at their side and twitchy 
trigger fingers to match. 


But it is doable. They're guards, not machines. 


They're not heartless. 


“SOMEBODY HELP!” Techno shouts, large body barrelling directly 
towards the gates. “MY FATHER IS DYING!” 


Not that any of the guards knows it’s Techno doing the shouting. 
Technoblade? No, that criminal mastermind is nowhere in sight! 
There is only Cyberknife, a very large muscled elytron man with curly 
blond hair and golden eyes, clutching his ailing father and looking 
the very picture of patent distress. 


“Please,” he begs as he cradles Philza like a holy object. “Please, 
my father, he needs a doctor.” 


“The FitnessGram Pacer Test is a multistage aerobic capacity test 
that progressively gets more difficult as it continues,” Philza murmurs 
into his chest in whispered Talon, accent just old enough to 
guarantee none of the guards will be able to parse his actual words. 
“The 20 block pacer test will begin in 30 ticks-” 


“Dear gods,” Chekhov dramatically despairs at his side, “he’s already 
gone delirious from the fever.” He wails inconsolably as he turns 
towards the guards. “You fiends! You heartless monsters, you’re 
killing him! Let us through!” 


“Think of his poor health,” Techno pleads, shoulders shaking with 
barely suppressed laughter as he suffers through Philza’s ‘feverish’ 
rambling. “Please, he hasn't been the same since the war. It’s been 
too much. | fear this fever could kill him.” 


Techno and Chekhov's professional display of mourning is now 
attracting a crowd of concerned (and confused) guards. One of 
which happens to be Lagos today, coincidentally. 


...Not that they planned that or anything. Technoblade and Philza 
would never inconvenience their dear godly acquaintance for their 
own personal amusement. Surely not. 


(Okay, but it was kind of funny. Just a little bit.) 


Lagos just stares at them in silence, mask tilting in scrutiny. The 
other guards stare at him, waiting for his verdict. 


In pitches only knowable to dogs and certain sharp-eared piglins, a 
faint wheezing noise, uncannily similar to a lobster being boiled alive, 
can be heard behind Lagos' mask. 


(Chekhov continues to wail and keen inconsolably in the 
background. ) 


Lagos manages to pass his brief spasm of laughter for a sigh. “Let 
them through. | will... personally escort this family to a doctor.” 


“Thank you, kind sir,” Chekhov sadly warbles as Lagos takes them 
past the gate. 


“How can we ever repay you?” Techno sarcastically asks, holding 
Philza closer in order to hide the man’s shaking laughter in his arms. 
“My father is all | have left ever since our entire family perished 
before our tender eyes. If he were to die, | would be tragically 
orphaned at 3 years old-” 


“We're past the guard rotation, you can cut the crap now,” Lagos 
deadpans. 


Philza bursts into bubbling quiet cackles. 


“The bit’s over, Phil,” Techno says. “Remove yourself from my dutiful 
son embrace.” 


“No.” 


Techno opens his arms, leaving Philza to speedily scrabble up his 
body and onto a more secure perch at his shoulders. A Chatters 
clacks at Techno’s head until he removes the unseen mask from his 
face, an elytron’s body falling off of him like sand until his own 
reasserts itself. 


“Ah.” Lagos looks Techno up and down. “I was wondering how you 
were getting around.” 


“| have to retrieve my stuff back from here somehow,” Techno points 
out. 


Lagos lets himself laugh loudly for a moment, leaning against a tree 
in helpless giggles before catching himself, schooling his posture 
into something more professional. “I’m not actually gonna tail you. 


Do whatever you want. Comm me when you're done so | can escort 
Phil back in.” 


Too bad. No extra moving man. Techno waves Lagos off as he walks 
back to the walls. 


“You gonna tag along, mate?” Philza offers to Chekhov. 


“| think | saw something in the woods,” Chekhov deflects. “I’m gonna 
go check it out. | remember where your house is, I'll meet up with 
you guys later.” 


“Alright.” 


Techno watches a greying elytron body disappear into the treeline. 


“Y’know,” Techno murmurs to Philza as soon as they’re alone, “Il was 
gonna say, man, New L’manburg, it looks so pretty-” 


Philza snorts. 


“-but | can’t see it at all." He looks back to the jagged, void-black 
walls covering the city-state. "It’s just obsidian.” 


“It's just a wall of obsidian, dude. It’s ridiculous.” Philza cranes his 
head up towards the distant top of the wall. “It’s taller than it was the 
last time Chatters looked at it. | heard Lagos' gonna send it to like- 
the sky limit?” 


“Why?” Techno flatly asks. “Why do people just hate good builds?” 
He points to a massive wanted poster with his own portrait on it. 
“And this? What is this?” 


The crows along Philza’s arms swivel towards the poster as Philza’s 
mouth flattens. “Yeah, about that... | promise | didn’t put those up.” 


“What are you two doing?” 


Techno feels Philza’s talons tense on his shoulder as he turns. And 
who else do they find but Tommy? Tommy, snuck out of the walls 
himself, body still faded with the obvious effects of an invisibility 
potion. 


“Tommy-" 


“| hate you, | hate you, | hate you,” Tommy loudly says, cutting off 
Techno’s words, “you're ugly.” 


Techno pinches his brow. “I’m tryin’ to-” 


“Aw, you can't say that anymore, bro,” Tommy dismisses. “You can't 
be all, / have the most experience in this situation, you have to bow 
to my orders.” 


“Tommy, I’ve never said that-” 


“Every time | went into your room in Pogtopia, you went /’m busy, 
Tommy Innit, my name’s Technoblade and I-” 


“| mean, | am busy right now-” 


“MY NAME’S TECHNOBLADE AND | LOVE LITTLE PENIS AND I’M 
ABOVE EVERYONE ELSE-” 


Techno grabs the smaller human into his arms and muffles his hand 
over Tommy’s mouth. 


“You’re speakin’ a lot of trash for someone that’s 99% getting exiled 
from this country tomorrow,” Techno quietly warns. 


“I’m not getting exiled-” 


“Because everyone hates you, Tommy.” Techno smiles grimly. 
“You're gonna get exiled and it’s gonna be so funny.” 


“No one hates me!” Tommy shouts. “If | don’t hate me, then who 
hates me, hmmmm -” 


Techno muffles Tommy with his hand again. “What an Exile Andy, am 
| right?” he says to Philza. 


Philza laughs. 


“| was going for such a sad vibe, Philza,” Techno reveals. “I was 
gonna stare at this poster like, dang. The world hates me. Maybe | 
should go into retirement.” 


“OF COURSE, WE HATE YOU, ‘CUS YOU BLEW UP THIS ENTIRE 
PLACE-” 


Techno roughly forces the human against his chest, cutting off the 
shouting with a small yelp. 


“You better not fucking kill me right now,” Tommy whispers. 


“If your hysterical screaming draws the border patrol, we're all 
getting killed,” Techno soberly points out. “If you don't start being 
quiet, I'll leave you to deal with that yourself. Can you afford that, 
Tommy?” 


Tommy’s stream of curses peters off into angry, puffing breaths. 


“| don’t like you,” Tommy whispers. “If | could kill you, | would.” His 
eyes flick up to Philza. “Why are you talking to him?” he asks the 
elytron. “He’s like an enemy of the state.” 


“Why are you talking to me?” Techno drily asks. 


“Because I’m trying to get you to /eave!” Tommy stresses. 


“| would leave faster if | wasn’t stuck in this conversation!” Techno 
growls. He opens his arms and shoos the man away. “Go find 
Chekhov. He knows the catacombs, he can sneak you back in 
without getting shot.” 


Tommy stares at the two of them for a baffled moment, as if he 
expected a fight. His eyes linger on Philza as he leaves. 


Techno and Philza stand in silence for a solid five tocks. 


Techno turns his head to his wanted poster. 


“God, | look good in that photo, though.” He leans nonchalantly 
against the board the poster hangs on. “You think anybody would be 
mad if | took a selfie?” 


He pauses. 


“I’m doin’ it,” Techno decides, nudging his friend off his shoulder and 
taking out his comm. “I’m gonna take a fun, low quality photo on my 
newfangled mechanical communication device. Technology is 
beautiful.” 


Philza cackles. 


-<>Y<>- 


The problem is as such- Techno needs to move Hubert (and an 
animated skeleton) from the Pogtopia vault to their new house in the 
arctic, which is about six clicks away. 


The skeleton is programmed with a gourd head, so it wont 
destabilize during the day like a normal night creature. It is, however, 
still rather buggy and prone to shooting any moving object it can 
detect, so Philza’s gonna have to hold onto the little idiot with his 
inescapable bird hands for most of the trip. Annoying, but doable. 
Techno spent way too long reprogramming that thing to abandon it. 


The real problem is Hubert. 


Because it turns out Hubert is deeply agoraphobic. 


Something neither him or Techno realized until they tried to get him 
out of the vault and Hubert had a full-scale panic attack when they 
got to the door. 


It makes a grim sort of sense. Rot was never kind to any part of the 
body, and that includes the brain. On top of that, Hubert having been 
more conscious as a zombie than normal cases was bound to have 
left some scars. The angry Pogtopia revolutionaries who had been 
breaking into the vault to raid the place out of revenge definitely 
didn't help, either. 


That last part is why Techno’s speeding up on moving things out and 
having Philza come along. The vault’s just not safe anymore, and he 
could use the extra help, especially with moving Hubert. Philza 
knows Khorsh, and his paradoxically calming vibe should keep 
anybody from sudden panic attacks on the agonizingly long trip 
ahead. 


Truth be told, though, at the end of the day, perhaps Techno just 
missed his friend. 


Hubert startles when The Charon falls out of Philza’s shulker box. 


“It’s alright, mate,” Philza assures. “There’s a cabin you can stay in if 
you want. We'll just be takin’ this across the water for the most part.” 
He blinks and turns to Techno. “Unless you want to go faster? We 
could get this thing flying.” 


“We're trying to not get spotted,” Techno points out. “Honestly, | 
would have just had Carl get us there, but Carl already did most of 
the moving and | don’t want anyone around here to start seein’ a 
pattern.” 


“Sailor boys it is, then.” 


(Techno does not comment on the very obvious wheeze of relief 
Hubert let out.) 


With Hubert left safely at Philza’s side, Techno dives back into the 
vault for the skeleton. (He has no name for it, currently. Due to its 
persistent stupidity, he has taken to calling it Fool.) Fool, as 
expected, immediately attempts to attack him, which he exploits to 
lead it out to the vault. 


Unfortunately, Chekhov is there, chatting with Philza from the shore. 
With a very put-out Tommy in tow. 


“Phil, | have to say, I’m very disappointed in you,” Tommy says. 


“What do you mean?” Philza asks. 


“Hangin’ out with Big T. AKA... what’s a nice word- dickhead.” 


“I’m very neutral in all this, Tommy,” Philza points out. “You have to 
remember this.” 


“But he blew up...” Tommy puffs up his cheeks and looks away, a 
loud wordless noise building in his mouth. 


“Tommy, you have to remember, Techno never lied.” 


“Technoblade never lies,” Techno deadpans as he hops up on the 
deck, captive skeleton in tow. 


“He was very clear about what he wanted to do,” Philza continues. 
“He was against government from the very start. And when you 
formed a government right in front of him, what did you think he was 
gonna do?” 


Tommy rolls his eyes. “And then he blew up the government.” 


“Tommy, let me ask you something.” Techno ties Fool secure and 
walks over to look at Tommy, hooves clacking dully on the purpur 
planks. Tommy steps back, but stands tall regardless. (Good.) “Since 
you made that government, has your life improved? Are you better 
off with this new government?” 


“Yes!” Tommy stubbornly says. 


Techno raises his eyebrows. “You're telling me it’s not coming 
between you and all of your friendships right now.” 


Tommy crosses his arms. “Well, yeah. But that’s because of Hunter.” 


Techno sighs wearily and looks aside. “Yeah, yeah. Just blame 
someone else.” He puts a hand on Philza’s shoulder. “Come on, Phil, 
let’s go.” 


12. Friendship Emerald(s) 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Preparing a nest you never expect to live in. 


“So,” Philza asks when he starts the boat down the river and towards 
the sea, “where are we going, by the way?” 


“To our- to my new home.” 


“Okay.” Philza lets his crows scan the horizon. “Is it by any chance 
south?” 


“It’s north,” Techno corrects. 


“Ah.” Philza looks down into the water. “Oh, we got dolphins 
following us.” 


The change from color to soul color is... it’s certainly an adjustment. 
But after living with his shattered eyes for a while, he can’t really say 
he’s been blinded. His living body has simply traded one form of 
sight for another. 


He doesn’t see light anymore. He sees life. 


The darkness of the sea is nothing, compared to what lies beneath it. 
The waving seagrasses, the climb of kelp. They break out in vibrant 
greens while the dance of dolphins chases white and grey and baby 
blues. Fish flit about, their tiny striped bodies moving in senseless 
blossoming swarms, and corals swell and pulse against the sand far 
below like jeweled trees. 


He looks at The Charon, and its perpetually overgrown surface 
glows dimly with the long-traced footsteps, walls haphazardly 
punctuated with the flowers he can never get around to chasing from 
his windows and cabin roof. He sees the ghost of its ender crystal 
engine leaving a gentle trail behind them, magic spilling out of the 
dragon figurehead of the ship in smoky waves out of its mouth. 


“There’s a lot of water along the way, so that should make things 
easier,” Techno offers. “Though we might need to cut through land a 
bit to get to the larger ocean.” 


” 


“Hmm. 


Philza can see Hubert’s soul hiding under the deck, pretending to 
check Techno’s one remaining cow. Apparently Techno had a nice 
farm going for Pogtopia before it all fell apart, and raiders came and 
ransacked the place afterwards, killing all the animals- leaving that 
wooly, sturdy cow as the sole survivor. 


(Philza can see the golden thread of a Covenant’s magic pulsing 
around the heart of this white piglin revenant. That will be a question 
for later.) 


“We're gonna need instant damage potions for Hubert,” Techno 
notes. “Potion inversion is still a thing for revenants.” 


“There’s a brewing stand in the cabin,” Philza offers. 


“Watch over Hubert for me?” Techno asks as he heads inside. 


“Sure.” 


It is not that Hubert needs to be watched. Anyone who's kept around 
Techno for this long knows how to mind themself. But clearly, it 
would make Techno feel better for Hubert to be just that much safer. 
Philza lets a number of crows scatter around the deck to ensure the 
boat keeps its path, and heads down below the deck. 


“Hi, mate,” Philza softly says to the white mane ducking into cow’s 
fur like it could disappear. 


“Hello, sir,” Hubert mumbles. 


“Enough of that,” Philza dismisses. “Makes me feel fuckin’ old.” 


“With how much white is in your hair, you surely are very old,” Hubert 
snarks. “Sir.” 


Philza’s mouth ticks upward. “You’ve got some life in you after all.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Even snow is different than Philza remembers. 


It is one thing to see a lifeless white blanket for kiloblocks on end, 
but it is another to feel it. This sea of endless, empty quiet that 
crinkles under his bare feet, muffling the roots of trees and 
unsprouted seeds buried below. 


The arctic is a living tomb. It is to think himself alone, and for it to be 
true, and yet- and yet, and yet. 


A rabbit in a burrow. A fox flitting through the trees. Berries 
stubbornly caught on thorny bushes. A tomb, yes, but not an empty 
one. It is to see life where there is none, a futile exercise in defiance. 


The frost makes itself known between his talons, and his feet do not 
sink a single pixel into it- the Angel of Death walks weightlessly in 
the land of the living, not grounded enough to this reality to leave so 
much as a footprint. 


(Perhaps he is a futile exercise in defiance, himself.) 


“Cheater,” Techno snarks as his own heavy body sinks knee deep 
into the snow. 


“You're just jealous I’m taller than you now,” Philza jokes. 


“Yeah, yeah. Can you see the house okay? | did kind of ward every 
square block on it.” 


Philza squints as his antlers click forward, and then blinks rapidly as 
he tries to process what the fuck he’s looking at, because wow, that’s 
what houses look like now? 


Apparently so. At least the very heavily magically warded ones. 


It takes a few solid ticks of just following Techno towards the light in 
a senseless, wide eyed fugue before Philza realizes that this tiny, 
white-walled cottage is the realest object he’s seen since he lost his 
eyes. The precise density of the magic here creates an almost 


painfully sharp image, a mournfully far cry from the hazy lifelessness 
of L'manburg's seaside houses. 


(And he’s going to have to leave by tomorrow.) 


“Yeah, it’s kinda ugly,” Techno deadpans. “I’ve been too busy moving 
stuff to decorate. I’ve got some old Pogtopia posters up in the 
basement with all the chests, though.” 


Philza’s crows peer judgingly at the barren space. “We need to get 
you some proper furniture.” 


“I’m so poor, Phil,” Techno despairs. “I don’t even have furniture. | 
barely even have three emeralds to my name to pay you for your 
troubles.” 


Philza snorts loudly. “| have seen your stash, dude, you definitely 
have more than that.” 


“No,” Techno insists as he unfolds a piece of white cloth. “Just the 
three.” 


And inside a faded white sounder shawl, its gilded embroidery 
lovingly stitched back together in all the places it broke, two emerald 
earrings lay on either side of an emerald star. 


“| thought | lost these in the explosion,” Philza hears himself whisper. 


“Chatters pulled them off you,” Techno explains. “Gave ‘em back to 
me. | thought-” he laughs despairingly. “-gods, | thought you’d finally 
gotten sick of me when they did it. But | think they just wanted me to 
fix it. So here you go. I’m returning it with interest this time.” 


“What do you want me to do with the other two?” Philza wonders. 


“Whatever you want,” Techno decides. “Give ‘em to whoever you 
think might need it.” He looks to the side. “I’ve got Wilbur's, too,” he 
awkwardly adds on. “If you want ‘em. Don’t go givin’ it away to 
Chekhov.” 


Philza takes the shawl, and the precious burden inside it, talons 
curling weakly around the bundle. “We'll be a matching set. That's 
risky, you know that.” 


“?’m tired of caring about risks, Phil.” Techno breathes through his 
nose and looks out the window, watching the sunrise scatter over the 
snow. “lI tried violence. | tried to reason with them. | tried to stop 
government at all costs, but it did not work.” His eyes grow haunted. 
“| could not change the hearts of men. The greed, it was too hard to 
drive out.” 


He leans away. 


“So you know what? I’m just gonna go into retirement. I’m just gonna 
chill- I’m gonna stop using violence to convince people, I’m just 
gonna chill in the arctic north. Maybe I'll start a farm or something.” 


“Simple times, simple life,” Philza surmises. 


“I'll stop bein’ like a terrorist, cus it just- it ain’t convincin’ nobody, 
Phil. They just keep making new governments, Phil.” Despite his 
resigned tone, Techno still manages to look Philza in the eyes. “I still 
believe that governments are no good- they’re just ruining 
everything. But, y’know, people are free to make their mistakes at 
this point.” 


“History will repeat itself,” Philza finishes for him, eyes gently drifting 
across his friend’s form. 


There is no assertion, no pride in Techno’s words. His centuries-old 
braids are hacked away from a short curling mane that seems to 
grow more white by the day, stray golden locks the only remnant of 
color on the fur framing at his russet face. 


Philza’s dead eyes search for the Blood of the Covenant and find 
nothing. Only Technoblade, nearly mortal, the golden thread of his 
vows tarnished to dull bronze. 


He looks so tired. 


He looks so tired that Philza fears, fora moment, he might fall asleep 
in this empty snowdrifted house one day and never wake again. 


“-Phil, | need to tell you something.” 


Philza’s face snaps back to attention, blinking away the worrying 
soul colors bleeding on the edge of his vision. 


“You’re the only friend | have left in this world, Phil,” Techno 
confesses. “The only friend | have left.” 


Only friend. 


The only friend that will not leave me. 


The only friend that will not outpace me. 


The only friend that will not one day hurt me. 


Only friend. (\f only things were ever so simple between them.) 


“Which is why | want you to have this compass.” The piglin’s aged 
hand passes over the lodestone embedded in his wall, and opens 
his palm to a small spinning compass. “If you ever need me, Phil- I’m 
going into retirement now, I’m giving up on my violent ways- but if 
you ever need me, Phil-” 


Philza puts his hand over the compass. “I'll know where to find you.” 


“| will come for you,” Techno plainly promises. “I will do whatever it 
takes.” 


For you, the world, something half-forgotten whispers. 


“So this-” Philza makes a stuttering noise. “-this is like-” 


Breathe. Techno’s right there. Breathe. 


“-this is like an instant transmission,” Philza jokes. 


“No,” Techno corrects with a small smile. “It just points to this 
lodestone. My base is pretty far out.” 


Philza isn’t quite sure why he laughs, but he does. “I was thinking I'd 
press a button-” 


“-and I'd just teleport!’ Techno snickers. 


“| just press it and-” Philza makes a wooshing little chirp. 


“It just instantly wakes me up and puts me next to you,” Techno 
chuckles. “Nah, nothing that fancy, it’s just- you know where to find 


” 


me. 


Techno pushes away from the wall, loudly popping the bones in his 
back as he stretches. 


“Anyways. Since they killed all my cows, I’m kind of out of steak. So, 
| was thinkin’- you see that village over there?” 


Philza climbs out the window- as a normal man does- and as he 
settles onto the snow, Chatters’ eyes can see the makings of a few 
houses over the edge of a hill. “Oh, yeah, | see it,” Philza answers. 
“Should we just go and pillage?” 


Techno stares at him in silence. 


...Philza thinks for a long, hard moment and belatedly remembers 
that most villages are not abandoned ruins populated by nothing but 
bones and amatuer grave robbers, but are in fact populated areas 
full of living people who have attachment to their things. 


He is so normal, and sane, and well adjusted. He is experiencing no 
adverse effects from going decades at a time with no living contact. 


Pirateza moment, a Chatters mockingly whispers in his ear. 


“| was gonna say establish a cooperative trade agreement with the 
villagers,” Techno slowly says, “as the anarchist | am. In a free 
society of individuals with no coercive authority.” 


Stealza? 
So no crimeza? Shame. 
Shame. 


Oh, so when we take stuff from DEAD PEOPLE it’s fine, but 
the minute they start breathing everyone loses their fookin minds 


Philza sighs loudly. “] was gonna say murder everyone that got there 
before us,” he deadpans, “but sure, we'll do it your way.” 


Stop trying to empty the place for him, a particularly bitter Chatters 
scolds. You know you can’t stay. You have to leave tomorrow 
anyway. 


“Shut up,” Philza whispers to himself. “Let me have this.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


i switched up the order of the emerald and compass bits for 
uuuuuuUh scene buildup reasons 


13. The Truth, The Whole Truth, And Nothing But The 
Truth 


Summary for the Chapter: 


(Or are you searching for something truer than the truth?) 


-NEW L’MANBURG NEWS- 


El Rapids Independence 


El Rapids, a former district of Lmanburg, has successfully petitioned 
to become a self-governing district of New L’manburg. It will be 
considered a “sister city” managed by NLM Vice Pres. Quackity. 


Mr. Primo Mendez, an El Rapids citizen ambassador, says that they 
hope for Greater Prime and the Dreamlands to recognize their 
independence. 


So-Called ‘Boomerville” Continues Anarchist Resistance 


A small neighborhood consisting mostly of middle-aged or retired 
citizens, nicknamed “Boomerville’, has continued to deny the 
authority of New Lmanburg and the Underscore Administration on 
their lands. 


Boomerville, like El Rapids, was an area resettled by former 
Manberg refugees and built around L’manburg land without the input 
of the Reconstruction Act. Despite being almost entirely composed 
of former Manberg and L’manburg citizens, it asserts that as a self- 
contained community of people who no longer engage in or require 
the needs of greater society, they should not be subjected to the 
authority of a larger government. 


This movement is symptomatic of a general rise in anarchist 
leanings throughout the server, which have increasingly come out in 
the open following the L'manburg terrorist attack from 16 
Endekamon. 


Double President? 


New L’manburg Vice Pres. Quackity has recently installed himself as 
a “secondary president” to El Rapids, with NLM Pres. Underscore 
serving as his vice president. Citizens across wonder how this will 
affect future presidential elections in the nation, such as the 
upcoming 25 Enamon 2021 election. New L’manburg News has sent 
questions to the presidential office but has received no comment. 


Unpublished Presidential Music Found 


The Ghost Library has uncovered an extensive series of unreleased 
musical compositions written by our late founder Wilbur Soot. This 
includes intended accompanying music for official government 
addresses, working songs for Pogtopia, an unused presidential 
inauguration symphony, and the full Lmanburg national anthem, 
which he completed shortly before his death. 


Library head Mr. Sam-seong, himself a musician, has taken it upon 
himself to translate these notes into full compositions and release 
them as posthumous recordings on the late founder’s behalf. 


-THE PRIME REPORTER- 


Sic Semper Tyrannis 


The Crown has confirmed that a break-in occurred within the Royal 
House of Greater Prime during an unspecified date at the end of last 
Endekamon. 


No one was harmed, but a decapitated boar’s head had been 
stabbed into the throne with an iron sword, and the walls of the 
throne room were vandalized with the phrase THUS ALWAYS TO 
TYRANTS in an archaic Script dialect. 


The paraphernalia and slogans used in the break-in are known to be 
associated with sounder-anarchism, a school of anti-government 
sentiment with culturally piglin origins. The Crown asks citizens not 
to engage with or enable anarchist actions during this tumultuous 
time, as it will contribute to civil instability. 


King_George Not Found 


King George Malcolm Lore has gone largely unseen since his 
coronation on the 15th, making next to no public appearances and 
drafting no known legislation. Members of the Royal Houses have 
also confirmed that King George has not appeared in any council 
meetings. Aside from having been present during the trial of Innit v 
State, his last unconfirmed public sighting has been unexplained 
appearances in El Rapids. 


King George has offered no comment addressing his general 
seclusion and seeming absence from royal duties. 


-DESERT BLUFFS- 


Devil Prophet Continues Unjust Hold In Greater Prime, Citizens 
Petition For Eret’s Return To The Throne 


The Dreamweaver’s “Prophet”, despite his past promises to step 
away from Greater Prime affairs after Lord Eret’s ascension to the 
throne, has staged a coup to dethrone the beloved King and placed 
George Malcolm Lore on the throne. 


In the absence of any known input on the new King’s part, the 
Prophet is once again free to continue his unwarranted regency and 
exercise undue diplomatic powers, going past the advice of the 
Royal Council as he navigates Greater Prime affairs. After calling the 
weakened New L’manburg’s legitimacy into question, he has openly 
threatened them with war to force them to bend to his demands. 


Such behavior is uncharacteristic of the Prophet’s past actions, and 
many speculate that the secretive position of Prophet may have 
changed hands unannounced- or been unlawfully replaced. 


False Prophet or not, the common people of Greater Prime- and we 
among the Badlands- are eager for the true King’s return. 


Unusual Symptoms Reported After Consumption Of Invasive 


“Blood Vines” 


People involved in researching the newly named “blood vines” that 
have appeared around the central Dreamlands have _ reported 
unusual findings after a group of volunteers- who took every caution 
to avoid poisoning- experimentally consumed the new plant in 
various ways. 


Those who have eaten or otherwise ingested blood vines report a 
delayed effect of varying euphoric or nervous emotions, as well as a 
compulsion to more aggressively consume the plant. As it is unclear 
what causes these symptoms, and lingering side-effects are 
unknown, it is advised to prevent animals and children from 
attempting this, and to not attempt this at home for any reason. 


“Hey, Quackity,” Sapnap slowly starts, a growing frown building in his 
dark eyebrows, “I know | told you why | quit my job, but don’t you 
think this is a /ittle too far?” 


Quackity turns to the former kingsguard, wings flared with 
excitement. “Oh, babe, we’re way past the job now. This is about the 
truth.” 


Karl sips lifelessly at a mug of chocolate, coppery eyes staring at the 
board of madness Quackity’s made of their house. “The only truth 
I’m seeing here is that you haven’t slept for 15 clicks, dude.” 


Quackity’s golden down flares agitatedly on his face. “I don’t need 
sleep, | need answers.” 


Sapnap snorts, dark blue eyes skimming at the newspaper clippings 
on the wall. “I’m pretty sure George isn’t dead.” 


“That’s what they want you to think,” Quackity darkly insists. “He 
obviously died in the anarchist attack and has been replaced with a 
body double. That’s why he doesn’t make any public appearances.” 


“He-” Sapnap pinches his brow. “We just had lunch with him this 
Watersday. You were there for that. We talked about El Rapids.” 


Quackity hums skeptically. “Did we, though?” 


“You don’t actually believe this shit,” Sapnap insists. “What’s going 
on in your head?” 
“Anything’s better than thinking about tomorrow,” Quackity bluntly 
admits. 
Sapnap hisses through his teeth. “Shit, yeah. You’ve got that thing 


with Hunter.” 


Karl tilts his head. “I thought you and him were friends.” 


“We were friends,” Sapnap admits. “I don’t know about now, though. 
It’s like | can barely recognize him anymore. That's part of why | quit. 
He laughs 


Thought the distance would help clear shit up.” 


despairingly. “It didn’t.” 


“| swear I’m not going crazy,” Quackity asserts. “I just-” He clutches 
his chest, looking beseechingly at the married pair. “-| can’t Jose all 
this, man. | can’t go through that again.” 


“Hey.” Sapnap puts a firm hand on Quackity’s head. “You've got us, 
right? And we've got you. | think we can live with the rest.” 


Quackity laughs. “Gods, how did | ever deserve you two?” 


“You didn't,” Karl deadpans. “You just grew on us like some kind of 
parasitic moss.” As he sips at his cup again, he hands over another 
to Quackity. “Now go touch grass and stop thinking about if the King 
of Greater Prime is a body double.” 


Quackity sighs, taking the offered cup. “You're right. I’ve been 
spending too long with the crazy board. Basically burning daylight at 
this point. | should worry about more important things.” 


He drinks his chocolate. 


“Like what the fuck is up with Ranboo’s neighbor, Philza,” Quackity 
concludes. 


“You ruined it,” Sapnap despairs to Karl. “We were almost sane, and 
you ruined it.” 


“Something’s wrong with that guy!” Quackity insists. “Like, his 
fucking wingspan? And he says he’s blind, but he keys in on the 
weirdest shit!” 


“Have some respect,” Karl scolds. “His son is dead.” 


“Wilbur had freaky brain magic powers,” Quackity quickly refutes. 
“He got ‘em from somebody. And besides, the other day Phil just 
fucking vanished for two days! During Hunter's lockdown! He’s got 
something going on and I’m going to find out what it is-” 


14. The Once And Future King 


Summary for the Chapter: 


(You miscalculated.) 


If anyone asked Punz Valorant what they thought about the whole 
false Prophet situation, they'd say Lagos seems to be doing just fine, 
thanks for asking. 


Not that anyone asks what Punz thinks about things. 


No one asks them to think. The Royal Huntsman is meant to do as 
they are told, not provide opinions about the orders in question. 
Unfortunately for everyone else, Lagos doesn’t just pay for Punz’ 
sword. He pays for their mind. And lately, he’s been asking for 
advice. Support, even. So, when Lagos asks them to tag along for a 
casual breakfast with King George, Punz wasn't particularly 
surprised- even if it was a little strange that Lagos didn’t touch a 
single bite off his plate. 


They were a little surprised by the conversation opener, though. 


“| think you shouldn't be the king anymore,” Lagos suddenly says. 


George frowns past his shaded glasses. 


“| mean, it’s just a proposition,” Lagos backtracks. “Il mean, like- do 
you wanna be the king?” 


“You don’t want me to be king,” George guesses. 


“Itd be safer if you weren't,” Lagos admits. “Because, like, people 
are trying to kill you ‘cus you're the king.” 


“Maybe you should have been here to protect me,” George snarks. 


“Well.” Lagos casually throws an arm against his chair. “| can’t be 
here all the time.” He raises an appeasing hand. “Listen, listen- 
there’s more people than there are me. If people wanted to kill you, 
they could always just-” He shrugs vaguely. “And you're part of E/ 
Rapids. You're not remaining that neutral.” 


“You think it’s for the best if I-” George sputters disbelievingly. “-how 
can you just resign as king?” 


“| will just move your kingship to someone else,” Lagos explains. 


George pauses. “To whom?” He slowly asks. 


Lagos lets out a contemplative noise. “I could talk to Eret again-” 


“You want to bring Eret back?” George irritatedly asks. “You 
remember the reason why you removed him?” 


“He’s proven a lot,” Lagos deflects. “He didn’t attack anything, he... 
didn’t really stay neutral, but he was just sticking up for his friends. | 
think that’s something good for a King, you know? | think- | think that 
you'll just be targeted if you’re the King.” He tilts his head. “And you 
want revenge on Tommy, right? We can work together, me and you.” 


George hums skeptically. “Sounds like you’re sugarcoating it.” 


“| mean, it is a /ittle sugarcoating, but it’s also just better. You don't 
get attacked by everyone, and you can do whatever you want 
without having to worry about-” Lagos moves his hand about. “-like, 
the reason Tommy’s in trouble for griefing your house is ‘cus he’s 
Vice President. If he wasn’t Vice President, nothing would happen 
other than, like, we kill him or something.” 


“Why do you not want me to be King?” George presses. 


Lagos leans close. “Because it'll be safer.” 


George breathes through his mouth. “Why do people want to kill me, 
anyways?” 


Lagos looks aside dismissively. “Well, the anarchists don't like 
government. And then everyone else...” He looks out into the 
courtyard. “...just hates... me. And therefore, they don’t like you.” His 
posture perks up. “But Eret! He’s at odds with me, which makes it 
kind of perfect! They’re not gonna attack him, ‘cus it wouldn't really 
matter that much to me.” 


“So Hunter doesn’t want me to be King anymore,” George flatly 
surmises. 


“That’s your blessing, right?” Lagos eagerly coaxes. “That’s your 
blessing, saying that you're fine with it, and it’s great.” 


George turns around in his chair, glancing at the wall. “Sapnap, are 
you hearing this?” 


Lagos tenses, head darting around the room. “Wait, Sapnap’s here? 
| thought he-” 


“Quit?” Sapnap says as he moves out from behind his hidden place 
in the walls. “Yeah. But | still gotta serve my last days, you should 


know that.” He takes off his kingsguard mask and glares resignedly 
at Lagos. “| heard you say some select things.” 


Lagos stands up, scanning his surroundings, obvious nervousness 
putting a tenseness in Punz’s shoulders as they follow suit. “This 
was meant to be a quick thing,” Lagos half-pleads. “This was meant 
to be a quick thing-” 


“No, no, no.” Sapnap steps forward, sturdy body blocking the exit. “I 
don't care if you want this to be quick. I’ve got some questions.” 


“Then we can have the conversation another time,” Lagos quickly 
deflects. “I just thought it was a good time to ask- | thought it'd be-” 


“No, this is a perfect time to ask,” Sapnap insists. “Hunter, you can’t 
run away and escape this like you always do.” 


“Run away and escape what?” Lagos confusedly asks. 


“Do you remember what Hunter said to Tommy a few days ago?” 
Sapnap spitefully asks George. 


Punz, despite themself, leans forward with interest. 


“No,” George hesitantly answers, “what?” 


“That’s a-” Lagos’ masked face turns just slightly in Punz’s direction. 
“-that’s a very specific thing-” He steps between George and 
Sapnap. “You weren't even involved in this, Sapnap!” 


“It doesn’t matter if | was involved in it,” Sapnap growls. 


George’s head darts between the two. “Why are you guys fighting?” 


“lll refresh your memory,” Sapnap spitefully says. “Hunter.George, 
Hunter said he doesn’t care about anything on this server. That just 
means he doesn't care about us.” 


“Okay, | didn’t-” Lagos steps back. “I didn’t actually mean | didn't 
care about anything.” 


“Why did you say it, then?” George demands. 


“Listen, the reason I’m even saying George should step down as 
King is ‘cus | care about him.” Lagos' words stutter as he speaks 
faster and faster. “Because | care about him and | don’t want him to 
get attacked. And | was asking him about it because | wanted to 
make sure George understands.” 


“Do you understand?” Sapnap asks George. 


Lagos pushes Sapnap back. “Stop- why are you trying to divide us?” 


“Me?” Sapnap incredulously asks. “Me, divide us?” 


-<>Y<>- 


Punz stands guard by the door, cleaning their sword as they lean 
against the walls of Eret’s New L’manburg home. 


“Your actions,” Punz hears Lagos solemnly say to the exiled king. 
“You showed you were loyal, and that you were caring, and, you 
know, you were a good friend. And that you were a good ruler. And | 
think that was very good, you were very well behaved.” 


“I try,” Eret mutedly answers. 


J 


“And the reason | was mad was because you didn’t listen to me,’ 
Lagos concedes. “But the reason you were King was not because 
you listened to me. The reason you were King was because you did 
what was right for the server. That’s why you betrayed L’manburg in 
the first place. You thought it was right for the server.” 


“I did,” Eret admits. 


“| want to appoint you back as King,” Lagos reveals. “George took 
your place temporarily, and he did a good job-” 


Punz rolls their eyes. Just the other day, Lagos had talked Punz’s 
ear off about George’s inexplicable laziness in attending council 
meetings. 


“-but he’s also getting attacked and stuff. And | don’t think you'll get 
attacked! People know you're not- you're not like George, you’re not 
Just right behind me. You’re not gonna back up everything | do.” 


“Very much like a neutral thing,” Eret concludes. 


“Which is exactly the point of a King.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“George hasn’t stepped down as King yet,” Sapnap reminds them 
all. 


“You can give him your blessing, right?” Lagos insistently asks. 
“What did you even do as King? Did you even do anything? Any 
decrees or anything.” 


“I’ve been the best King this server has ever had!” George spitefully 
answers. 


“| agree!” Lagos offers, stepping past Sapnap’s pointed gun. “But 
you've also been the least safe King. Because you get attacked all 
the time, ‘cus people don't like you. People don't like me, and 
therefore they don’t like you, ‘cus you’re behind me and you're my 
friend.” He looks beseechingly to Sapnap. “That's the same reason 
Sapnap’s gotten into some drama.” He pushes away the barrel of 
Sapnap’s gun. “Stop pointing the damn gun at me.” 


“Just say you hate me,” George hisses. 


“He says he doesn’t care about us, and now he’s demoting you as 
King!” Sapnap angrily points out to George. 


“I'm not demoting him!” Lagos insists. “He wasn’t King before-” 


“He’s King now!” 


“No he’s not,” Lagos corrects. “That’s Eret.” 


“George,” Punz finally says, looking the younger human in the eyes. 
“| think this is for the best.” 


“It is!’ Lagos agrees. “This keeps George the safest. Sapnap, why 
are you trying to divide us on this?” 


“’m not dividing anyone. | stand by George,” Sapnap_ bluntly 
summarizes. “He’s my King, but most importantly he’s my friend.” 


“Yeah, he’s my friend, too,” Lagos reiterates. “But he’s not my King. 
Eret’s my King. And that’s something you need to recognize, 
because if you're going to be part of our team, then you need to-” 


“Get out,” George whispers. 


“C'mon, George,” Lagos anxiously laughs. “Don’t act like you're 
actually sad! It’s fine, you can be, like- Eret can give you a position in 
his court, you could be a knight-” 


“A knight?” George angrily spits back. “You think that’s fine? You 
think that’s fair? You're just- pawning off my throne to someone else, 
AGAIN!” 


“What do you mean, again-” 


“| finally get to be the thing | was promised to be, because you put 
me there, and you won't even let me have this!” George slams his 
fist into the table, the unyielding bone of his mechanical fingers 
leaving slight cracks in the wood. “You think you can get Eret to give 
me a consolation prize after that?” 


He stands up roughly. 


“Get out,” King George Malcolm Lore orders for the last time. “How’s 
that for a first decree? First and /ast, you fucking prick.” 


15. Get Out 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Rulers make hard choices sometimes. 


“Your Majesty?” 


Eret startles as they realize they’re being addressed. “Yes?” 


“It’s time for your coronation.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Tubbo?” 


If the president bristles at being addressed so casually right before 
their meeting, he doesn’t show it. “What is it, big Q?” 


“Showtime. Hunter’s at the walls.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Eret knows it’s a bit useless at this point to still bother wearing 
sunglasses around the castle- everyone's already been forced to see 
their blinding white eyes. It’s a force of habit at this point, honestly. 
Besides, no need to blind anybody in a dark corridor. 


Their heeled boots click mutely against the carpet of the throne room 
as they enter. The gathered crowd parts, but there is no fear, not the 
way there was when Eret first left. Only quiet, watchful respect. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tubbo leads the march towards Hunter, but stays silent, unable to 
get a word in edgewise past Tommy, Quackity, and Fundy’s loud 
debates. 


There’s no point. He has nothing to say. 


There’s nothing fo say. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Lord Eret-of-rine holds their crown and mask in their hands, and 
takes a breath. 


“Before | can take this crown, are there any final objections?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Tubbo,” Lagos says, “I trust you. You're the best leader L'manburg’s 
ever had. | trust that you- you’ve always made the best decision for 
L’manburg as a gracious leader. | trust that whatever decision you 
came to was the best one for L_manburg.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“You are here because the people have asked you to be,” Lord Punz 
Valorant assures. 


“Because the people have gotten tired of my replacement,” Eret 
points out. 


“Because you were a good King,’ Punz corrects. “And a good 
person.” 


Eret hums. “In that case, there’s just one more thing to take care of.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Hunter.” Tubbo folds his arms behind his back. “l-” He turns back to 
Tommy with a wide-eyed smile. “Tommy, I’m sorry.” 


Tommy smiles caustically at Hunter. “Hunter, you-” 


“Tommy.” President Underscore’s eyes are hard as stone, scraping 
harshly against the softness of his smile. “I am so, so sorry.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Eret smiles kindly. “| am sorry to have to do this so suddenly, but the 
needs must. Would every kingsguard sworn in under Hunter’s 
regency step forward, please?” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Hunter. | have made the decision that will be best for the nation. The 
most logical thing to do. For Tommy to be exiled from L’manburg.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“You are all released from service,” Eret orders. “Effective 
immediately. You will lose your position in the kingsguard, you will 
lose all pensions owed in your retirement, and you will lose all the 
honors entitled to your station.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tommy had called that early meeting right before Hunter arrived and 
proposed that they recruit Technoblade of all people. 


Technoblade! The fucking anarchist! 


And Tommy, Quackity, and Fundy convinced themselves it’d be just 
fine. Oh, Technoblade would surely help them against the far /arger 
threat Hunter and Greater Prime represented. He'd surely only hate 
big governments, not little ones like New L'manburg! Tommy would 
use their previous friendship while Quackity went to try and recruit 
the Badlands for help. 


And surely Tubbo would be a good president and go along with it. 


What a big fucking joke. 


“Teaming with Technoblade is a terrible idea,” Tubbo says to his 
disbelieving cabinet. “An awful idea!” 


“We just had this conversation!” Fundy shouts. 


“No!” Tubbo stomps his hooves on the ground. “No, okay! It’s awful!” 


“Tubbo!” Quackity cries out in a scandalized voice. 


“What are you doing, Tubbo?” Fundy confusedly asks. 


Not being your puppet president, Tubbo darkly decides. 


“Nothing involving any kind of conflict is the best for this nation!” 
Tubbo stresses. “Okay? You guys are thinking emotionally, 
irrationally! You need to think logically! There’s more than just us four 
that live here!” Tubbo points out. “War is gonna bring destruction, 
terror, okay- a new regime that we don’t want, forced upon our 
citizens!” 


“We agreed on this!” Quackity fires back. “We just had a gods 
damned conversation, what are you doing?” 


“Tubbo,” Tommy shakily whispers, “why?” 


“THAT’S ENOUGH!” Tubbo- shouts. “BE QUIET! YOU'VE 
UNDERMINED MY AUTHORITY FROM THE GET-GO, ALL OF 
YOU! No one here has respected me, you all just come up with 
these merry little bandwagons of- OF DESTRUCTION, IT’S-” His 
voice quiets. “-it’s not okay! And it- you-” 


He looks spitefully out to the uneasy streets of New L’manburg. 


“You definitely do not have the best interests of this nation at heart. 
And you have made that more apparent than ever before, today.” 


-<>Y<>- 


"You have proven to me that your loyalty lies more with the Prophet 
than to me, the kingship, or the protection of Greater Prime,” Eret 
surmises. “I cannot trust you with my safety or the safety of my 
people.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“You agreed with us!” Tommy insists. “You agreed that this was- why 
would you go back on the way- why would you go back on the plan 
now?” 


“When | was sworn in,” Tubbo reminds him, “I made a promise to do 
what was best for the nation. And right now, Tommy? You - your 
presence here- is not the best for this nation.” 


And oh, how they raged. 


How they raged. 


How they raged at the unfairness of it all. 


How much like Schlatt he had become, to agree to their demands 
only to go back on it later, how fucking tyrannical. How horrible of a 
friend to disregard Tommy’s life. How he’d forgotten his and Tommy’s 
history- all the things he gave up for Tubbo and the nation, how 
before L’manburg and Schlatt and Wilbur, the only thing that had 
mattered was Tubbo, Tommy, and the discs. 


The discs, the discs, fhe discs- 


“THE DISCS DON’T MATTER, TOMMY!” Tubbo snaps, his starburst 
scars warped across his face as his mouth curls his anger. “They 
dont matter.” 


“Why?” Tommy simply asks. “What...” 


He looks around desperately. 


“If they don’t matter- if you have no attachment to them-” His voice 
shakes with a sob. “-if nothing matters, then why does any of this 
matter at all?” 


Tubbo turns away, facing Hunter once more. 


“Please detain and escort Tommy out of my country,” he coldly 
requests. 


-<>9Y<>- 


King Eret places their crown and mask back to their rightful place, 
the red sun on the head of the throne standing behind them like a 
sacrilegious halo. 


“Get out of my castle.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“He fucking did it,” Quackity disbelievingly whispers. “He actually 
fucking did it, how could he-” 


Quackity’s feathers shiver and he falls silent. 


There is no one to answer him in his El Rapids home. George lays 
lethargically on the couch, sleeping off another high in an attempt to 
forget his lost crown. Karl sits preoccupied with his writing, uncaring 
of the way his and Sapnap’s wedding ring clacks against the 
typewriter when his hand touches at the top cover to check on the 
inner mechanisms. 


Sapnap stares into the fire with hollow eyes, blazeborn blood boiling 
with quiet rage as his kingsguard mask burns. 


16. So Rabbit, Please Stop Looking The Other Way. 
Summary for the Chapter: 


It's cold out there- so why not stay here 
under my tail. 


Alright. Quackity will admit. He’s a bit pissed off right now. At Tubbo, 
at Hunter, at Tommy- maybe even himself. 


Mostly, what the fuck was Tubbo thinking? L_'manburg wasn’t without 
allies! They could have gotten the Badlands, maybe even Eret’s own 
support- Lmanburg was not alone against Hunter. They could have 
fought his demands. 


But Tubbo just caved in favor of the easier, more /ogical solution. 


The one thing L'manburg had going for it was its defiance, and 
Tubbo signed it away the moment he exiled Tommy Innit. 


God fucking dammit. 


But like Fundy said, they can’t shout at each other forever. What’s 
done is done. They need to move forward with what they have now. 


And what they have now... 


...1S a hitlist. 


A hitlist, and a bloodthirsty anger as deep as the crater under their 
docks. 


A bloodthirsty anger deep enough to feed a butcher’s army. 


“Fellas,” Quackity says to the gathered group as they look on with 
shock at the violent graffiti on the walls, “/ fucking hate traitors. | hate 
people who hate our country. | despise it.” His voice lowers to a hiss. 
“I despise it.” 


The walls of this building- this lovely, lovely building. Wall to wall, all 
of it covered in Technoblade’s old Hypixel tapestries and his new 
wanted posters, eyes crossed out and bodies slashed open with 
tearing talon marks. Angry red paint, angry words spattered like 
blood. 


Perhaps it was a bit excessive, but Quackity needed to get a few 
things out of his system. 


“The Butcher Army,” Fundy reads out, “will destroy, kill, and cook 
Technoblade.” 


“Let’s fucking do it,” Quackity insists. “Let’s start this hitlist. Who’s on 
the hitlist? Hunter and Technoblade.” 


“| think we should start with the person who has done the most 
physical harm to our nation,” Tubbo suggests. “Technoblade. ‘Cus 
right now, | would consider us on neutral terms with Hunter right now. 
We've done what he’s asked. We can lie low. ” 


“Tubbo, you cannot say that,” Quackity refutes. “You cannot say we 
are on neutral terms-” 


“No, no,” Fundy interrupts, “Tubbo worded it wrong. Hunter thinks 
we're on his side. Hunter thinks we’re submissive to- to whatever he 
wants. When we take out Technoblade, then we can take out 
Hunter.” 


“Okay.” Quackity breathes deeply. “Okay.” 


He turns to his posters. 


“Techno spawned withers in our nation, he’s fucked us over. Let’s 
just go after Techno.” 


It's not about vengeance anymore, not really. Techno’s gone and 
fucked off, no one’s seen hide or hair of him. No, no, no, this is 
something far more crucial. 


It’s about pride. 


It’s about power. 


L’manburg has no power. And the moment it does get power, 
Technoblade will still be out there waiting, hanging like a guillotine 
over its head. 


Technoblade and the nation cannot co-exist. 


But gods damn if he won't make a good fucking message when he 
bleeds on the ground like the fucking pig he is. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Fundy,” Quackity says after the meeting is over, “I need you to come 
here real quick.” 


Fundy’s tails flick nervously as he walks closer. “What’s up, man?” 


“| know you're not gonna want to hear this, but | want you to promise 
you won’t take this the wrong way.” Quackity leans close. “I need to 
put your grandpa on the watchlist.” 


Fundy stills. “Phil? What the fuck would you want Phil for! He’s a 
half-blind hardcore with busted wings, why the hell would you need 
to watch him?” 


Quackity raises an appeasing hand. “Hey, hey. | wouldn’t accuse him 
of anything, okay. He’s Phil! | literally can’t! You know everybody 
here loves your grandpa to death!” 


Fundy hums. “That is true. People... really do like him around here.” 
He laughs. “I’m pretty sure it stresses him out, that town hero stuff. 
I’ve started to pay for our shopping ‘cus he doesn’t like the vendors 
talking to him.” 


“He’s a nice guy,’ Quackity affirms. “I don’t think he’d ever do 
anything wrong to us. But he’s been getting some real weird friends 
lately, have you noticed?” 


Fundy perks his ears. “| mean... he’s been getting out of the house 
more often, | guess? Stays overnight with friends sometimes.” 


“And do you know who those friends are?” Quackity presses. 


“Il- he doesn’t really talk about it,” Fundy stammers. “And | never 
really asked, y’know? He’s been so depressed after Wilbur died, | 
wasn't gonna baby him about anything that was getting him out of 
that.” 


“Tommy was getting real close with Phil before he got kicked out of 
here,” Quackity reveals. “Had lunch with your grandpa almost every 
day. And he told me some very interesting things about the kind of 
company Phil’s been keeping.” Quackity inspects his talons. “Like 
how at least three of those friends are false identities Technoblade 
used in Pogtopia.” 


“No,” Fundy quickly says. “No, he wouldn't fucking do that. You can't 
just pin treason on my grandpa, Quackity, what the fuck, man?” 


“’m not saying treason,” Quackity corrects. “But | am saying Phil 
wasn't around when we knew Technoblade. And Phil is the dad of 
our founding president.” Quackity’s dark eyes look into Fundy’s 
panicked green ones. “And you know Technoblade is very, very 
angry with us right now. Are you picking up what I’m putting down 
here?” 


“You-” Fundy sputters and clicks to himself. “-c’mon, man, even the 
Blade’s got standards, doesn’t he? He’s not gonna shank an old man 
in a back alley. He’s gone this long without doing anything.” 


“He killed Tubbo,” Quackity points out, honest apprehension on his 
face. “He was willing to kill his own allies to get his win. And Phil isn’t 
even that to him. Lmanburg loves Phil, and Technoblade hates 
L’manburg. Phil is...” He hisses through his teeth. “...Phil is a very 
easy target right now.” 


And Fundy can imagine it. Gods, he can imagine it. Philza was 
always a strong guy, but he’s taken a hit that he can’t just walk off 
anymore. He’s downed and grieving and he is, despite his best 
efforts, lonely. 


Lonely enough to take a stranger’s kindness. 


Lonely enough to disappear all day with a friend Fundy’s never met. 


(Lonely enough, perhaps, to walk towards the man who could snap 
him in half and never know better.) 


“We're just gonna tail him for a bit,” Quackity reassures Fundy. “Just 
to get a better handle on Technoblade’s movements, alright? And we 
can make sure your grandpa never gets hurt.” 


“Can I-” Fundy sighs. “-can we give it a day? Just so | can think 
about it, take a look at what’s going on myself?” 


“Of course, man,” Quackity sympathetically says. “He’s your family.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza cocks his head as the door opens, hands busied with a stew. 
“You’re back late. Did you get held up with the cabinet again?” 


“Tommy got exiled,” Fundy reports. “He’s getting sent off to some 
middle of nowhere area to cool off. They're gonna set up ways for 
people to visit him soon, if you want.” 


Philza hums. “If he asks. | wouldn’t want to add to the stress of it all.” 


“That's fair, that’s fair.” Fundy nods his head compulsively as he puts 
his hat on the coat rack. “So, uh... how have you been?” 


“I’m alright. Our next door Ranboo brought over some rabbit meat, | 
made some stew for it.” Philza puts a hand on his face. “I think he’s 
trying to make friends. He’s a very strange young man, isn’t he?” 


“He has a unicorn chair,” Fundy concedes. “He brings it to all the 
cabinet meetings and spins around in it while he takes notes.” 


Philza chuckles, turning down the heat of his cooker and closing the 
lid of the pot. “Get over here. Chatters can see all the snow on you.” 
He meets Fundy halfway, a brush already in his hands, and he beats 
the snow off of Fundy’s hat and shoulders. “Can’t have you turnin’ 
into a snowman, now, can we?” 


Fundy’s eyes soften, despite knowing what he does. Philza’s always 
been such a mother hen. Wilbur was, too, in his own way, but it was 
different with Philza. Not anxious or babying, it was just... nice. 


It was Fundy mentioning how he never got to go fishing with Wilbur, 
and Philza taking them to the docks the next day with an extra 
fishing pole in hand, sitting in amiable silence in their folding chairs 
as Fundy caught his first salmon. It was Fundy, left in shambles after 
another one of Chekhov’s misguided attempts to parent him, and 
Philza who patiently picked up the pieces. 


It was warm baked potatoes, waiting and perfectly buttered on a 
winter’s day. Philza helping to brush down Fundy’s tails when they 
got a little tangled, and Fundy straightening stubbornly broken 
feathers. Tails wrapped around eachother’s bodies in a _ hug, 
Benihime talking about everything and nothing when Fundy couldn't 
sleep. 


It was coming home to a second bed left ready for him, and an Angel 
asleep in a rocking chair, sewing strewn across its lap. 


Who would ever dare to hurt this? 


Fundy looks down at his grandfather and those kind, cloudy eyes. 
He imagines those kind eyes catching on a man with enough wrath 
to tear out a flightless Angel’s wings. 


And he can't stop thinking about it. 


“Right,” Fundy says in answer to Philza’s rhetorical question. “We 
can't have that.” He puts his coat and hat on their rightful place on 
the coat rack. “Let’s call up Ranboo and see if he wants to pop in for 
dinner. He should get to have some of the nice food he keeps 
stuffing in your mailbox.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


anyways, remember fundy's dream in shrinesday social? :) 


17. I'm A Person 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(Tell me I'm good. Tell me I'm a good person, please. If you say 
it, it must be true.) 


The Neve forest swallows the boreal coastline in the far north of the 
server. The nights are cold, the days blinding as light scatters across 
the snow, and the arctic wetlands encroaching on the shore are 
covered in a deceptive layer of permafrost, hiding treacherously 
shallow caves that sink back into the land on practically a coin toss. 


It’s a good place to disappear. Techno’s been doing alright, all things 
considered. 


He'd been planning on holing up in his little arctic cottage, stockpiling 
his supplies, and maybe hibernating for a few months. 


Or a year. 


Maybe a decade, if he was feeling festive. That might be nice. 


He’s been due for hibernation for a while, anyways. Too many late 
nights for Pogtopia were finally adding up, and the stress of being on 


the run wasn’t quite kind, either, even if his new life has been settling 
nicely. 


He’d been darkly thinking about the fact that Philza, time blind as he 
is, probably wouldn’t even notice the extended absence, and then 
quickly concluded that it would be very cruel to willfully abandon his 
few friends, regardless of if they’d notice or not. 


And he loves his friends. 


(Few that they are, currently.) 


He’s been doing that thing that normal people do where they go and 
make casual acquaintances. Like that oh-so-terrifying anarchist 
commune right on New L’manburg’s borders- Boomerville or 
whatever it was called? That was fun. A neighborhood of bitter 
elders who'd gotten tired of government and decided to try 
something different for a change. 


There'd been these two guys, Lazar and Vikk- a surly-faced ginger 
dryad and a bespectacled human- who'd admitted to a disguised 
Techno that they’d actually listened to some of General Blade’s old 
anarchist talks and been disappointed that New L’manburg hadn't 
reflected that. 


It was... strange to hear that. The idea that some of Pogtopia had 
ever listened to him at all. 


A little closer to home, there’s two or three towns a reasonable horse 
ride away from this place, and he has developed... 


...definitely a reputation, that’s for certain. 


Mostly for supplying said towns with a concerningly steady supply of 
amnesiacs when he’s not trading. 


Listen. Testificates are treatable for Rot and he doesn’t want 
zombies around his house or his property or his farms or his roads. It 
doesn't matter that his basement levels are basically a dedicated 
hospital ward at this point, or that he spends half his nights with 
Hubert in silent vigil as he waits for tied down zombies to slowly 
twitch their way back into personhood, every patient costing a golden 
apple in the process. 


Zombies are bad for property value. It’s not that deep. 


(Maybe he wants to be more than a Blade the next time someone 
calls for help.) 


It’s fine. He’s not upset. He’s doing great. 


Because Techno loves his friends. 


Speaking of friends he loves, where is Philza? He is so alone. He is 
so lonely. 


Oh, Technoblade, the Blood of the Covenant, how he shall languish 
in solitude! What for is the mighty Achilles without his steadfast 
Patroclus? The Emperor Snow without his Emerald Star? He is but a 
miserable man riding along the chariot of his own damnation, raking 
his suffering upon the arrow-scrorched earth while the world begs on 
his deaf ears to stop. 


Sorrow. Sorrow and grief for a thousand years. They are forever 
parted. He will simply stand next to his wanted poster and disappear. 


Quite literally. 


He is, after all, not looking like himself at the moment. He is simply 
Arthur Warren, certified Just Some Guy loitering by Technoblade’s 
wanted poster. Just some guy. His name is totally not fake, and 
totally not an Art of War joke. 


Technoblade takes his fake identities very seriously at all times. His 
glasses totally didn’t break on the ride here and he totally didn’t just 
tape them back together. 


There was that really weird encounter where a free enderman with 
moon-like markings on his face randomly handed Techno a baked 
potato, but it’s fine. He is so undetected. So very unsuspected. 


Philza sidles into view, eyes squinted with obvious amusement. 


“Where is he?” Philza coyly asks his crows. “I don’t see him.” 


Chatters clacks their beaks at the poster Techno stands next to. 


“Which poster would you think?” Philza makes a show of checking 
other posters along the board. “This one?” His hands slide over the 
papers before he drops his arm, as if giving up. “Man. That’s all the 
posters in town! Where could he possibly be?” His perpetually 
unfocused eyes stare straight at Techno. “Point and say if you think 
he’s here!” 


“It’s not here,” Techno stage whispers. “You're at the wrong poster.” 


Philza cackles loudly as his crows silently riot in his arms. 


“You're sounding a bit more unhinged than usual, my friend,” Techno 
bluntly notes. 


“Don't | always?” Philza deflects. “Anyways, turtles.” 


That was the agenda today- turtles. Techno’s been setting up his 
farms, and he’s been itching to add a turtle farm to his collection. 
Turtle scutes make for very useful potions, and he’d heard there was 
another turtle farm further along the coast back home that would be 
willing to part with some eggs. 


This time, Techno doesn’t borrow Philza’s End barge. Now that he 
knows where the Neve Nether road is, he can cut down the six click 
Overworld trip from central spawn to a mere three quarters of a click, 
so he may as well bring Carl and the ice car around. The horse could 
use the exercise. 


Even if Techno has to snipe a few ghasts down along the way. 


“Never know when you might need ghast tears,” Techno snarks as 
another bloated ghast floats dead to the ground. 


“Ooh, yeah, for end crystals,” Philza guesses. 


“No, for regen pots. We're tryin’ to be non-violent here.” 


Philza hums. 


“It's been hard,” Techno admits as he drops his latest disguise, 
letting his hooves click onto the wood of the ice car. “Keeping my 
temper, y’ know? Just the other day, had to hold myself back from 
stabbing a guy who asked if | had any steak, ‘cus it reminded me of 
my old Pogtopia farm.” 


Philza hisses sympathetically. “Comes and goes, don't it?” 


“It's just been harder lately, ‘cus I-” Techno puts a bracing hand on 
Philza’s arm. “Hold on, we’re heading to the ocean.” 


The ice car rocks slightly as it slides against the shore, sinking for 
the briefest moment before its frost walking enchantments kick in, a 
smooth sheet of ice forming along Carl’s hoofsteps. 


“Anyways, as | was saying, Phil-” 


Techno trails off, stopping himself as a slight frown grows on his 
face. It’s strange- usually the chorus would have stopped him by 
now. 


But it didn't. 


This whole time with Philza, they've been strangely quiet. Their 
constant scream faded to a dull whisper. 


And Techno looks at him. He looks at his old friend since time 
immeasurable, and he wonders. 


“Y’know,” Techno slowly says, “I haven't told this to anyone, Phil.” 


Still nothing. No resistance. Just quiet calm. And as Techno 
continues to stare at him in awestruck silence, the ampitheatre of his 
mind fills with an uncharacteristic worry. 


For Philza. 


Phil 
Phil? 
He hasn't slept 
When was the last time he ate? 
He should have started flying again by now. Why hasn't he? 
He sounds so quiet. 
So still. 


So dead. 


As if nothing is left to keep him here. 


Techno’s hands shake slightly on Carl’s reins. “But | think... the 
reason it’s so hard for me to be non-violent...” 


Tell him, tether him, take him, TRUST HIM, HE’LL DIE- 


“..It's because | hear voices, Phil,” Techno hears himself saying. “| 
hear... countless voices in my head. All the time.” 


Philza stills. “Voices?” 


“Yeah.” Techno stares out into the water. “And the voices are crazy, 
Phil.” 


Rude 
Technorude 
Only as crazy as you 


Only as desperate as you, yourself. 


“Sometimes they’re angry. Sometimes they’re sad.” 


You're sad 
Sad about everything 
Sad about wilbur 
Sad about I’manburg 
But mostly sad about philza. Every day, all the time 


Don't you ever get tired of being so sad? 


“Sometimes they mock me,” Techno deadpans past his chorus’ 
pointed comments. “But the thing about the voices, Phil? The- the 
one thing | hear from them the most.” He looks down at his clenched 
hands. “The voices demand blood, Phil. They demand blood.” 


It’s not enough 
It was never enough 
IT WILL NEVER BE ENOUGH. 


FOR AS LONG AS THERE ARE TYRANTS, IT WILL NEVER BE 
ENOUGH 


BLOOD FOR THE BLOOD GOD, BLOOD FOR THE BLOOD KING- 


“Yeah,” Philza finally says, voice cutting through the ocean of 
screams like a subtle knife. “| remember that being a thing that just 


happened with you alot. You’ve always had that, it’s just you got 
better at ignoring them.” 


Techno doesn't know why it surprises him, the idea that Philza had 
always known all along. He supposes he never really hid it. And 
Philza always had a habit of knowing Techno a bit better than he was 
ever meant to. 


“I’ve been tryin’ to ignore them lately, Phil,” Techno dares to say. “But 
they’re just so loud. They’re just so loud, Phil.” 


“Because they’re not getting fed,” Philza surmises. 


“[ just wanna stab something,"Techno shakily whispers. 


Like what, Phil? A stray voice dares to ask. 


Techno pushes the thought down and claps his hands together. “But 
I’m holdin’ back.” 


Philza’s cloudy, kind eyes soften, his worn talons resting on Techno’s 
arm. Their hands clasp over each other’s weathered lifemarks for the 
briefest moment. 


“I’m gonna be a good person, Phil,” Techno prays to the Angel at his 
side. “/’m gonna be a good person.” 


18. Changed 


At around the two day mark, Tommy decides that this is the worst 
day of his life. 


He thought maybe the sentencing itself would be the worst day of his 
life. Really, he did. What could have been worse than Tubbo selling 
him out to Hunter? What possibly could have topped being exiled 
from the nation he helped build? 


But as the days go on, Tommy learns better. It was never the 
moment itself that was the worst. It was what comes after. 


Living with it. 


Alone. 


Tommy Atkins Innit is henceforth exiled from L’manburg, Greater 
Prime, and every land that has been touched. 


The last bit of road had ended at about the 2 click mark, and they 
just kept going. At the 5 click mark, Hunter had marked out a simple 


dirt house, forced Tommy to reset his spawn point on a travel bed, 
burned everything Tommy had, and left with a flippant see you never. 


At least he left a full stack of rations before he fucked off. 


At least he didn’t just kill Tommy the moment there weren't any 
witnesses. 


At least Tommy still has the clothes on his back. 


...At least he’s still got Chekhov. 


“You can still call me Ghostbur,” the other man had allowed. “If you 
want.” 


Chekhov had tagged along right as Hunter and Tommy were 
traveling through the Greater Prime area, and he’d stayed. He’d 
stayed through every train transfer and every rickety boat ride it took 
to get here. He’d thought it was fun, even- like a little holiday 
vacation. 


(At least somebody’s having fun.) 


On the first day, they found a village nearby- Hunter, apparently, at 
least had the decency to leave them close to civilization, even if it 
was on the bloody fucking edge. Some fuck off nowhere town called 
Logstedshire. There was even a Nether portal, albeit one of those 
broken down ones, but it could be fixable if they got the right 
materials. 


“Did you know | built most of New L’manburg?” Chekhov asks. “With 
my dead hands.” He looks out at the shelter Hunter left for Tommy. “I 
could do it again. | could make you a nice little country out here!” 


And he did. While Tommy set up a way to get some food, Chekhov 
was gathering birch and terracotta to build a lovely ‘vacation home’. 


The Logstedshire folks were... nice. If Tommy had to say anything 
about them. They weren't dickheads, that’s for sure, and news didn't 
reach far enough out here for them to have opinions on the former 
Vice President. And things are almost okay, all things considering. 


A Nether portal waiting to be reconnected to roads. A village that 
could be traded with, full of people that could be talked to. An offer to 
build a nice new house. Hell, Tommy had even run into Sam- that 
creeper moblin engineer from the Badlands- who'd given him some 
pumpkin pie and offered a place to stay if he needed. 


Tommy could have a life out here. A new life. 


... lommy doesn’t want a new life. 


He wants his life. 


He wants to go home. 


“Hey, Tommy! Do you remember when you had a duel, and you lost 
one of your lives- just so you could prove L’manburg was strong 
enough to stand on its own feet?” 


“| do remember,” Tommy murmurs. 


“That was really cool,” Chekhov happily asserts. “Even though you 
lost, and you lost very quickly...” Chekhov's eyes grow distant. 
“,.and it was quite miserable to watch...” The smile snaps back onto 
his face. “You were still really cool, and it worked really well.” 


“| am really cool,” Tommy decides to agree. 


“Do you remember when you gave up the other disc, in order to take 
Schlatt down?” 


“| do.” 


“You did a really good job,” Chekhov softly says. “And everyone 
thinks you did really well. No one | can think of would laugh at you, 
Tommy. No one would laugh at you. No one here, no one on the 
server, would possibly think you’re a bad person, or make fun of your 
failures.” 


“Thank you,” Tommy hesitantly says. 


“No one would laugh at you. You did really good.” 


A loud, raucous laugh rattles through the woods. 


“Look at this loser!” An infuriatingly familiar voice barks. “Oh my god, 
this is the funniest thing I’ve ever seen! Oh my-” 


The voice collapses into a slight wheeze. 


“Hey, Technoblade!” Chekhov happily greets. 


Techno’s massive, stupid pig head peeks out of the treeline. “Hiya, 
Chekhov.” 


“WHAT THE FUCK-” Tommy stomps over to where the man stands. 
“| FUCKING HATE YOU, YOU PIG IN A CROWN LOOKIN’- 
FUCKING PINK PRICK!” 


Techno just laughs again. “Oh, remember how you gave up 
everything for your country and it just exiled you at the first threat?” 
He throws his head back. “Oh, that was hilarious!” 


“Hey Technoblade,” Chekhov chirps, “we're lads on tour!” 


“Leave,” Tommy tersely orders. “Leave, leave.” He readies his sword 
and flips Techno off. “Fuck you.” 


“Where’s your house?” Techno casually asks, scanning the horizon. 
“Pl find it.” 


“Don’t fucking tell him,” Tommy says to Chekhov. “If you tell him, he'll 
know where we are, and-” 


“Why wouldn't we want Technoblade to know where we are?” 
Chekhov tilts his head in a puzzled way. “He can be lads on tour with 
us!” 


Tommy points accusingly at Techno. “He’s a fucking villain, man!” 


“But | only have good memories with Technoblade,” Chekhov insists. 


“Aw, Okay,” Tommy sarcastically concedes. “Well, I'll give you some 
bad ones.” 


“I'm right here, y'know,” Techno flatly deadpans. 


As much as he doesn’t want Techno near Logstedshire- gods, what 
kind of shitty luck, running into this guy while foraging- there’s no 
point hiding, not from Techno. Man’s a fucking scent hound, he’d just 
smell his way back to wherever Tommy ran away to. 


Wherever Techno just came from, he’s dressed for the cold- 
somewhere way colder than here, that’s for sure, with the fur on his 
gloves and footwraps. His pale blue tunic would practically blend in 
with the snow if it weren’t for the red sash tying around his waist, and 
he’s wearing a heavier, darker cloak than he did since Tommy last 
saw him. 


And his hair's getting all white, too. Mane, beard, and all. Now he 
looks like even more of a stupid fucking old man than he used to. Or 
some kind of shitty polar bear. 


Techno’s golden eyes peer down at him. “You don’t even have 
shoes.” 


“I’m vacationing, dickhead. | don’t need shoes. Now leave.” Tommy 
punches the piglin in the chest. “Ow, fuck, that actually hurt.” He 
shakes his fist at Techno, regardless. “Politely- politely- die.” 


Techno just turns away from Tommy like that never happened, 
handing a bushel of golden carrots to Chekhov. “Have some food.” 


“Leave!” Tommy ducks into his shelter to check his furnaces, before 
running back out. “You're just here to mock us!” 


Techno watches Chekhov setting up a tent by the beach. “I’m not 
leaving. I’m here to watch the show.” 


“What show?” Tommy asks. 


Techno stares into Tommy's eyes. “The clown circus.” 


Tommy kicks Techno in the shins. 


“Alright, fair, that was a bit redundant.” Techno tilts his head. “But | 
do want to know, while | have you here. What are your plans going 
forward, now that you’ve lost everything? Still gonna blame me for all 
your problems?” 


“| don’t do that,” Tommy denies. 


“You do, Tommy,” Techno insists. “You really do.” 


“Fuck you.” 


“Tommy stubs his toe, and he’s like-” Techno clutches a hand to his 
chest. “-curse you, Technoblade!” 


“Go away.” Tommy walks down into a cave, pickaxe in hand. “I don’t 
like you. You’re- you're ridiculous, man. You blew up everything with 
a wither.” 


“First of all, no | didn’t. Wilbur blew everything up,” Techno corrects. 
“Second of all, you were the one that started a government.” 


“WHAT THE FUCK, MAN?” 


“How’s that government working out for you, Tommy?” Techno flatly 
presses. “You were the one defending it, and now you’ve been exiled 
by it. | feel so vindicated right now.” 


Tommy sinks his pickaxe into a vein of iron. “Why are you just stood 
there staring? Are you gonna help me?” 


Techno stares at him for a long, silent moment. 


“Nah,” he decides. 


“| hate you so much.” Tommy frowns as he eyes what might be a 
gold vein. “We were gonna get you for help, you know.” 


“You were gonna come to me for help?” Techno amusedly smiles. 
“Tommy, | need you to look at me.” 


And Technoblade takes off his mask. 


He wears that skull-like piece of gilded netherite like a second skin. 
Tommy’s seen him without it maybe a total of three times. He never 
takes it off. Every time he does, though, Tommy does a double take 
at how old Techno looks. 


Heavy, white streaked brows and coarse fur. His eyes are 
punctuated with deep-set wrinkles, and his mouth is lined where his 
lips curl over his tusks. It is a face that does not belong on his body. 


It is a face that does not belong on a Blade. 


“I’m a changed man, Tommy.” 


And just like that, Tommy remembers how much he hates his 
pretentious fucking prick. 


He winds back his fist and punches Techno right across the snout. 
Before he can even enjoy that, though, Techno knocks him back with 
a blunt strike from the pommel of his sword. 


“Jeez.” Techno pinches at his snout with his broad hooves. “That's 
what | get for trusting a human being. | take off my armor and you 
take your chance.” 


“You have a netherite sword, dickhead!” 


“You got two free hits, and then you folded!” Techno sighs wetly, 
golden blood pooling sluggishly out of his nose. “This is why you’re 
alone with no friends, Tommy. This is why you got exiled.” 


“And you're a hypocrite,” Tommy snaps. 


Techno stares at him wearily. 


“Sorry,” Tommy mutters. “That's not fair. Go on with whatever you 
were saying.” 


Techno snorts harshly. “Well, as | was saying. What are you gonna 
do now, now that you've lost everything? What's keeping you 
going?” He stares at the meager ores in the cave. “Why are you still 
working towards iron armor when everyone's kicked you out?” 


It’s not a taunt. It’s not a lesson. It’s just an honest question. Even 
after Tommy punched him in the face, it’s an honest question. 


Tommy may as well answer it. 


“Because you know what? Every single time | get battered down- 
every single time. Do you want to know something, Technoblade?” 
Tommy shoulders his pickaxe. “Il always get back up. And I’m gonna 
get back my discs.” 


Techno hums. “Ah, the discs.” A pause. “I’m just sayin’ Tommy. If you 
wanted those discs back, well... perhaps you’ve been workin’ with 
the wrong people.” 


Tommy turns around. “What the fuck does that-” 


He blinks. The cave behind him is empty. Technoblade is gone. 


Aside from a single drop of golden blood on the rocks, it’s like he 
was never there at all. 


Tommy lets out a punching breath and turns back to his work. 


19. So Die For Me 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Quackity, Quackity, desperately in love- desperate for love in all 
its forms. 


Quackity likes to think he’s a loving person. 


All other flaws aside, let him at least be loving. Devoted. 


He’s always been a loving person, he thinks. But lately, it seems he’s 
been a little bit of something else, too. His sing-song flirtations, his 
loving devotions, he cannot stand to keep them to himself, but giving 
it away fills him with this strange sort of heartache. 


Or maybe it’s more like hunger pangs. 


Yes, a hunger. There once was a time he could have lived on love 
alone, but that’s far beyond ruin now- ruined by whiskey and cigars 
and honeyed words. Schlatt’s long-dead sweetness lingers like 
poison in Quackity’s ears, souring everything that ever followed in 
his wake. 


It is no longer enough to love. Quackity is far too bitter to simply part 
with what little sweetness he still has. 


Not even for them. 


Karl and Sapnap are practically his whole world, now that Schlatt’s 
gone. They didn’t replace the man (they never even tried) but they 
were there. When Jebidiah Schlatt was getting buried in the fucking 
ground where he belongs, Karl and Sapnap were there. 


He loves them. He’s sure, in their own way, they might love him, too. 
But there are days he wonders if the pair ever looks at him- his 
manic tempers, his fitful sleep, his insistently preened wings- and 
sees a pretty broken bird to fix. A pet project to iron out the details of, 
out of the goodness of their hearts, now lacking anything to fix 
between themselves. 


Maybe it’s selfish, but Quackity does hope for some kind of proof 
they could love him the way he works so hard to love them. It’s a 
cruel hope, unfair for what it asks, but he hopes nonetheless. 


Working on El Rapids helps, but only so much. 


It is home, but more than that, it is a future. A future for Quackity and 
whatever he chooses to take with him. Would Karl and Sapnap work 
for that future? Would they even think of that future at all? 


Sapnap had proven himself beautifully, loyally, tragically. He had 
heard Quackity’s late night musings of the Butcher Army and offered 
himself as a sword against Technoblade. (Quackity had declined. 
This grudge was his and his alone.) 


But had Karl proven himself? Airy, happy-go-lucky Karl, who would 
vanish during the day and return by nightfall with his nose half-buried 
in his typewriters? 


“| would make time stand still,” Karl poetically promises, taking 
Quackity’s hand. “Like a photograph of this, right here. And I'd live 
inside it forever.” 


“’m serious,” Quackity laughs. 


“So am |,” Karl smiles. “For the two of you, anything.” 


“Would you die for me?” Quackity coyly questions. 


“Depends,” Karl concedes. “Are you asking me to?” 


Quackity smiles. 


-<>9Y<>- 


-EL RAPIDS REPORT- 


Lord Eret Denies Protest Deaths 


Lord Eret-of-rine denies any involvement in the terrorist attack that 
occured outside their castle this morning, injuring 5 peaceful 
protesters. The protesters were calling for the return of the previous 
King, George Malcolm Lore, to the throne, and calling the legitimacy 
of Eret’s recrowning into question. 


Karl Jacobs, an El Rapids citizen, was caught in the epicentre of the 
explosion and lost his first life before paramedics could arrive. El 
Rapids Secondary Pres. Quackity is calling upon Lord Eret for 
reparations concerning this unnecessary loss of life, as well as 
meetings to properly strengthen the individual relationship of El 
Rapids with Greater Prime. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


there's not really any sympathetic angle to this canon event 
other than quackity's dysfunctional desperation! he's just kind of 
fucked up tbh 


20. In Vino Veritas 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Say it again when you're sober. Maybe it'll even be true. 


It's somewhere around midnight when Tubbo sees Ranboo sliding 
into his field of vision. 


“Hey there, minutes man,” Tubbo lethargically greets. “Darling sugar 
honey pie pumpkin... guy.” 


“Those sure are words you said,” Ranboo observes as he takes off 
his raincoat. “You didn’t come home. | thought you'd be staying at 
Quackity’s again.” 


“Nooo,” Tubbo slowly insists. “] would never neglect... my marital 
attendance. Also, your couch is better.” 


Ranboo sighs. “You still haven’t gotten a place to stay?” 


“Your couch is better,” Tubbo repeats. 


“My couch is pretty great.” Ranboo stares down at Tubbo, grey and 
white hair falling over his face. “You’re drunk again.” 


“Just a bit.” Tubbo blearily gazes down the cliff edge, looking out at 
the city below. “This has been- this has been a very strange day for 
our nation, Ranboo.” 


“Yeah,” Ranboo concedes, “it has.” He tilts his squared head, flicking 
long horse-like ears. “It’s especially strange when you have no idea 
what's going on,” he blithely points out. 


Shit, right. Ranboo wasn’t there for the exile exchange. Fuck. (Was 
that really just a few days ago? It feels like years.) “Are you okay, do 
you need me to fill you in? It’s a bit of a-” Tubbo hiccups. “-it’s a bit of 
a mess right now.” 


“| know that Tommy probably got exiled, I’m assuming,” Ranboo 
starts. 


“Yeah, that- that-” Tubbo’s hand shakes for a glass that’s no longer in 
his hand. “-that probably did happen, you’re right...” 


“You guys went into a cave,” Ranboo continues. 


Tubbo snorts. Cave was definitely one word for Quackity’s veritable 
wall of crazy. “Yeah, yeah, yeah.” 


“And then | heard...” Ranboo pauses dramatically. “...propaganda.” 


Ah. 


“Yeah,” Ranboo concludes, mismatched eyes blinking blankly. 
“That’s- that’s it for today.” 


“| see,” Tubbo slowly says. “So that’s- that’s the conclusion you drew 
from the entirety of today.” 


Ranboo hums. “Yeah.” 


All of Tubbo’s stresses over a country on the brink of war, and the 
most anyone else will ever see of it is Tommy’s new absence and 
stray propaganda. 


A hysterical laugh bubbles in Tubbo’s throat. 


“Gods, I’m high right now,” he giggles. 


Ranboo’s tail swishes. “Oh, dear.” 


“No, I’m joki-” Tubbo sways on his feet, grabbing Ranboo’s arm as 
he fights a sudden wave of dizziness. “Oh my gooood,” he unsteadily 
shouts, “look at the grave wiggle!” 


Fucking- fucking cemetary graves wiggling out of the ground. Like 
worms crawling out of rotten bones. 


Mm. Bones. 


Oh, to be bones, swallowed by the earth and crawling with worms. 


Woah. 


Woahhhhhhh, gods, everything feels like worms- 


“-oh boy, okay, you- you good, Mr. President?” 


Tubbo lets out a long, bleating wheeze. “I see why Schlatt died of a 
heart attack, now.” 


“Yeah. Probably should walk away from the edge,” Ranboo levelly 
concludes, nudging Tubbo’s body further away from the cliff fence. 


Tubbo’s knees buckle as his hooves knock into an uneven patch of 
ground. “Uh-oh!” 


“Should probably walk a little away from the edge,” Ranboo repeats. 
“Just- follow my voice.” 


Tubbo wonders, briefly, why Ranboo cares. They’re not even really 
married. It was only ever playing pretend, a placeholder to write on 
each other’s gravestones to pretend they weren't as lonely as they 
actually were. 


But Ranboo cares, regardless. 


What a strange thought. 


“Remember how you said you wanted to run for president?” Tubbo 
asks as they sit down on a bench. 


Ranboo’s mandibles shift inside his mouth, scrunching his nose. 
“That was a joke, you know.” 


“There’s going to be an election next year,” Tubbo reminds him. 
“Second of Diomon.” 


“There will be.” 


“| hope you can do a better job than | did,” Tubbo soberly says. 


Ranboo breathes out a subtle sound that might have been a laugh. 
“You haven't done too bad,” he insists. 


“| didn’t want any of this,” Tubbo confesses. 


“Yeah,” Ranboo concedes. “I mean, you kind of got thrown into it, 
didn't you?” 


Tubbo hums. 


“| feel like, Ranboo, you’d be a good president. You'd be a fitting 
president.” Tubbo dares to look up at Ranboo’s face. “As long as you 
respect tradition and embrace change, you'll be good. You'll be 
good.” 


“Yeah.” Ranboo tilts his head down to meet Tubbo better. “And | 
mean, if | win, you’ll be Vice President. So-” He laughs. “-you’ll still 
have a little bit of control, whether you like it or not.” 


Tubbo pauses. He looks down at New L’'manburg, awash in a sea of 
lights, a sky littered with paper lanterns and airships passing in the 
night. 


“| don’t- | don’t think | need control, Ranboo. If you win, you will have 
this.” 


“Yeah,” Ranboo mutedly responds, a heavy weight in his voice. “I 
don't know what I’m gonna do with it.” 


“Make it better.” 


21. The Problem With Building Pandora's Box... 
Summary for the Chapter: 


...IS that it begs to be opened. 


-THE PRIME REPORTER- 


PANDORA'S VAULT: A SPECIAL REPORT 


This public announcement was additionally published in the New 
L'manburg News, Desert Bluffs, Jungle Junction, and the El Rapids 
Report. 


Awesamdude, manager and sole member of independent 
robotics/construction company SAMS, has made a_ public 
announcement revealing that he will not be available for any 
construction projects in the foreseeable future, as an anonymous 
benefactor has contracted him to construct a private prison, the first 
of its kind in server history. 


Though very few details have been disclosed (due to security 
reasons), PANDORA'S VAULT will be an aquatic mega-structure, 
and almost entirely automated. For public safety, and to deter 
prisoner escape, it will remain adrift at sea anchored by an 
underwater railway system, only boardable via a portal kiosk docked 
in the Badlands, just east of Snowchester peninsula. 


Pandora’s Vault is a state-of-the-art facility designed entirely with 
Awesamdude’s vast architectural wizardry expertise, with some 
specifications dictated by the anonymous benefactor. 


No expense has been spared in the sheer extent of possible 
automation. Doors, monitoring systems, and even the _ internal 
architecture itself is subject to a constantly self-editing redstone 
network. It will be constructed almost entirely out of blast resistant 
materials, and a layered redundant field of magical wards shall be 
put in place for additional protection. 


This automation is designed to leave as little room for mortal error as 
possible. Necessary interaction between guards and prisoners will 
be next to none- the facility will require minimal staffing, with even 
food and first aid being delivered and distributed without necessary 
staff interference. Guards will only be necessary for additional visitor 
security and as a deterrence of conflict between prisoners. 


This is specially designed to be the most humane system possible, 
with the least risks incurred by staff, visitors, or prisoners. 


This prison has been commissioned due to a lack of dedicated 
detainment facilities on the server- though local jails exist, there is no 
large-scale structure that is able to cope with more severe or 
otherwise long-term criminals. 


After completion, the prison will be personally wardened by 
Awesamdude and SAMS robotic systems. It will continue to be 
funded by the anonymous benefactor for a set amount of time as a 
proof of concept, and all territories present on the Dreamlands will be 
free to rent its facilities for the housing of their own criminals. 


22. We Call Him Tommy Atkins All The Same 


Summary for the Chapter: 
Tommy, Tommy Atkins, you're a good un, heart and hand. 
You're a credit to your calling, and to all your native land. 


May your luck be never failing. May your love be ever true! 
God bless you, Tommy Atkins, here's your country's love to you! 


Tommy wakes up, opens his door, and looks outside. 


There’s a giant, cheerful Winter’s Moon box sitting outside his front 
yard. 


“Prime’s fucking sake, not this shit again.” 


He slams his door shut as he exits the house, worn shoes scuffing 
against the ground as he passes the blue tent by his porch, walking 
past the threshold of his stripped log fences. 


He flips off the big present box. 


“Fuck you!” he shouts into the forest. “You think I’m gonna fall for 
your fucking pity gifts again, you fucking weirdoes?” 


The leaves of the forest shake with silent laughter, but the false 
promise of their presents stay stubbornly... well, present. 


That’s the problem with living away from the cities. It’s living away 
from the wards - the wards that keep away wild magic and harmful 
spirits. 


In the brief time Tommy had sat through school in church, one of the 
earliest things they drilled into young children was the dangers of 
wild magic. A strange energy to abandoned and quiet places that 
made dreams come true. 


The unfortunate part, though, is nightmares are dreams, too. 


The wild magic of Logstedshire’s edge pulls at Tommy’s lonely heart 
and it answers him with throngs of undead at his fence every night, 
impaling themselves on spiked barricades. It answers with friendly 
voices in the fog and familiar shapes in the water- always, always in 
the water, calling to him with beckoning arms as if to steal him away. 


It’s been getting harder and harder to tell what’s real. 


When Wilbur was alive, he’d been ward enough himself. He could 
sweet talk anything, player or spirit alike, and Tommy had never had 


to worry about the dangers of wild things. But Wilbur is dead, and 
Chekhov is more prone to attracting spirits than driving them away. 


Some days, it feels like Hunter is the only thing that’s real. 


As much as the green son of a bitch had loudly insisted he’d never 
see Tommy again after practically dropping him off the face of the 
earth, he came back, griping about how he’d been asked to keep an 
eye on Tommy's exile. 


Aside from Chekhov, he’s the only person that visits. 


“Got anything to drop in the hole today?” Hunter asks. 


It was this littlke game Hunter would play every time. Hunter digs a 
hole, Tommy drops something inside, Hunter destroys it with a nice 
round of TNT. The more Tommy dropped in the hole, or the more 
valuable those things were, the nicer Hunter would be for the rest of 
the visit. 


Except it didn’t matter if Tommy wanted to play or not. 


He drops his things, or he dies. 


Today, it was some red and yellow clay- leftovers from the forest's 
fake gifts. 


“Come on,” Hunter insists. “| know you've got more than that.” 


“That's all | have this time,” Tommy lies. 


Hunter laughs good-naturedly, jostling Tommy’s arm with a friendly, 
bruising, armored punch. “Don't hold out on me.” 


Tommy sucks in a breath and takes a pocket-knife out of his coat. 


Hunter hums appreciatively as Tommy drops it into its makeshift 
grave, whistling happily as his latest round of explosives rips it to 
shreds. 


“That was a gift,” Tommy whispers. 


“Oh, don’t be such a baby. You know you're not allowed to hoard 
dangerous stuff like that. What if you go and cause trouble again?” 


Tommy’s mouth flattens. “Right.” 


“You're lucky I’m so nice,” Hunter insists. “I bet if anybody else was 
in charge of you, you’d get shot for having knives.” 


“Lucky me,” Tommy deadpans. 


“Exactly,” Hunter sincerely agrees. He slings an arm around 
Tommy’s shoulders. “Gimme a house tour. | wanna check your 
barricades.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Tommy!” Tubbo shouts. “Tommy, help!” 


Tommy sprints out into the lake. “Hold on, man, I’m coming!” 


Tubbo’s bleating scream drowns with a wet gurgle as he sinks below 
the surface of the water, the epaulettes of his suit trailing upwards as 
his body goes down. 


“TUBBO!” Tommy dives into the lake. “TUBBO, HOLD ON-” 


Tommy wakes up with a start, coughing seawater out of his lungs as 
he flails towards land. 


“God fucking dammit,” Tommy hoarsely chokes, salt burning in his 
throat as he collapses onto the sand. 


-<>Y<>- 


“You know why | exiled you,” Hunter asserts. 


“Why?” 


“You don’t listen to me! Every time | say anything you just go-” 
Hunter’s voice pitches with an exaggerated accent. “Fuck you, fuck 
you-” 


“FUCK YOU!” Tommy shouts. “I don’t fucking sound like that!” 


“You're like a little bug in my house!” Hunter amusedly summarizes. 
“And then | put you outside. And now I’m making sure you stay 
outside.” 


Tommy sighs heavily. “Why are you even here, man?” 


“C’mon, Tommy,” Hunter needles. “Just because you're exiled 
doesn't mean we aren't still friends.” 


"Just because | killed your friends and family doesn’t mean we can’t 
be bros,” Tommy mockingly abbreviates. 


“Well, it’s true.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Stand on the Prime log,” Chekhov ominously orders. 


Lagos sputters. “What the fuck?” 


“Stand on the Prime log,” Tommy repeats after Chekhov. 


“LOG! LOG! LOG! LOG! LOG-” 


Lagos sighs and stands on a large, unstripped log, tied with 
wildflowers and placed behind an offering plate laden with a single 
apple. “There? Are your primes satisfied?” 


Tommy whoops. “The guest has stood upon the Prime log! Blessings 
for Prime, yeaaaah!” 


“Blesssings of Prime!” Chekhov shouts. 


“Good gods, you two weirdos are going crazy out here.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“So | thought,” Chekhov starts. “What else does Tommy like? What’s 
Tommy Innit, what’s he a fan of?” His talons scuff the floor of the 
house. “Come over here- stand here, | think you’re gonna like this 
gift.” 


“Alright.” 


Chekhov claps his hands together. “What does Tommy like? His 
favorite thing in the whole wide world is Tubbo!” 


Chekhov places a compass in Tommy’s hand. But instead of pointing 
to spawn, it points to... 


...to New L’'manburg. 


To Tubbo. 


Your Tubbo, it reads. 


“Tommy, | know you really like Tubbo, and | know you really, really 
miss him,” Chekhov gently says. “So | made this. And it basically 
points you in the direction of Tubbo at all times!” His eyes soften. “So 
no matter where you are on this bitch of an earth, you'll know exactly 
where Tubbo is. | thought you’d really appreciate that.” 


Tommy’s fingers curl around the tiny, tiny disk of metal. 


“Thank you.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Tommy stands and stares at the Nether portal leading back to 
spawn. 


“Are you gonna go through it?” Hunter neutrally asks. 


“You're not gonna kill me,” Tommy asserts. “What would you do to 
me if | went through?” 


“| would kill you,” Hunter corrects. “C’mon, Tommy, you know how 
this works.” 


“But- it’s almost Winter’s Moon!” Tommy protests. “Can’t | spend the 
holiday at home? With my friends?” 


“You can spend the holiday with your friends,” Hunter points out. 
“Just not there.” 


“lL can go!” Chekhov brightly says. “Il can take pictures for you, 
Tommy!” 


“| just wanted to see the holiday trees,” Tommy wavers. 


Hunter tilts his head up. “Oh, yeah! The trees! Is it that time already? 
| kind of want to go see them now, lemme hop in and take a look.” 


Hunter disappears through the portal with Chekhov. 


And Tommy is alone. 


He walks to the side of the Nether road, staring dejectedly down into 
the lava far down below. The bubbling heat is the only thing that 
feels real right now. 


An armored hand snatches the collar of his shirt, forcing him away 
from the edge. 


“It's not your time to die yet, Tommy,” Hunter says. 


Tommy looks away from the lava. “It’s never my time to die.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“You know what | reckon?” Tommy says to Hunter one day. “I reckon 
people ain't visited ‘cus it’s too hard. I’m gonna connect up a Nether 
road.” 


“Okay.” Hunter starts placing down obsidian for a portal frame, right 
next to Tommy’s house. 


“Hunter, uh- | was already fixing a broken portal down near the 
village, | don’t want that thing too close to my house,” Tommy 
stammeringly points out. 


“You said the problem was that it’s too hard to visit you, right?” 
Hunter stares down at him past his mask. “If it’s right here, then 
there won't be any excuse to visit you anymore. Right?” 


Tommy takes a shaking breath. 


“Break the other portal, Tommy.” 


“Okay,” Tommy meekly concedes. “You're right. You’re always right.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Hunter nods after Tommy places his latest scrounged-together piece 
of iron armor in a hole, striking a burning arrow to set it on fire. 


“Good job today. You didn’t hide any stuff from me.” Hunter turns 
around and walks back towards the portal. 


“You're leaving already?” Tommy asks. 


“Yeah? I’ve got shit to do, Tommy. You’re not my whole life.” 


“But-” Tommy walks after him. “-but nobody’s talked to me all day! 
Even Chekhov hasn't been here!” 


“That's not my problem,” Hunter dismissively says. 


“Please.” Tommy pulls on Hunter’s sleeve. “Please, come on, just a 
few tocks, you're the only thing that scares off the magic-” 


Hunter bats Tommy back with the blunt end of his netherite axe. 
“DON’T FUCKING TOUCH ME!” he harshly shouts. “You're being 
punished, Tommy, you think I’m gonna coddle you like a baby? The 
only reason I’m here is because no one else wants to deal with you!” 


Tommy steps back, hugging at the new bruising ache in his ribs. 


Hunter stares at him for a brief moment and sighs. 


“You're such a fucking child. Come here.” He pulls Tommy into a 
gruff hug. “I can’t just spoil you. Gimme some of your firewood and 
’ll stay for a few more clicks, you’ve got a lot of that anyway.” 


“Yeah-” Tommy takes a rattling breath. “-yeah, okay.’ 


“You're lucky I’m so nice.” 


“| know.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“I’m gonna throw a party,” Tommy decides. “Just have all my friends 
over. I’m allowed to do that, right?” 


“Sure,” Hunter decides. “Can | come?” 


“| mean, | guess.” Tommy scratches his head. “Kinda weird to invite 
yourself to someone else’s party.” 


“Well, ’'m gonna be helping to set it up,” Hunter asserts. “So it’s like 
my party too, right?” 


“Sure.” Despite himself, Tommy almost feels a little excited. 
“Chekhov can send out the invites, since he’s allowed to leave. 


Everyone can come and see my holiday tree! And- and the beach is 
real nice. We could have a beach party. | could bake a cake!” 


“For all your friends,” Hunter surmises. 


“Yeah. ‘Cus they’re my friends! They’d show up for me if | asked.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Tommy had been moving a table to the beach when the magic fled. 


He’d gotten used to that constant hum of bullshit in his brain- 
whispering with fake voices, leaving phantom images on the edge of 
his vision. They were a constant companion these days, and they 
never left no matter what Tommy did. 


And then it was gone. 


Tommy sees a blue-eyed crow hop onto his beach chairs. He runs 
back to his house and sees a shock of sungold hair just over the hill 
by his portal. 


“Tommy!” Chekhov chirps out. "Look! Look who | brought!” 


“Hi, mate,” Philza softly says. His smile is gentle, his scarred eyes 
are kind, and for one blessed moment, all is right with the world. 


And then Tommy remembers what he saw the last time he saw 
Philza. 


“You’ve brought one of Techno’s friends,” Tommy sullenly notes to 
Chekhov. 


Philza hums as he tilts his head towards Tommy. “More of an 
acquaintance.” 


“Look at who | brought you!” Chekhov says again. “| brought you 
Philza. Look at ‘im!” Chekhov fondly cups Philza’s face in his hands, 
which Philza accepts with a quiet laugh. “Look at his little clothes, 
he’s wearing blue!” 


Tommy looks at the old man- the white trims of his loose blue shirt, 
the black of his skirt, the lazy draping of his red shawl. There’s an 
emerald at his ear again, the way it was when Tommy was younger, 
and there’s a gold-threaded piece of white fabric tied around the 
crown of his hat. 


“You look fancy,” Tommy decides to say. “Makes your eyes look 
bluer.” 


(It’s easier to look into Philza’s kind, blind eyes than to linger on the 
phantom mirages of Tubbo haunting his peripheral again.) 


“| brought you some presents,” Philza cheerfully says, opening up 
his enderbox. He hands over a pair of blue fuzzy slippers. 


“Oh my god!” Tommy turns the object around in his hands. It feels 
real. |t feels so real compared to everything that’s happened in the 
last two weeks that it hurts. His own embroidered name stares back 
at him. “Tommy slippers?” 


Philza chuckles. “It's getting cold, y'know. Winter's makin’ it’s way 
down here.” 


“Phil, remember the thing Techno gave you,” Chekhov gently 
reminds. 


Philza blinks. He reaches his hand back into the enderbox (how he 
knows where anything is when he can't even see it, Tommy will 
never know) and produces an emerald, hanging off a golden chain. 


“What, is that a Technoblade friendship emerald?” Tommy 
sarcastically asks. 


“He gave me three,” Philza honestly says. “And | passed ‘em out.” 
His talons twirl briefly at his own shining earring. “Gave one to 
Chekhov.” 


“Technoblade isn’t declaring his friendship with me, is he?” Tommy 
asks. “Cus I'll burn it.” 


“It’s for you, from me,” Philza reassures him. 


Okay. 


“Thank you, Phil,” Tommy sincerely says. “We can be friends. 
Y’know, | need friends in a time like this.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Chekhov is... just a bit exhausted. 


Just a bit. 


He was supposed to be taking Tommy’s invitations back to his 
friends! And he did! He went back to New L’manburg, and he found 


all the addresses, and he’d put about half of the invitations in the 
right mailboxes when suddenly he'd gotten very, very tired. 


That’s been happening more and more often as of late. Going about 
his normal day and suddenly getting bone-tired for no real reason. 
Heavy and slow and achey. He’d brought it up to Beni once and the 
older elytra said that sounded pretty normal for having fronted too 
long. Just another one of the many, many side effects of Wilbur’s 
absence in this body. 


(At least it’s not rotting on top of that. Divine corpses do tend to have 
a long shelf life when they aren't destroyed.) 


“You lost, Wilbur?” 


Chekhov turns to the new voice. “Lagos! Hello! Are you on your way 
to Tommy’s again?” 


“Maybe,” Lagos vaguely says. “What are you doing?” 


“?’m gonna send all of Tommy’s invitations so his friends can come to 
his party!” Chekhov cheerfully relays. “But I’m feeling a little tired, 
and I’m worried it’s going to rain again.” 


“Nothing wrong with a little rain,” Lagos dismisses. 


“| don't like the rain,” Chekhov plaintively says. “It stings. | think it’s 
because Wilbur’s dead. Rain does weird stuff to dead things.” 


“Sounds like you’re a little under the weather.” Lagos holds out his 
hand. “Why don’t you give me the rest? I'll hand them out for you. I'll 
even go and check to make sure you put the other ones in the right 
houses.” 


Chekhov hums uncertainly. “Tommy asked me to hand them out.” 


“’m sure Tommy wouldn't want you pushing yourself for something 
as trivial as a few party invites,” Lagos reasonably says. “Imagine if 
you sent them wrong because you got too tired.” 


Chekhov looks down at the wooden docks. “That would be terrible.” 


“Exactly! So | can just take them instead.” Lagos shrugs. “Hell, 
maybe you could take a little walk after | free you up. Get some fresh 
air.” 


Chekhov looks up to the sky. “It really does look like it’s about to rain, 
though.” 


Lagos points towards the... north? South? “You could go through 
that snowy area right there, see if that gets you ahead of the rain.” 


Chekhov curls his hands tighter around his bag. “But what if it rains 
there, too? Then I’d be caught in the rain and the snow.” 


“’m sure you'll be fast enough,” Lagos insists. 


“|... Suppose. You know this area better than me, at any rate.” 
Chekhov hands him the papers and turns back on the road. “I'll see 
you at the party?” 


Lagos' smiling rabbit mask stays the same as ever. “If you can make 
it in time.” 


What a nice man. 


-<>Y<>- 


When no one had shown up on time to the party, Tommy hadn't 
thought much of it at first. It was a good thing, even! He had time to 
sweep up the paths, check his picnic baskets, set up the good 
jukebox he had. He’d graced his girlfriend- the very nice tailoring 
mannequin he keeps in his yard- one good look, and he'd given his 
mooshroom cow a lovely pat on the nose. (It may be a possessed 


cow with mushrooms growing out of its body, but it’s adorable, 
okay?) 


Hell, he’d even rang the bell for the Prime log a few times- for luck, 
y'know? 


But no one was there. 


Just Hunter. 


“Sorry I’m running a little late,” Hunter apologizes. “I tried to make it.” 


“No, it’s fine.” Tommy pauses, remembering Hunter's rules, and 
shrugs off the armor he was wearing to clear out creepers from the 
property. “Sorry. Here you go.” 


“No, no, no.” Hunter steps away from the pile of items. “It’s fine.” 


“Really?” Tommy hopefully dares. 


“| mean, yeah. Today’s the party, right?” 


Huh. Okay. 


Tommy walks down to the beach. “Where is everyone?” 


“|... don’t know,” Hunter slowly says. “Wilbur sent everyone the 
invites, didn’t he?” 


“Why's no one here, then?” Tommy wonders. 


“ Uuuuuuh...” Hunter makes a stalled noise in his mouth. “Maybe 
they’re running late?” 


“| couldn’t even see anyone in the Nether road,” Tommy sadly points 
out. “I checked.” 


Hunter stares at him awkwardly. 


“Why don’t we make the most of it until people do show up?” Hunter 
offers after a bit. 


“But- | thought people would be here by now.” 


“| thought | was late,” Hunter concedes. “I’m surprised other people 
haven't shown up.” 


Tommy hesitantly opens up his picnic baskets. “I guess we can have 
some cake.” 


“Ay!” Hunter takes a slice and lifts his mask just enough to take a 
hearty bite. 


“Does it taste good?” Tommy dejectedly asks. 


“Yeah!” Hunter brightly compliments. He pushes the plate towards 
Tommy. “Have a slice.” 


Tommy leans away in his chair. “I lost my appetite.” 


They sit in silence as Hunter keeps eating his cake slice. 


Tommy roughly shoves himself away from the table. “No one cares 
about me anymore!” 


“That's not true,” Hunter tokenly offers. 


“No one cares about me,” Tommy shakily repeats. 


“Tommy.” 


“No one cares, no one cares! No one cares, do they?” Tommy walks 
away from the beach and all the lovely, lovely chairs he placed 
around his only table. “No one showed up to my party! It’s the one 
thing they had to do for me after exilin’ me, and fuckin’ me over, and 
not one of them came with me! None of them care about me 
anymore.” His voice drops to a growl. “Cus I’m not in L’manburg 
anymore. |’m not the Vice President.” 


He turns towards Hunter as he walks back up the road to his house. 


“Have you noticed how now that I’ve got no power no mo’, everyone 
has fucking left me.” He throws up his arms. “Everyone’s left me, 
everyone's fuckin’- they don’t care.” 


The sun is setting. Tommy looks down at the tools at Hunter’s belt. 


“Gimme your pickaxe. Just for a bit.” 


Hunter hands over his netherite pickaxe, and Tommy stomps through 
the Nether portal. He stares at the road he painstakingly built, just for 
the hope that anyone would come to see him. 


“FUCK THIS, MAN!” He sprints down the road. “If no one’s gonna 
put in the fucking effort to come and see me, then I’m gonna make 
the effort harder! If no one cares anymore, they- no one cares 
anymore, other than-” 


Other than you, Tommy never says. 


“Tommy,” Hunter sympathetically intones, “I’m sure there’s some 
reason.” 


“But no one came!” 


“Maybe they were busy, and it wasn’t as important,” Hunters offers. 


Tommy lifts the pickaxe and rams it into the road, breaking the 
cobbles one by one as the bridge crumbles and falls into the lava 
sea below. 


“They all chose to exile me,” he spits. “And then they all promise 
they'll come and see me- Big Q and Fundy looked fucking sad when 
| left. And then they just fucking leave.” 


Tommy looks at the sizable hole he’s made. It’s uncrossable. He 
takes a chopped log and places it over the new, treacherous 
expanse, leaving him and Hunter alone together on the other side. 


“If anyone wants to see me from now on, they have to make the 
fucking walk.” 


23. Grim Reaporter 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Report compiled and transcripted by Ranboo My-Beloved at 
request of Pres. Underscore and Vice Pres. Quackity for the 
Butcher Army Initiative. 


Concerning Philza JWM Craft and the nature of his relationship to 
Public Enemy No. 1: a series of observations 


Mr. Craft is a retired private contractor currently living in 216 Saint’s 
Row (Unit A) with his grandson Mr. Dy-Soot and an unrelated citizen, 
Frank Billybob (Unit B) (This was the name he gave me when asked. 
Someone please check if this is a joke or not). Following the largely 
completed reconstruction of New L’manburg, Mr. Craft lives on 
pension and holds no government office, though he has close ties to 
Mr. Dy-Soot and the President. 


Mr. Craft, an elytron of advanced age, is legally blind and flightless 
following the Manberg Detonation, and is also afflicted with certain 
chronic medical conditions. | have never observed the above to be of 
hindrance to his quality of life, but | am admittedly not well- 
acquainted with his daily needs. Any further observation of this 
nature should defer to Mr. Dy-Soot. 


Provided by Mr. Dy-Soot: Mr. Craft uses sight guides, a cane, and is 
on specialized pain medication. Adept at self-accommodation but is 


having some difficulties re-adjusting after new injuries. (Big oof. Am | 
allowed to say that in a government report? I’m leaving it in. | feel 
like this is worth one (1) big oof.) 


The precise date at which Mr. Blade began soliciting Mr. Craft is 
unclear, as well as if Mr. Craft is aware of Mr. Blade’s actual identity. 
All confirmed or suspected sightings of Mr. Blade in his company are 
in disguise- Mr. Craft is clearly aware that these are all the same 
person, but we aren't sure if he knows WHO that person is. 


It is, however, known that Mr. Blade must be aware of Mr. Craft’s 
identity and relation to the late founder Pres. Soot. Former Vice 
Pres. Innit had, prior to this investigation, mentioned that Mr. Blade 
was very familiar with Mr. Soot, and had heard Mr. Craft’s voice on 
call in Pogtopia. He had enough base information to be able to 
recognize Mr. Craft and specifically seek him out. 


Over the course of the investigation, it is observed that Mr. Blade 
and Craft are in some form of contact on a near daily basis, and 
meet in person upwards of 3-5 times a week, often disappearing to 
secondary locations outside of NLM jurisdiction. 


Most crucially, there appears to be a CONSISTENT secondary 
location, which may be Mr. Blade’s current base of operations. The 
fabric patterns and specific cut of coinage sent in his gifts to Mr. Craft 
suggest the Neve coast, and Mr. Craft has been observed to leave 
NLM visiting “a friend” without needing to meet up wit Mr. Blade. So, 
not only is there a trackable base of operations, but Mr. Craft has 
some method of reaching it on his own. 


Mr. Craft is often lethargic and less coordinated than normal after 
returning from these outings, giving incredibly vague answers when 
asked about his activities- more concerningly, he’s shown consistent 
signs of recently healed injuries and an excess of regeneration 
potions, as well as receiving gifts/mail with no return address. 


(I’m not sure we should jump to conclusions. He was already injured 
and normally injury prone anyways?) 


Mr. Blade’s intent with Mr. Craft is unclear, but there is a concerning 
level of investment. Optimistically, Mr. Blade may be_ simply 
befriending Mr. Craft for espionage purposes, but we also need to 
accept the possibility that Mr. Craft may be harmed or otherwise 
endangered in these encounters, and is either unwilling or unable to 
speak about it. 


(Did anyone actually talk to him about this? | get we’re gathering intel 
but it’s kind of creepy to speculate about this kind of stuff. Highkey 
kind of mean to assume Phil’s getting abused.) 


Factoring the strong possibility of exploitation/endangerment and Mr. 
Craft’s lack of knowledge pertaining to Mr. Blade, Mr. Dy-Soot also 
strongly advises this investigation to account for Mr. Craft’s mental 
State when considering any punishment or direct action. 


Mr. Craft has dissociative CES (cognitive elytra syndrome) and 
undiagnosed C-PTSD, both of which independently affect his ability 


to form/recall memory. He also appears to struggle with depression 
and asocial tendencies which have worsened after his son’s death 
and increased public attention. 


His actions should not be criminalized. Intervention must proceed 
with extreme caution to prevent Mr. Craft from placing himself in 
harm’s way, as well as protect him from any following retaliation from 
Mr. Blade. 


In order to deflect suspicion from Mr. Blade, apparent observation 
will now be halted. A team will be sent to 216 Saints Row on 16 
Dodekamon to question Mr. Craft and enact any necessary 
protective measures. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


fundy: my grandpa has 27 mental illnesses. or whatever amount 
disqualifies him from getting killed by a government hitman, 
please. (Please.) 


24. The Strongest Will 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Technoblade lives another day. 


For a time, Techno plays at being normal. 


He builds a heated pond for his turtles- small freshwater terrapins, 
good for scutes and occasional meat, though he doesn’t often 
indulge in the latter. The wilds around his home are full enough with 
wild birds and rabbits that he rarely needs to bother. 


He checks on his bee farm in the greenhouse by his home, another 
one of Philza’s many projects. There’s a nice herb garden inside, 
which is certainly a plus in such a cold biome (though Techno 
suspects Philza may have also just been craving bees.) 


It's productive to farm. To build. To do something with his hands 
other than reap violence. 


It certainly gives him and Hubert something to do out here. Slowly, 
surely, they adjust to their new status quo, and after a week or so 
Hubert can bring himself to go outside to do tasks at the farm, or 
check the woods at night for hostile mobs. 


Philza visits, and he visits often. These days, it seems like he half 
lives in Techno’s arctic home, despite his denial to the contrary. He 
builds a second unit across from Techno’s main house- for extra 
storage space and a guest room, or so he claims- and connects the 
two buildings by a small, sturdy bridge above the snow. Techno 
keeps finding him falling asleep over the work desk there. 


(Philza keeps staring out into the sky. Not once has Techno seen him 
fly.) 


Techno comes home one day to find a free enderman in his house, 
huddled peacefully over his fire, green eyes lost and haunted. Philza 
speaks to the man in rusted, gentle Endscript, and the newly named 
Edward is given a room and his own fireside chair. 


Techno isn’t quite sure when Chekhov had joined them afterwards, 
found shivering and half-frozen at the doorstep with no explanations, 
but he opens his door regardless, and Chekhov never gets around to 
leaving the guest room Philza leaves empty. 


The people of Neve have started to know him by name. He finds 
himself carving house spirit totems, lovingly painted foxes in white 
wood, as if he expects the house to last long enough to need the 
protection. 


His empty house, despite it all, is turning into a home. The 
monotonous contentment of repetitive days start to blend together. 


Lagos asks to meet on their old mountain. 


He says there are bounty hunters searching for Techno’s head, but 
the warning feels hazy and distant. Techno had long ensured that his 
house would not be reachable by mortal means, and Philza 
possessed the only thing that would find him by immortal means. 


He does not tell Lagos any of these things as Lagos hands him a 
map to a woodland mansion. 


The woodland mansions that create totems of undying. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Techno stands at the doorway and holds two totems carved in 
Nether quartz- simple, boar headed figures with wings. 


No further words are needed. The mansion doors open, and Techno 
readies his sword. 


The process of undying totems is a simple one. In order to be given 
life, one must prove they are not afraid of death. They must risk their 
life in order to gain the ultimate wvill to live. 


Dark clothed players advance towards him, their grey skin singing 
with the magic that makes their bodies as sturdy as stone. Axes and 
crossbows swipe at his body as swooping spirits and spectral fangs 
dive at his shield. 


He remembers, distantly, that this ritual will kill him if he fails. Even 
as a god, he was never the peak of strength, and he is nearly mortal 
now. 


He could... actually die. He’s never done that before. 


The thought frightens him. 


For the first time in thousands of years, Technoblade is afraid to die. 
But most of all, he wants fo live. 


| want to live, his soul stubbornly sings. / will live, it sings with every 
arrow that strikes into his shield. / will not die. 


/ will not die, Technoblade prays. 


| WILL NOT DIE, sings the soul of the Blood of the Covenant, and its 
song rings true. 


The two totems tucked into his clothes burst into light, green eyes 
filled with life as their quartz bodies glimmer with a gilded sheen. 


The players of the mansion fall back as he knocks into the ground, 
his kneeling form steadied by the leverage of his sword sunk into the 
floor. 


(Technoblade, nearly mortal, finds his way back home, the will of god 
tucked in his pockets twice over.) 


25. Sincerely, Me 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Pen pals! Pals that pen. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


warning for reading/vision impaired: some disjointed text that 
may be difficult to read. 


EYYYYY TOMMY 
How are you doing? Hope you are well. 
You probably arent well huh.... 


Welp 


hope you find a way back in here 


Here is a joke: 


What do you call a bad idea? 


Letting a green man have total control 


That was pretty funny huh 


Anyway, just write in the book to reply and leave it here. 


talk to you soon. 


-Ranboo (WITH NO B AT THE END | SWEAR) 


-<>Y<>- 


Hi Rabboo! 


Its me. Big T. Aka Tommy. AKa Tommy Gun The finest 


Just being okay you know. 


Looking for Blaze Power at the min ahaha 


Anyways speak to you soon sorry you have to be so quiet when 
messaaging me im really all over the place ahahahhah the ghost 
smells awfully fucking weird 


Bye bYe from Tommy! 


Smiles all around all around the park 


-<>9Y<>- 


Hey Tommy! 


| dont really Know what happened to the last book, but we can just 
use this one. 


Hope you are doing a little better, Tubbo is doing well, he does seem 
like he regrets what he did, so maybe there could be hope in the 
future for you to return! i left the "house" you made exactly how it 
was. 


Here's another joke: 


If we make muffin a swear then badboyhalo can't speak at all, and 
that is pretty funny | think. 


Hope you don't die in lava. 


-Ranboo (STILL WITH NO B AT THE END) 


-<>¥Y<>- 
Hi Ranboob! 
Its me. Big T. 


Im afraid of Lava not im Lava Phobic. 


Im doing good! Im feleong begtger. Hands are a little shakeir rhen 
ahhaha 


Thinking about reininstallling comm chat. | miss ladies 


Very loenly. Very scared. Please visit soon 


Tommy (aka Big T) 


-<>Y<>- 


You should reinstall chat that is a good idea. 


| didnt Know you guys were here, | feel like someone is trying to take 
the mail as the last book was gone. | will figure out a better way of 


communication. 


Dear Prime hunter is scary. Heres a joke: 


Bazinga 


that was funny. Stay sane 


-Ranboo 


-<>9Y<>- 


| guess i hid the other mailbox a bit too well as you had no idea 
where it was. So i hope that you found this one at least. 


Hope you are doing well! | do plan to visit soon so maybe you could 
think of something that we could do that could be fun. Things are 


going well here, | made a pit where people fight. | have not fought 
anyone in this pit but | hope to soon because it would be fun. 


Here is another joke: 


George is still not found. He is lost. And that is funny. 


Anyway, i hope you arent going too insane. See you later, 


-Ranboo (WITH NO B) 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tommy 


HI ranboo. 


Not feeling talkative today. 


K. 


Man 


Anwyas ahah im feeling down so fuckin down im alone and no one 
no fucking one comes to visit me a lot and i want to go 


Tommy 


-<>9Y<>- 


Yeah sorry, | hid the chest in the christmas tree but i guess that was 
just too good of a spot. 


| dont understand why no one is visiting, but | hope that yesterday 
was fun. 


Here is a joke: 


people are ugly as hell huh 


That was a good joke. 


Anyway, hope to have you back soon 


-Ranboo (1 SWEAR THERE IS NO B AT THE END PLEASE) 


-<>Y<>- 


Hi ranboo 


Feeling distant 


Everyone is pitying me. Not sure how much longer | can go. 


| can't sleep Ranboo. Every night. Loneliness hanunts me. | can't 
cuddle my likes when I'm asleep. Even thouhg the primes got me, 


I'm still so so alone i'm so alone help me ranboo pelkase for hte lover 
of god i thin kand i type like god but im not fgod im just a big im just a 
pussy 


Your Faithfully, 
Big T 


-<>Y<>- 


HEY BUDDY! 


| really hope that you are doing better from what you wrote 
yesterday. Ill try to visit you as much as | can and just know that it 
isnt out of pity. Its because you're the only one that hasnt left yet. 


Hope to see you again soon. 


-Ranboo 


26. The Accident 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Tommy's only friend. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Contains one word of exotic text, not meant to be legible. 


Ever since Tommy cut out his Nether bridge, no one’s ever visited 
him since. 


Which proves his fucking point, honestly. If they don’t want to visit 
him now, they never wanted to visit him at all. 


If Tubbo had been exiled, people would have visited. People would 
have visited Tubbo every fucking day. If Tommy had been president, 
he’d never have exiled his friend in the first place- but if he had, he 
would have had the fucking decency to at least check in on him 
every day. 


But that’s just not how it is, because no one gives a shit about 
Tommy Innit. 


Except Hunter. 


Just Hunter. 


Only Hunter. 


Only Hunter. 


Hunter’s his only friend now. 


His only friend. 


The only thing that’s real. 


He’s such a great friend. He visits all the time. He doesn’t give 
Tommy pity gifts and pity visits. He acts like a real person and hits 
like one too. It’s great. It’s great. They play games all the time. 


Like with axes. 


And blowing up Tommy’s stuff, which is the best part, really. Who 
needs drugs when a man can just drop all his material possessions 
into a fucking pit and watch it all burn at close quarters? It’s great. 


It’s great. 


Hunter’s great. 


(The part where Tommy feels like he’s gonna have a heart attack 
any day now is the best part. At least it’s feeling something.) 


And the best part! (The best part.) It’s all going to be over soon, isn’t 
it? Tommy can feel it in his fucking... bone things. Yeah. It'll all be 
over soon. 


So there’s no fucking point in eating or sleeping all that much. No 
point in going to town, either- Hunter doesn’t like it when he annoys 
other people. 


No fucking point. No fucking point to all of it. 


What a liberating thing, to be completely and utterly pointless. 


So, Tommy’s gonna go. And that’s okay. 


...He’d like to write a book before he goes. Any book, really. Maybe 
something stupid that'll make people laugh. Just one last thing. 


Contributing to society before he goes bones up in the dirt. 


He woke up drowning again, so that was fun. Maybe one of these 
days he'll stop swimming, see what happens. 


(That might be nice.) 


-<>Y<>- 


“Tommy?” 


Tommy turns around on the Nether road and sees Jack Manifold 
standing there. Tommy silently grabs Jack’s collar and drags him to 
the edge. 


Jack laughs nervously. “Tommy, come on, it’s me.” 


“Doesn't fucking matter,” Tommy flatly says. 


“| was on my way to visit you, man!” Jack insists. 


“And?” 


Jack frowns. “I’m tryin’ to look out for you! Gods, you’ve turned into a 
real dickhead since exile, haven’t you?” 


Tommy knocks Jack into the ground, letting his head hang off the 
edge. “Fuck you, you bastard! You fucking left me here!” 


“WHAT THE FUCK, MAN, I’M NOT THE GUY WHO KICKED YOU 
OUT-” 


“It's been weeks and now you want to act like you give a shit?” 
Tommy rhetorically asks. “YOU ALL LEFT ME OUT HERE!” 


“Tommy- Tommy, come on-” Jack’s red and blue eyes nervously dart 
towards the lava below. “Tommy, we were friends- we were friends!” 


“I don’t care,” Tommy growls. 


“?M YOUR FRIEND-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


[Jack Manifold tried to swim in lava.]| 


-<>9Y<>- 


One day, it is Primo’s last day on the server. 


He wakes up feeling a pull he doesn't recognize. He props himself 
up on his elbows, turning to Selena. “Did you feel that?” 


“North again,” Selena notes. “It’s been pointing north a lot recently.” 


“Maybe we should follow it this time.” 


“It could be something dangerous,” Selena warns. 


“Or it could be someone like us,” Primo offers. “Another one. That’s 
how we found each other, right?” 


“You do have a point.” 


On Primo’s last day, he wears his poncho and his favorite flower 
embroidered boots- the ones Selena got him. 


It’s his last day when he met the Dreamweaver’s prophet for the first 
time. 


The Prophet is a magnetic north yanking at the lodestone of his 
heart, but not with the softness Selena’s pull had held- no, no, the 
Prophet was fit to tear Primo’s heart right out of his chest. He stutters 
out some joke about being lost on the way to Tijuana and pretends 
that the sweat on his brow is only the heat of the Nether road they 
met on. 


Tommy is there. Tommy was his friend, so Primo followed. 


On Primo’s last day, he’d been in Logstedshire. 


He saw Tommy’s torn clothes and unsteady hands and tense 
flinches around the Prophet. He heard the shake in Tommy’s voice 
and he felt the pull of a lonely heart. 


He saw Tommy shy away from the Dreamweaver mask on Selena’s 
face, but the young man had warmed up to her for a while. 


On Primo’s last day, Tommy cries in his arms after looking through 
too many faded photographs. 


On Primo’s last day, he kisses Selena goodbye as she leaves early. 


On Primo’s last day, the Prophet shows up at Logstedshire’s door, 
and Primo tastes blood in his mouth. 


The Prophet tries to send Primo away. Tommy, eyes full of a life that 
hadn’t been there when they first ran into each other that morning, 
starts shouting and swearing on Primo’s behalf. 


The Prophet reaches for his crossbow. 


Primo pushes Tommy down just in time for a crossbow bolt to tear 
across his throat. 


-<>Y<>- 


08 susing Nightmare. | 
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-<>Y<>- 


Primo bolts upright, hands clutching at his throat to stem the blood of 
a wound that no longer exists. 


Two old men- an elytron and a ramlin- stare at him from an 
overgrown train station bench. 


Behind the elytron’s shattered red glasses, his eyes are filled with 
baffled shock. 


“What the fuck?” 


2/. What Liberation, To Be Pointless! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Free. 


It had been Hunter’s last visit when things fell apart. 


Tommy had been giggling at the mushroom cow spinning around in a 
stupid circle again, and when he turned around... 


...there was a hole under his house. 


Right in his basement. 


His basement that he never told Hunter about, where he kept an 
extra chest of personal things. 


Tommy barely has time to shield himself with his arms. By the time 
the explosion smoke clears, Hunter is standing in the empty crater 
that used to be Tommy’s basement. And his shoulders are shaking 
with rage. 


“Tommy,” Hunter calmly, softly orders. “Drop all your stuff in the 
hole.” 


Tommy steps back. “But- but | already brought my armor for you 
today, why-” 


“Tommy, you hid chests!” Hunter points to the now empty basement 
dug out under Tommy’s floorboards. “You hid chests under your 
house, that way | couldn't take it. And | would have never known 
about it.” 


“Come on, man!” Tommy drops his sword into the pit. “Look, here, |-” 


“Everything,” Hunter presses. “Everything in your entire inventory.” 


“| threw my sword in there!” Tommy protests. 


“Every thing.” 


Tommy looks up at Hunter’s impassive mask. “But this is all my 
things.” 


Hunter starts pushing Tommy closer to the pit. “How about you get in 
the hole, Tommy?” 


“Okay, okay-” Tommy starts throwing everything in his slots down the 
hole. His food, his photos, his tools. “I’m really, really sorry, | didn’t 
think about, y’know-” 


“You didn’t think about what?” Hunter rhetorically asks, as if he was 
scolding a schoolboy. “You thought about everything, Tommy!” 


“| thought it was- I’m really sorry-” 


“Tommy, it’s time for you to start over.” Hunter starts breaking 
Tommy’s Nether portal. “Tommy, / thought we were friends.” 


Tommy’s panicked hands hover around Hunter’s pickaxe. “No, no, 
no- we are friends - you're my best friend! You're my best friend!” 


“Tommy, you lied to me! You were lying to me, you were hiding 
things from me!” 


Tommy sputters defensively. “Why was | lying?” 


“You hid things in a chest,” Hunter accuses, “knowing there were 
things that | didn’t want you to have, and you hid it in a way that | 
would never find it. And the only way | did find it was because you 
were down there and | was trying to find you to drop your stuff in a 
hole-” 


“| was gonna drop my stuff, | did-” 


Hunter lays another round of explosives inside Tommy’s house. The 
house that Chekhov built for him. 


They both watch as it all falls apart. 


Hunter stares at Tommy silently. 


“Hunter?” Tommy dares to say. 


“You can’t go to the Nether,” Hunter sternly decides. “No one can 
come visit you until you /earn to listen. You have to start over.” 


“l- | have listened!” 


“I'll give you one thing, Tommy. This is the one thing that | will give 
you.” Hunter shoves a jukebox towards him, which Tommy nervously 
takes into his inventory. “I exiled you for a reason. Tubbo exiled you 
for a reason. | gave you very simple rules and you still tried to wiggle 
your way out of them.” 


“Come on man, | wasn’t planning on- | mean, look at me, man.” 
Tommy gestures to his decrepit clothes and dull eyes. “I’m not goin’ 
on much longer.” 


Hunter scoffs. “No, you’re not. You wouldn't actually... y’know. You're 
going to be here for a very long time.” He looks away. “But you need 
to start over.” 


He shrugs casually. 


“Get new stuff, build a new place,” he patiently explains. “But next 
time, don’t make the same mistake.” 


“But you'll still visit?” Tommy pleads. “Every day?” 


“Maybe not every day,” Hunter dismissively deflects. 


“At least once a week?” Tommy desperately presses. 


“At least.” 


And that had been that. Hunter had left Tommy alone to think about 
what he’s done. 


..And Tommy thinks, at the end of it all, that he can’t do this 
anymore. 


His only friend, Hunter, is gone. 


He looks down at the ground and starts to build a tower beneath his 
feet until the sky is all he can see. 


His only friend- Hunter- Hunter was his friend. 


Hunter was his only friend this entire time. 


He came, and he'd visit every day, and they’d laugh. 


And they'd cry. 


(So much crying.) 


And he’d take Tommy’s things. 


And they’d laugh some more. 


And his last words were /’// come over every week and watch you. 


“Come and watch me,” Tommy mutters from the top of his tower. 
“Come and watch me. Every week to come and watch me.” 


Every week to come and watch me. 


He’d come to watch me. 


He was here to watch me. To make sure... | was okay, because | 
was his- 


Tommy frowns, looking down at the ruins of his house. 


“He was literally here to watch me.” His frown deepens. “He wasn't 
here to be my friend. He was just here so he could watch me!” 


Tommy turns away from the land beneath his tower and leaps 
towards the water, hand outstretched as he activates the water 
charm clutched in his palm to break his fall. 


And for the first time since he left Lmanburg, he doesn’t drown. 


“The first day, he said | was like a bug he can't flick off,” he 
desperately gasps to an audience of none as he breaks over the 
surface. “I’m the only person that doesn't listen to what he says. He 
said that to me.” 


He looks at the rising sun. 


“No one came here. And everyone left me. But Hunter wasn’t- he 
was just- ‘cus I’m the only one that will throttle him.” 


And as he watches that sun keep rising, he realizes. 


I’m the only one Hunter’s scared of. 


A shaking, subtle smile grows on Tommy’s haggard face. 


“And he almost had me,” Tommy shakily concedes, “for a little tick 
there. And if he’s not coming every day anymore...” 


He looks at the ruins of his Logstedshire home. 


“...| don’t have to stay in this shithole.” 


He giggles unsteadily to himself as he walks into the forest, his one 
torn shoe too ruined to leave as much as a single footprint behind 
him. 


The tower he never died on is all that remains. 


28. Today Was Supposed To Be A Good Day 


Summary for the Chapter: 


It was supposed to be a good day. 


Today was going to be a good day. And if it isn’t, well. Honey’s 
gonna personally shank whatever god she has to in order to make it 
one. 


It’s the 16th of Dodekamon- unlucky number, that 16. All the more 
reason to spite fate and have a great day. The bakery is closed 
today- most shops are, on a 16th- so when her and the family are 
done sorting out tomorrow’s ingredients, she uses her suddenly free 
kitchen space to bake up some lunch. 


It’s gonna be a great lunch. A nice cheesy almond bread with some 
crunchy meat bits in it, and some green onions on top, just like god 
intended. She’ll break out the good tea tins and maybe even an 
orange chocolate bobka for good measure. 


Because today is gonna be a good day. And Philza’s gonna have a 
good day, too, whether the old fuck wants to or not. Because why the 
fuck not? Why not? 


It’s a nice day! A nice, cloudy winter’s day. Cloudy and just the right 
amount of overcast, the way it might have been back in Sky, and the 
stubborn flowers of the season smell crisp and fresh against the 
encroaching frost. People may be spending their unlucky day inside, 
but there’s no reason it needs to be alone. She could meet up with 
Philza, catch up with Fundy (it’s been a while since she’s talked to 
that kid), they can all bully each other until the sun goes down. 


Besides, it'll be funny to have a nice day. A real nice Fuck You to 
whoever watches the server. Lemon’s basically kicking her out of the 
house for today regardless, on account of redoing the wallpaper. 
(God bless, that woman does not compromise on the wallpaper.) 


So Honey packs up her lunch in a basket, salts the bakery entryway 
a little bit to stave off the ice, and takes a short flight to the main 
street. May as well stretch her wings a little. 


The main street itself is almost laughably empty compared to its 
usual activity. There’s just a few people clearing out the snow in front 
of their houses, or getting home after doing some quick errand. 


It makes the odd contraption sitting in the town square stand out all 
the more. 


A thin hollow wall of wood, notched with curves at the bottom as a 
heavy metal blade looms overhead. It just stands there, waiting to be 
activated by the lever at its side. Philza had called it a guillotine. Said 


it made him nervous, reminded him of the days when people would 
just get hanged in the streets. 


Sucks that it’s right in front of his house. If Honey had to stare at a 
giant knife machine every time she looked out her window, she’d be 
nervous too. She looks away, turning back to Philza’s house. 


Philza’s house. 


...Philza’s boarded up house. 


Long torn planks are roughly nailed across the door, half rammed 
into the frame itself. The mailbox is cracked, and the doorbell is 
dented. 


“What the fuck?” Honey hooks her basket a little more firmly into her 
elbow as she walks up the doorway stairs. “Phil? You in there?” 


She looks at the windows. The tinted glass is thoroughly shattered, 
scattering in shards around overturned flowerpots and the stones 
caught inside them. 


There’s black feathers on what little floor she can see. 


“I’m coming in!” Honey loudly says as she puts her basket into her 
inventory. “Nobody better fucking shoot me!” 


She rams her cane in the gaps between the door and the boarded 
up planks, forcing the shoddy handiwork away from the doorknob. 
The door itself opens with concerningly little resistance. 


There’s rocks scattered along the ground from where they’ve 
smashed through the windows. The table’s been turned over, the 
fireplace is dead, and every damn cabinet is left carelessly open, 
dried herbs and medicine left spilling unsalvageably into the grain of 
the wooden floors. 


Huddled in the farthest corner from the door is Philza himself, body 
slumped over a small, empty jewelry box, wings crumpling painfully 
against the walls. 


Honey rushes over, kneeling down for a closer look. He’s breathing 
but shaking, and there’s a growing bruise darkening the right side of 
his face to match the re-opened cracks on his heartshell. Bloody 
pawprints clamp down on his bare wrists, and... 


“Oh, gods.” Honey stares down in horror and the delicate, beautiful 
iron chains clasped around his ankles. She frantically taps at the 
uninjured side of his face. “Phil. Phil, are ya still with me?” 


Cloudy eyes lethargically drift towards her. 


“Hey there,” Honey nervously smiles. “Can y’ tell me why yer 
huddled up all sideways like a stiff?” 


“They took it,” Philza shallowly breathes out. “They t-t-t-t-t-” 


He chirps sharply as something slams inside the house, blindly 
scrabbling back towards the wall, tail curling around his chained feet 
as he gazes out with wide eyes. 


Something loudly rattles behind a tilted cabinet. 


“AY? A man’s voice shouts. “Phil? You alright?” 


Honey leans next to the cabinet. “Who the fuck is this?” 


“Uh-” the voice hesitates. “Jeff? | live here, too? Those cuntheads 
locked me in, is- is he alright? It didn’t sound too good, what they 
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were doin’. 


Honey looks apprehensively at Philza’s shaking wings. “Well, he ain’t 
dead if that’s what yer askin’. How do | get you out?” 


“It's just a latch lock.” A harsh snort. “Bastards made sure to switch 
around the locks ‘fore they stuffed me in here.” 


Honey blinks. She peers behind the meager space between the 
cabinet and what should have been the wall, only to find a door 
behind it. This must be the other unit of the house. “And they put up 
the whole damn shelf here for good measure. | was wonderin’ why 
this was all flipped over.” 


“Suppose that’s why | couldn’t bust out.” 


Honey undoes the lock and pushes at the shelf, shoving it sideways 
until Jeff's own stubborn pushing at the door can get somewhere. 
Jeff, it turns out, is a bookish looking testificate with rectangular 
glasses, and his bare shoulders have inconspicuous bruises where 
he clearly tried to ram open the door. 


“Is it rude to ask why you’re barely dressed?” Honey hesitantly 
brings up, staring at his undershirt and uncovered lifemarks. 


Jeff scratches at his messy black hair. “They fuckin’ jumped us at 
ass 0’ clock in the mornin’. Didn’t even have our breakfast.” 


Honey’s heart drops. “Shit, since this mornin’? But that would 
mean-” 


Philza’s just been here. 


Chained and bruised in his own boarded up house. 


All morning. 


Honey drags a weary hand over her mouth. “Fuck.” She takes a 
deep breath. “Phil, you good, bitch? Can ya get up?” 


Philza hums, wrists shaking as he props himself up by the chests 
he'd huddled near, swaying on his feet just in time to knock lifelessly 
into Honey’s shoulder. 


“| brought lunch over,” Honey mentions. “Should still be good for the 
three of us, even if it, uh-” she laughs grimly. “Well, certainly ain’t the 
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three | was expectin’- 


Philza stutteringly shushes her, a hand bluntly placed on the top of 
her head. 


Honey ducks away. “Do that again and I'll bite your talons off.” 


“No, no, not you,” Philza distantly dismisses, a far away look in his 
eyes. 


Honey (gently) whacks Philza upside the head. “You stop that.” 


Jeff sputters loudly. “Good gods, don’t hit him!” 


“He tapped me first.” Honey shakes her first in front of Philza’s 
baffled face. “This ain’t no roadside cheap ass motel, you flat fuck, 
check back in.” 


“Why would | be staying in a motel?” Philza confusedly asks. 


“Cus you're clearly checkin’ out on me, dumbass.” Honey pushes the 
man down to a chair. “Now sit down before you faint like a grievin’ 
widow.” 


It’s one thing to get Philza to at least distractedly eat some food and 
sip at some tea that’s been spiked with just a bit of purple and yellow 
dyuers (gods knows he needs it with how much pain he’s gotta be in 
right now) and it’s an uphill battle getting him to tell either of them 
what the fuck happened. He'll start sentences and trail off, mind lost 
somewhere else entirely. 


“Where the hell’s Fundy run off to?” Honey wonders. “He’s not 
answerin’ any of his calls. We need to get on top of who did this to 
Phil-” 


Jeff hisses through his teeth. “About that.” 


“Fundy and T-Tubbo were at the door,” Philza haltingly says. “With s- 
some of their c-c-c-c-” His words drown in a brief hiss. “-cabinet 
friends an’ a bunch o’ bleedin’ aprons.” His eye twitches. “They 
wanted t’ know where Tec’ was. Trashed the house t’ find it. An’ 
they-” He smiles shakily. “-they sure found it. The one day | keep that 
compass out of my endspace, they fucking found it.” 


“Started screamin’ bloody murder at him,” Jeff interjects. “He did 
treason, is how they called it.” 


“That’s when they locked Jeff up. An’ he-” Philza lets out a sad 
laugh. “-Mr. Underscore said treason had t’ be punished. Had 
Ranboo hold me down an’ he-” 


His smile spasms. He doesn’t say anything after that. 


The clinking of iron chains at his feet is explanation enough. 


“They had Ranboo hold you down,” Honey slowly says. “The 
enderman.” 


“Cus he’d be the most effective. At keepin’ me quiet.” Philza’s smile 
widens. “You know | get proper quiet when an enderman looks me in 
the eyes.” 


“And-” Honey’s eyes flick to his wrists. “-and the handprints.” 


“Oh,” Philza quietly says. “That.” He lifts up his arm to look at the 
bloody marks. “That was...” His tense hand starts to shake as red 
bleeds down his antlers. “That was-” 


The red of his antlers goes down to his roots and his hand twitches 
violently, painfully curling into the table. He drops his head wearily 
against the wooden table, breath whistling as his mottled antlers 
forcibly retreat back to their old color. 


A small etching of a fox burns like a brand under the bloody 
handprint on Philza’s wrist. 


“That'd be Fundy’s parting gift,” Philza unsteadily reports. “So | can’t 
hurt myself while he’s gone for Techno.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


In a distant, clinical sort of way, Philza Knows Honey must look 
horrified. He supposes it’s nice that she cares. He’s certainly far past 
that now. 


Because he’s killed Techno. He’s fucking killed him. He took out his 
compass for just one day. Just a day, just to put it in a better box, 
because it was Techno’s gift and it deserved better, and now- 


-now it’s gone. 


Snatched away in Tubbo’s demanding hands, the same hands that 
pointed at him and willed someone else to put iron chains around his 
ankles. Willed his own grandson, his own flesh and blood, to turn 
that blood into a cage he could never leave. 


Because that’s just how it’s meant to be, isn’t it? Break all the pretty 
bird’s worthless little things until it can’t sing anymore, and then 
leave it in a cage when it stops. Stupid bird, old bird, stupid fragile, 
precious little bird. 


He can still hear the doorbell clanging in his ears as they shouted at 
him from the other side of his boarded up door. 


ANSWER THE DOOR, OLD MAN! YOU CAN’T LEAVE, YOU CAN’T 
LEAVE, YOU CAN’T LEAVE- 


“You still with me, hun?” Honey gently asks. 


(An ocean away, a crow sits on Chekhov’s shoulder and watches a 
butcher’s army descend on a little cottage in the woods.) 


“I’m okay,” Philza waveringly asserts. “I’m okay.” 


It’s fine. 


It’s fine. 


It'll all be... fine. 


It'll all be over soon. 


All a shattered Angel has to do is lie there and wait in his cage until 
his world falls apart for the last time, and his heart will never break 
again. 


(All that'll be left is pieces, after all.) 


29. Hog Hunt 
Summary for the Chapter: 


A butcher's army goes searching for meat. 


Ranboo doesn’t want to be here. 


He agreed to it, of course, but he didn’t want to. This little Butcher 
Army. He knew what they were doing, he always knew, but he wasn't 
expecting to participate. 


He doesn’t like fighting other people. He doesn’t like conflict. 


And here he is, regardless. 


The terrorist named Technoblade does not live in a secluded 
underground bunker, some far away mountain reach. He lives in a 
sprawling cottage nestled in the Neve forest, nestled near a cliffside 
and comfortably close to a winding river. 


Technoblade looks... older than expected. And more tired. 


“That stuff was in the past,” he says to the army’s questions of his 
crimes. “That was a different Technoblade. I’m a changed man now, 
I’m retired. I’m a good person now.” 


Quackity takes an insistent step forward. “Techno, you exploded 
L’manburg.” 


“You literally soawned withers everywhere,” Tubbo points out. 


(Wasn't it Wi/bur that did all the blowing up?) 


“I’m sorry- I’m sorry, Technoblade.” Quackity certainly doesn’t look 
sorry as he says it. “As much as you've changed, you have to be 
brought to justice for that.” 


“Listen, you guys.” Technoblade pinches his worn brow. “I have gone 
through so much effort over the past month to change my violent 
ways. | have reformed, alright? The voices, they demand blood-” 


What voices? 


“-and | have been denying them! | have been fightin’ back! Please.” 
Technoblade almost looks scared, even as his hand tenses on the 
handle of his sword. “Please don’t make me kill all of you. Please 
just leave.” 


“Technoblade, just come peacefully,” Tubbo reasonably asks. 


Technoblade steps back. 


“We won't let you fucking get out of here in one piece,” Quackity 
asserts despite Tubbo’s promises. “We're gonna fuck you up, 
Techno, it’s either gonna be the easy way or the hard way. We're 
gonna bring you back to Lmanburg, and you're gonna fucking come 
with us. There’s no other way around it.” 


“There’s no other way,” Techno dully repeats. He takes off his golden 
glasses. “If there’s no other way.” 


He yanks the potions off of his belt, smashing them on the ground. 


“| CHOOSE BLOOD!” 


-<>Y<>- 


Remembering how to fight again is almost disappointingly easy. 


Disappointing, because it was never the voices in his head that 
drove his violence, as much as they loved it. It was always 
Technoblade himself. 


It was always him that made an art of violence, and oh, how it sings 
for him. 


It sings for him in a way it can’t for anybody else, and it sings with 
every sword swing bearing down on those squirming mortal bodies. 


Tubbo is down on the ground, his shield nearly cracked in half. 
Distantly, Techno remembers that Tubbo only has one life to lose. 


More pressingly- with his own life hanging over his head- Techno 
realizes he doesn't care. 


He raises his sword above his head. 


“-ING STOP, STOP, STOP IT, TECHNOBLADE, STOP!” 


Techno irritatedly looks up to match Quackity’s shrill screech, and- 


“Wait, wait, wait! What are you doing?” Techno sees himself raise his 
hand, hoarse voice echoing across the barren snow. “What are you 
doing with that horse?” 


Quackity hauls Carl out of his stable by his reins. “You fucking stop 
right there.” 


“Woah, woah, woah-” Techno lowers his sword, inching closer. “You 
get away from that horse, Quackity.” 


Carl is fidgeting under Quackity’s management, though he’s tame- 
for now. He won’t be tame for much longer if Quackity’s axe nudges 
too close to his throat, and Quackity’s just small enough for Carl to 
rip his skull out. 


Not ideal. 


“You get away from them,” Quackity demands regardless, axe 
nudging closer to Carl’s broad neck. “You pull any shit, I’m gonna 
fucking kill Carl. I'm gonna fucking kill Carl, Technoblade, no more 
armor!” 


“That horse is innocent,” Techno desperately points out. “Leave that 
horse out of this.” 


Carl’s enchanted hooves strike nervously into the ground. 


“Technoblade. Technoblade, I’m gonna fucking slay him.” Quackity’s 
eyes narrow. “Get away from them.” 


Techno steps away from Tubbo, Fundy, and the other butchers. “I’m- 
I’m not approachin’ them. I’m mindin’ my business, Quackity.” 


“Technoblade, | am going to kill your horse, okay? | am going to kill 
your god damn horse-” 


“Why would you do that?” Techno flatly asks. “Don’t kill my horse.” 


“-unless you cooperate,” Quackity finishes, “unless you cooperate 
with us. Alright?” 


Techno sighs. “What do you want?” 


Quackity falters, as if he didn’t expect his demands to work. “Go 
ahead- go ahead and... drop your shit. Drop your shit, Techno.” 


He could just let Carl eat Quackity right there. But it’s a coin flip as to 
what would spill blood first, Carl’s kelpie fangs or Quackity’s twitchy 


axe hand. Better to let them think they’ve won for now before 
handling the situation properly. 


Techno drops the axe from his belt onto the snow. 


“Everything,” Tubbo orders. 


“Technoblade, drop everything,” Quackity repeats. “Or I’m going to 
kill this horse right in front of you.” 


As Quackity shifts his weapon, something glints by his hands. The 
shining aura of an emerald star capped with gold, tied in twine at his 
wrist. 


And Techno’s world stops. 


“Drop everything,” Quackity orders again. “Drop it. Don’t take one 
step closer.” 


Techno’s world is stopped, because Philza may have bought him 
time sending his voice through a panicked crow to tell Techno that 
the compass was taken, but he had never said how. 


Philza had never said what they did to get that compass. And he 
would never part with his earring to Quackity of all people. 


Not willingly. 


“l- I- I’m literally just standin’ here,” Techno hesitantly points out, 
eyes frozen at the stolen gift shining on Quackity’s wrist. “You gotta 
relax.” 


“Drop your items, Techno.” 


“Sword, armor, all of it,” Tubbo continues. 


Techno unbuckles his potion belt. He removes the crossbow from his 
back. He drops his sword. 


Tubbo frowns at Techno’s netherite mask. “And your armor.” 


“Come on, man,” Techno nervously laughs, “don’t take my armor-” 


“Technoblade, | am going to kill your horse right now if you don’t take 
off that armor,” Quackity hisses. 


Techno tries not to let his mouth shake as he unclasps his mask. 


“We tried to do this the easy way,” Quackity recites. “We’re gonna 
bring you back to L’'manburg, and you're gonna go to trial, do you 
understand?” 


Techno’s eyes flick from the axe at Carl’s neck, to the stolen emerald 
star. To the silent, blue-eyed crows staring at him with wide, watchful 
gazes. His heart beats violently against his ribcage, rattling against 
the white boar totem hung on a loose necklace under his clothes. 


His knees sink down into the snow as he lets a butcher’s army clap 
his wrists in chains. 


30. Lives, Lived, Will Live. 
Summary for the Chapter: 
And he dies. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


contains some exotic text. 


The problem is that Technoblade doesn't look like much of a Blade 
anymore. 


Stripped of his armor, his cloak, his skull-faced mask, he isn’t a 
fearsome, angry looking thing. The hulking size of his body is 
somehow rendered small in his bowed head and clasped hands, 
casting long shadows on his heavy brows and the deep-set lines on 
his exhausted face. His iconically long russet braids are jaggedly 
chopped off, leaving nothing behind but a shock of grey and white 
mane, some lingering gilded locks spilling over his forehead. 


He no longer looks like the image etched onto his wanted posters. 
Maybe he never did. 


The Blade of song and story could have never been such a tired old 
man. 


But here they are regardless. It is Technoblade that is brought to 
New L’manburg, and it is Technoblade that will be brought to justice. 


And yet, and yet, and yet. And yet, such a tired old man could never 
be the Blade that was meant to die for them, even in his last 
moments. 


Chekhov had been with him, when the Butcher Amy came. Chekhov 
had watched and followed with a strange toy sheep in tow- an 
uncanny mechanical amalgamation of perfect porcelain and faded 
blue wool. And what had Technoblade done but smile, even in 
chains, as his captors were forced to negotiate the particulars of one 
more stowaway than they wanted? 


The way he could not bring himself to look bitter and hardened even 
as they made him walk on foot. Ribbing at his guards and even the 
President for the unprofessional atmosphere of his kidnapping, as if 
his own execution march was nothing more than a poorly managed 
Carriage ride. 


He was just so... unfitting. Nearly out of place to the point of 
unworthiness for what he was about to be a part of. 


He is taken into the town square where his guillotine awaits him. His 
head raises briefly to look at the contraption that was meant to end 
him. But those eyes drift, wandering to a simple boarded up house 
overlooking the street. 


Eyes meeting a battered, bruised elytron man as old as himself. 


“You actually got him,” some sad whisper echoes off the balcony. 


For the first time since Technoblade was chained, he fights against 
his binds, dragging Fundy and Quackity behind him as he surges 
forward towards the sound. 


And here is what the streets of Lmanburg saw. 


They saw the Blade, yes. But first, they saw him break. 


What Blade could he have possibly been in that moment? What 
hardened, unapologetic soldier was there to be found? There, 
hidden under his desperate foreign shouting, screaming out for 
someone else's name like his own heart had been torn out of his 
chest. 


And Old Saint Phil who answered back, a desperate stuttering cry 
too ancient for anyone other than the two of them to understand. 


Here is what New L’manburg saw- there was no Blade at all. 


They saw Philza leaping off his own balcony to rush into the streets, 
darting towards Technoblade’s outstretched hand. 


Hooves and talons that never get a moment to touch. 


Their age-worn, wide-eyed faces still desperately scream for each 
other, each pleading for the other’s life in words that no one can 
understand as they're pulled apart in opposite directions- Philza’s 
frantic flock calls shoved back into his cage, Technoblade dragged 
by his bloody knuckles back to his execution stage before he can 
fight anyone else. 


“Technoblade has robbed our country,” President Underscore 
soberly intones to the growing crowd. “Robbed it- of everything that 
made it special, of everything that defined what it was. He stepped in 
when he_ shouldn't have. He raised chaos. He ruined the 
government...” 


And the crowd is so transfixed, so utterly baffled by what’s occurring, 
that they fail to notice- or care- that there are two people in Philza’s 
house that should not be there. 


Just like how they hadn't noticed the second knock on his door 5 
clicks earlier. Just like how they hadn't noticed one bitter, battered 
Philza brazenly opening his door to the Dreamweaver’s Prophet and 
Punz Valorant, who are now standing on the roof. 


Watching President Underscore'’s little speech. 


(How cute.) 


No one noticed at all until Punz had quietly teleported onto the stage, 
pearl pistol still in hand, and promptly started to fight with the guards 
while throwing explosives into the audience. 


(Technoblade kneels awkwardly with his head stuck in a guillotine as 
a brawl breaks out just outside his field of vision.) 


(Chekhov comes up to the execution platform to inform him that the 
blue mechanical sheep is now named Friend.) 


(Technoblade says that’s fantastic, really, but he’s about to die.) 


No one notices Tubbo calling for Quackity to pull the lever. 


No one notices the blade start to fall. 


No one notices Philza’s rifle shooting at the falling blade and hitting 
it, just a moment too late. Too little, too late, the only way he knows 
how, like everything else he’s ever done. 


No one notices. 
No one notices. 


No one notices the totem that shatters under Technoblade’s shirt as 
a guillotine falls on his neck. 


-<>Y<>- 
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[ Technoblade never dies. ] 
[TECHNOBLADE NEVER DIES.] 
-<>¥<>- 


The Blood of the Covenant stands over a broken guillotine, chest 
heaving as his spine twists back into place even as rivers of his own 
golden blood seep out of the blade that would have killed him. 


Did kill him. 


(But he lived.) 


The world comes back to him in pieces. He hears the shouting of the 
crowd as a white hooded figure deftly swings their knives around 
sword swings and axe falls, he sees the horrified, dumbstruck shock 
of the crowd, and he sees- 


-he sees Lagos leading Carl through a tunnel. 


He steps over a bloodstained blade and the bullet still inside it and 
runs. 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno didn’t die. 


Techno didn’t die. 


He watched Techno die, but Technoblade never died. 


A hysterical laugh starts to bubble in Philza’s throat. 


-<>9Y<>- 


There’s a tunnel and a horse and the tunnel isn’t big enough for the 
horse- 


-<>Y<>- 


Standing there, golden eyes gleaming in the darkness as blood drips 
down his hunched neck, Technoblade almost looks like the monster 
that L_manburg wanted to slay. 


“Did you really think, Quackity, that you could kill me that 
easily?” 


“How did you that-” Quackity steps back. “How did you stop that?” 


“You think Death can stop me?” Technoblade chuckles, the sound 
sinking like water in Quackity’s lungs. “I had a lot of things | was 
gonna say at the trial, but here we are. | tried telling you guys that 
government was the cause of all your problems, alright? | tried to 


convince you guys by fighting alongside you as brothers, and you 
just cast me aside.” 


His tusks flare with a cruel smile. 


“You used me. | tried to use force, but you still formed a government. 
And when | went into hiding, when | retired, when | swore off 
violence- you hunted me down. You hurt my friends.” 


“You don’t understand what we're trying to build here, Techno.” 
Quackity steps forward. “This is not a simple anarchy thing, Techno, 
okay? That's what you don’t understand. Techno, you really think | 
give a shit about the withers? No. No.” 


His eyes turn cold. 


“You're on the hitlist, Techno. You're on the fucking hitlist.” 


“What hitlist-” 


“We’re building a country here.” Quackity gestures his head harshly 
outside. “What we have out there is a country- and what we need is 
organization and power.” His axe rears up as he approaches. “And | 
don't care how long it takes me, or what | have to do to get you, 
Techno. I’m going to fucking kill you.” 


“| just have one question for you, Quackity,” Techno says. 


“What do you have?” Quackity allows. 


“Do you think you’re enough to kill me?” 


Quackity freezes. 


Techno twirls the stolen pickaxe in his hands, jostling the iron 
pauldron that’s been hastily shrugged on his shoulder. “Even 
unarmed, with iron armor, do you think you can take me?” 


“Oh, | do.” Quackity’s wings rattle lowly. “You know what, /et’s fucking 
find out, you son of a bitch!” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza just keeps laughing. (Why can’t he stop laughing?) 


Tubbo’s hands shake with rage around his crossbow. Why won't 
Philza stop fucking laughing? 


-<>9Y<>- 


“YOU HAVE DONE SO MUCH DAMAGE TO THIS COUNTRY ALL 
A-FUCKING-LONG!” Quackity shouts as his axe sinks into the edge 
of Techno’s shoulder. “If there’s one PvP I’m planning to win, it’s this 
one!” 


“Then win.” 


Techno laughs as he kicks Quackity down to the floor. 


“| have a pickaxe, and I'll put it through your teeth!” 


-<>9Y<>- 


He’s alive, he’s alive, he’s alive, he’s alive - 


Philza looks down at the chaos of the crowd from his balcony and 
cackles again. 


“Technoblade literally just survived a twenty block blade drop without 
a scratch!” He hears Tubbo screech above the chaos. “How did that 
just happen?” 


“Hey, Tubbo, why are you wearing armor in L_manburg?” Chekhov 
asks. “I thought there was a rule.” 


Tubbo unbuckles his chestplate. “There was an exception today.” 


Chekhov's eyes narrow. “You haven't changed, have you, Tubbo?” 
he presses, holding Wilbur’s old mechanical sheep to his chest. “You 
haven't changed.” 


Oh, gods, there was some other words that came after that, but 
Philza can't be bothered to remember a thing. 


Techno’s alive. 


Alive, alive, alive- 


“It’s fine,” Ranboo reassures Tubbo, a hand on the smaller man’s 
shoulder as they watch Philza’s unsteady, unstoppable laughter. “As 
long as he’s still in his house, he’s not doing anything wrong. He isn’t 
taking- he isn’t breaking any rules.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Somewhere, a piglin rides a draft horse back into the snow, a bloody 
pickaxe the only thing tied to his belt. 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza feels red creeping on his eyes before Fundy’s bind clamps 
down on his wrists again. He ducks his face into his hands, shaking 
as he wills his breathing to steady. 


But he can't stop laughing. 


He can’t stop (he doesn’t want to stop) STOP 


STOP 


STOP 


STOP IT- 


An ear-splitting noise cracks through his skull. 


Philza staggers back. 


One step. 


Two steps. 


Three. 


Four, five, six, five, five, five... 


“-BO, YOU CAN’T JUST KILL A MAN FOR LAUGHING!” 


“Oh, god. Oh, gods...” 


Oh. People are shouting again. Except it sounds so quiet, now. And 
light. Like all the pressure in his body just 


stopped. 


That’s nice. 


That's 


“Phil?” Jeff shakily calls out. “You with me?” 


“...Yeah, mate,” Philza breathes. “Why wouldn’ | be?” 


Honey’s eyes flick nervously down Philza’s chest. (Oh, right. She 
never left. She’s still here. That’s nice. She’s... nice.) 


“Y- you-” A hesitant breath. “You’re bleedin’, hun,” she gently, finally 
says. 


“_.What?” Philza looks down at himself. “Why would I...” 


He trails off, looking down at the hand he didn’t even realize he was 
pressing into his own stomach until he saw it. 


Pressing right over the nice, long crossbow bolt lancing into his chest 
as it enters above his hip. 


...Huh. 


(He feels something like star iron building up in the back of his 
throat.) 


“Phil?” a voice softly asks. “You gotta say somethin’.” 


He lifts up his palm, eyes utterly enthralled by the mesmerizing, 
starry patterns in his blood. 


“Oh,” Philza starts to sway on his feet. “That's it, then. That’s...” 


He falls. 


31. Dies, Died, Will Die. 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(But not yet. Not here.) 


No shade has ever seen the Angel of Death. 


Oh, they’ve seen it around. They see it distantly and often, stalking 
the skies of Death’s domain on The Charon, walking along rooftops, 
lingering in the parts of train stations that no shades can touch. The 
shades even whisper to themselves that perhaps the Angel was too 
detached from this or any life to truly land at all. 


One shade knew better. A red haired raptoris elytron, a dead 
memory from a race long gone. (An entire people, gone. What a 
strange concept.) He’d seen the Angel land a number of times during 
his stay- even spoke to it. 


The Angel of Death doesn’t have a very frightening voice. Tired, 
mellow, and irreverent, with an aged dryness lying underneath it- the 
elytron shade could have mistaken it for someone’s grandfather. 


So yes, the Angel of Death does land, and when it does, it sounds 
very kind. The shade might even consider it a friend, as 
blasphemous as the notion might be. 


...But this is the first time he’s seen the Angel bleed. It’s a stupid 
thought, but he hadn't realized the Angel could bleed at all. 


Neither had the rest of the shades staring at the Angel’s crash 
landed form, it seems. 


-<>Y<>- 


Fundy stares at the broken windows of his grandfather’s house and 
wonders if he’s made a mistake. 


He’d done what he had to, hadn’t he? The cabinet had found out 
about Philza’s activities, they were just short of penning treason on 
him! It had taken every trick Fundy could think of to sway them 
otherwise- a white lie here, an absence of truth there. Begging and 
cajoling and oh-so sympathetic as he pleaded for them to please 
consider the condition of Philza’s mind. To sow just enough doubt 
that they couldn't bring themselves to blame Philza for anything they 
found. 


Cruel, but necessary. What else was Fundy supposed to do, let his 
grandfather die? Get snapped under Technoblade’s next bout of 
wrath? Or worse still, imprisoned by the state in the custody of 
strangers until what little heart he had left broke for good. 


... 1S what Fundy did any better, in the end? 


It has to be. Fundy doesn't have any other choice. Better that it had 
been Fundy to act as Philza’s warden than someone else who might 
be crueler about Philza’s mistakes. 


He just has to make Philza understand that this isn’t a betrayal. 
Fundy’s trying to save him! From L’manburg, from Techno- fuck, 
maybe even Tubbo at this point. It may have been Quackity’s idea to 
chain him, but Tubbo had agreed far too easily, and the ramlin had 
been getting attached to Philza in uncomfortable ways after Tommy 
was exiled. 


So Fundy and Philza need to... talk. To make sure they're on the 
same page. To make sure they're still okay. 


(They have to be, right?) 


-<>Y<>- 


No one makes a move to help. They all just sort of watch the Angel 
lying there, murder lying strewn across the ground in a fragmented 
halo, too shocked to think of anything else. 


There’s just something so viscerally wrong about the sight. No, 
maybe wrong isn’t quite the right word. Haunted. Haunting. There is 
something haunting about broken Angels. 


Like torn scriptures. Statues with missing pieces, their shrines 
abandoned and overgrown. Twilight torn into an idol of light, all ivory 
and sungold, constellations pooling around it. Ancient and ethereal 
and lying in ruins, dashed against the ground. 


Like shattered stained glass, shards spilling on the floor, spilling on 
the floor like star iron and blood flooding the tattered spaces of night 
black wings. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Ah. You got out. | thought | might've needed to unlock you myself.” 


Jeff barely looks away from his work as he screws a half-fallen door 
back onto the kitchen shelf. “Back for round two, jackass?” 


Fundy laughs nervously. “In my defense- in my defense, | had to go 
along with what they wanted. Where's Phil?” 


“Bleedin’ out in the upstairs,” Jeff flatly snarks. 


Fundy frowns. “Don’t fucking joke about that.” 


“Oh, you think I’m joking?” 


Talons loudly patter down the stairs. “Jeff, did’ya find the gapples?” 


“| found where Phil wrote down where he kept ‘em,” Jeff concedes. 
“Except he wrote it all down in fuckin’ Talon.” 


Honey rolls her eyes. “Of course he did.” Her hawkish gaze turns 
sharply to Fundy. “Oh, you’re here. What the fuck do you want?” 


Fundy sputters loudly. “I live here? What are you doing here?” 


“Fixin’ your fuck-ups, dickhead!” Honey sidles over to Jeff. “Gimme 
those papers, I'll look at it.” 


Fundy grabs Honey’s arm as she passes. “Where’s Phil? | need to 
see him.” 


Honey slaps his paws away, wings snapping angrily. “Well, he 
doesn't need to see you! How ya can even stand to come back here, 
| don’t fuckin’ know.” She squints at the piece of paper Jeff offers her. 
“False back of the tea shelf.” 


Fundy scoffs and starts walking up the stairs. 


“Hey, hey, hey!” Honey squeezes past him, blocking his way with her 
tiny frame. “What part o’ he doesn’t need to see you is too hard to 
get?” 


An irritated growl builds up in Fundy’s throat. Honey just growls 
back, louder and slightly higher pitched. 


“| don’t have time for this.” Fundy keeps walking up the stairs, 
pushing against Honey’s body. “Fuck off.” 


“You fuck off!” Honey skitters backwards, talons scraping across the 
hardwood flooring, her wings puffed and flapping erratically. 


“Gods, no wonder you and Phil get along!” Fundy snaps as he forces 
his way towards the upstairs door. “You stubborn old birds just don’t 
know when to quit!” 


And even with him already up here, the old elytron still tries to block 
his advance, flaring her oversized wings to block his view. 


“Phil?” Fundy calls out past the stubborn curtain of feathers. “Phil, 
I’m not here to be mad or anything, alright? | just wanna talk!” 


“Maybe you should have taken off your shitty cop clothes first!” 
Honey spits, glaring at Fundy’s bloodied apron. “You tryin’ t’ get 
killed? Cus that’s what happened the /ast time an idiot kid tried to 
jump Phil when he was hurt!” 


“Well, excuse me for trying to get here faster- hey!” Fundy yelps as 
Honey rips his hat off his head, forcing his red and white hair to spill 
haphazardly around his face. 


-<>Y<>- 


The Angel gets up, or at least makes an effort. Its talons tear at 
painstakingly placed cobblestones as it braces against the ground, 
shoulders shaking as its chest rises. Right as it gets onto its knees, 
its titanic wings spasm violently, half-flinging it back towards the 
ground all over again. 


The shade recognizes, in a faded sort of way, that he’s seen those 
dying, spastic flaps before- the fevered struggles of an elytra that 
hasn't realized its host is dying. The violent movement scatters the 


void-black feathers of the Angel’s wings and jostles its hat off its 
head. 


And it looks at him. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Fuck, fuck, fuck-” Honey tosses Fundy’s hat against the ground as 
she rushes to Philza- Philza, tossed off his own bed from the frantic 
flap of his wings. “Phil- Beni, Beni, you gotta stop, you’re making it 
worse-” 


Philza, Benihime- whatever mixture of person the prone figure on the 
ground is- doesn’t answer, curling tighter around himself as he 
clutches his stomach. Crows flutter nervously around his body, 
pecking fruitlessly at the stardust spilling onto the floor- stars, stars 
spilling everywhere on the floor, he’s bleeding, he’s hurt, why is he 
hurt? 


Before Fundy can take a single step, the seizing movement of his 
grandfather’s wings goes slack. Wide cloudy eyes fix feverishly on 
him. 


“.. Wr... Wren?” 


-<>Y<>- 


The Angel of Death has white streaks in its sungold hair, and 
amethyst veins tearing along the ivory skin of its face. 


The shade did not expect its eyes to be so blue. He’d never even 
thought about it, really- he’d seen the Lady’s endlessly dark eyes 
and expected Her Angel to be much the same under its veil. 


But its eyes are blue. Underneath that glassy, starburst clouding is a 
sharp, vivid, lapis blue. 


His brother had eyes like that, once. 


Why did it have to be blue? It was already concerning enough to see 
a god strewn across the ground, but why did its eyes have to be 
blue? To have those eyes on that face? 


The Angel of Death is bleeding stars into the night of its mangled 
wings, and it has his baby brother’s eyes. His brother’s eyes and that 
exact mole on the left side of his brother’s face. 


A fraying, shattered flock call falls out of the Angel’s scarred lips, and 
for the first time in four thousand years, the shade had a name. 


The shade had a name, and that name was Wren Watson and the 
thing dying in front of him has his brother’s face, his brother’s eyes, 
those wide, wide hurt eyes, and the shade of Wren Watson is tearing 
through the crowd before he realizes his feet are moving because oh 
god, oh gods, let me through- 


“-let me through, please, move, move, THAT’S MY BROTHER, 
THAT’S MY BABY BROTHER-” 


-<>Y<>- 


There is an Angel and he thinks he might be dying. 


Dead, died, dying, good as dead, because the arrow in his side still 
bleeds him dry even now, and he can’t even bring himself to pull it 
out because his best friend might be dead and his son is dead and 
his flock put him in chains and locked him in his house and shot him, 
he’s- 


-he’s so tired. He’s so, so tired. 


(And he’s been tired for a long, long time.) 


So he turns his blind eyes to the sky and lets the stars fall out of him. 


There might have been shouting. There might have been the ghost 
of hardened hands grabbing his face, someone with red hair and 
too-young white streaks and blue-green-blue-green-blue eyes, wild 
eyes and grey down, frantic voices that never decide between Talon 
and Script as they shout, 


“Philza John Watson, don’t you dare- don’t you dare, eyas, not like 
this, not like this- / just found you-’ 
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Lapis eyes, green eyes. Feathered ears, furred ears. But so little 
change between the exact red of their hair, the white forelocks 
caught on their head, the down striking across their face- even the 
panic of their voices- that the Angel can no longer tell the difference. 


“Oh, eyas, who did this to you?” 
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‘ve gone n’ f-f-f-fucked myself up again.” The Angel manages an 
aching laugh that tastes like iron and feels like thorns in his lungs. 
“Oh gods, Mum'll never lemme leave th’ house again...” 


Blue eyes, softened. (Green eyes, confused.) Taloned hands that 
don't seem to know what to do with themselves. 


“Oh, now you want to worry about Mum? Fuckin’ hell, Phil, look at 
yourself.” 
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“Should’ve let Ender lock me up all pretty,” the Angel half-slurs. 
“Would’ve fuckin’ hurt less.” 


Blue eyes filled with heartbreak and rage, round, greying black wings 
snapping open as they wrap around him. Like the way Wren had 
always done when they were little and the nights ran too cold. (That 
makes sense. Everything’s cold now.) 


He hears murmured voices bouncing off cobblestones. (Angry 
shouting echoing on wooden floors.) Hands gently (forcefully) pulled 
away from him. 


“Come on, | think you’re confused, we shouldn't crowd it- we'll call 
for help, alright-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Shaking hands curl into Fundy’s coat as Philza’s flock calls bleed 
into a desperate half-sob. 


“God fucking damn it.” Honey frustratedly backs away, hands leaving 
Fundy’s shoulders. “Whatever. We need t' make sure he doesn't 
fuckin’ die, | don’ have time to deal with you.” Her voice grows dark 
as she stalks back down the stairs. “You can’t make it any worse 
than you already have.” 


The blood trickling out of Philza’s side slows to a sluggish crawl. 
Fundy doesn’t know if that’s a good thing or not. 


““m sorry | keep given’ y’ trouble,” Philza barely murmurs. “ ‘s all | 
know, innit?” 


“Grandpa-” Fundy lets out a sad noise. “It’s okay, it’s fine- just try not 
to move.” 


“| c-c-c-” Philza shivers. “Y’ told me t’ run, | tried, | just ...” His head 
knocks back into Fundy’s body. “I’m sorry, Wren, they got me.” 


Fundy stills. 


“.. You'll be okay,” he says after a long moment. “You'll be okay.” He 
runs a hand over Philza’s jagged, down-soft hair. “Don’t close your 
eyes.” 


“Wren,” Philza breathes out, “It hurts.” 


Fundy thinks of all the potions shattered on the floor downstairs. 


“Yeah,” Fundy finally says. “I know. I’m sorry.” 


“It hurts all the time, Wren. | don’t know why.” There’s tears welling 
up in Philza’s eyes. “I just want it to stop.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Some far away corner of his brain, Wren is wrangling with the fact 
that he’s cradling a god in his arms. But that is another corner, for 
another day. 


That’s his baby brother. His baby brother who couldn't stop smiling 
and laughing to save his life, who dreamed entire cities in his sleep. 
Wren’s baby brother who'd burn down everything he had if it could 
have kept someone warm, wrecked and scarred and broken-winged 
and bleeding in Wren’s grasp. 


Fuck all the world and the stars and all the gods in them, someone 
thought it was okay to hurt his baby brother. 


Someone thought Philza ever could have fucking deserved it. 


“Why am | like this?” Philza keens. “Why does everything | touch 
keep turning into cages?” 


“It's not your fault.” Wren presses their heads together. “It’s not your 
fault, it was never your fault.” 


“Then why does it hurt so much?” 


“Cus you’re better than this,” Wren decides. “You get out of this, 
okay? Don’t you fucking die here. They don’t deserve it.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Don't leave,” Fundy hears Philza plead to someone that was never 
here. “Wren, don't leave, please.” 


“| won't,” Fundy promises, regardless. “Never.” 


-<>Y<>- 


And the Angel is a dead man on broken cobblestone, a dead man on 
wooden floors, a dead man held in worn taloned hands as footsteps 
loud as gunshots run up hollow staircases. A dead man on a wooden 
floor as a golden apple is nudged into his mouth. 


A dead man on broken cobblestone and wooden floors and back 
again, dead and alive as greying black wings wrap around him one 
last time. 


As someone else’s hand wraps around the arrow in his side and 
pulls until it all fades to black. 


32. Returning 
Summary for the Chapter: 


He said he'd come back. 


In Hubert’s professional opinion, he’s been coping very well with 
Technoblade’s absence. 


Technoblade told Hubert and Edward to go downstairs. He told 
Hubert to keep the patients safe and not to go outside until the 
shouting stopped. 


It has been two days since the shouting stopped. 


It has been two days since Hubert left the boundaries of their house. 


He sent the patients to the villages with someone who stopped by to 
drop deliveries. He has cleaned the house three (3) times. He is 
productive. He is coping. He is normal and sane. 


He’s even started delegating! He took Technoblade’s skeleton 
construct and named it Moon! And put a nice dress on it. And a little 
hat on its pumpkin head. 


And also gave it a shotgun. 


So it can stand guard while he takes care of the dogs and polishes 
the house totems. 


All incredibly normal things to do. Because everything is normal and 
nothing is wrong. 


The fact that Carl is missing, the stable door is left open, and that 
there were bloodstains and dragged shapes against the ground 
outside before Hubert cleaned everything up is an outlier, and should 
be discounted. 


Technoblade has been missing for two days. 


On the third day, a large and unmistakable blood bay horse pokes its 
head out of the treeline. 


Hubert dashes forward just in time for Technoblade to fall off his 
horse, crashing into Hubert’s arms. 


“Welp,” Technoblade flatly snarks. “That was dramatic.” 


“You look like a rock just dropped on your head,” Hubert points out. 


“It was a_ guillotine, actually,” Technoblade blithely corrects, 
determinedly ignoring the unfocus in his own eyes. 


“You are...” Hubert looks over the half-frozen gold and red stains 
drowning what used to be Technoblade’s clothes. “...absolutely 
soaked in blood.” 


“Ah, but at least half of it isn’t mine.” Technoblade waggles a 
compass and emerald star in one hand. “And | got these back, so | 
think this is a net win.” 


“Oh, lovely,” Hubert flatly praises. “Are you going to wage another 
war while I’m not looking, or can | stow away Carl while you eat 
something?” 


“| make no promises,” Technoblade jokes. He looks down at Hubert’s 
frown. “I will attempt to wait,” he adds. “You’re being very talkative 
today.” 


“| don’t Know what you're talking about,” Hubert says as he guides 
Carl back into the stable, returning to force himself and Technoblade 
up the stairs to the house. “You’ve only come back barely able to 
walk after leaving me with nothing but the dogs for two days.” 


“In my defense-” One of Technoblade’s knees buckles slightly as he 
attempts the meager climb. “In my defense, | was kidnapped. And 
forced to walk for several kiloblocks. And lightly decapitated.” 


Hubert sighs. “I’m going to ignore that.” 


He sets the larger piglin down by a chair in front of the hearth before 
knocking sharply on the fireplace. A thin necked, fiery bird (a 
phoenix, Technoblade had once called it) pokes its head out of the 
chimney before settling down in the unlit kindling, igniting it. 


With that settled, Hubert goes back outside to the stable. He doubts 
the horse has had much to eat from its impromptu trip- he makes 
sure to set out some oats with a few sliced apples for Carl while he 
works off the saddle. And he throws in some spare turtle meat while 
he’s at it, because Carl is a good horse and deserves the treat. 


Kidnapping. And decapitation. Technoblade almost never came 
back. 


Hubert tries not to think about that. 


His ears perk as he hears a loud crash from inside the house. 
Somewhere down in the basement. 


His hooves scrabble against the snow as he opens the side door of 
the house, going down into the storage. He hears shouting- 
Technoblade and some other, unknown voice- getting louder as he 
goes down into the basement level where he keeps his own room. 


Hubert grabs Moon, making sure the skeleton’s gun is loaded, and 
brandishes his hunting knife. 


The shouting stops. 


A tall, bony, square-faced human wearing Technoblade’s spare 
clothes stares at Hubert in shock, blue eyes offended, as if Hubert 
was the trespasser. And there’s a very conspicuous hole in the walls, 
just to the side of Hubert’s door, shoddily covered up by a barrel of 
all the food that Hubert noticed was missing for the past few days. 


Moon, on account of being a skeleton construct possessing 
approximately zero brain cells, decides to take this opportunity to 
shoot the wall next to the human’s head. 


“Hallowblade,” Technoblade says in Khorsh. 


“Yes, sir.” 


“Did you radicalize the skeleton while | was gone?” Technoblade 
looks at Moon's outfit. “And put it in a riding dress?” 


“So | did.” Hubert wiggles his knife. “In my defense, you left me 
unsupervised.” 


Moon fires at the human and misses. And then she fires, and then 
she misses again. 


She promptly turns around and knocks her pumpkin head into the 
corner while trying to re-adjust her firing position. This rotates the 
pumpkin, leaving her blind, causing her to fire and miss again. 


This goes on for several ticks. 


“Please put the skeleton back in her closet,” Techno gently orders. 
“We're trying to have a civilized conversation here.” 


“The human is stealing our food,” Hubert points out. “And stealing 
your clothes.” 


“lam aware,’ Technoblade wearily responds. 


“He looks like skin and bone,” Hubert continues. “Diseased, even. 
The Rot could take him at any second.” 


“He’s not skin and bone,” Technoblade corrects. “Humans are just 
meatless like that.” 


“Horrifying, sir.” 


The human, perhaps sensing that he’s being insulted, starts 
insistently poking Technoblade while saying something in Script. One 
of Moon’s bullets catches on his tattered shirt, prompting a very loud, 
cursed yelping noise. 


“Don’t kill the basement hobo, Hubert,” Technoblade reminds him. 


“| want him to leave.” 


“We have standards, Hubert. Respect guest rights.” Technoblade 
pinches his brow, swaying on his feet slightly. “Let’s just... let’s just 
some food going, and we'll figure it out, alright? |... have not eaten in 
two days, and I’m startin’ to feel it. Oh, boy.” 


He kneels down until he sits on the open platform of the house 
elevator, taking several labored breaths. 


The human says something that Technoblade answers with an 
inarticulate grunt. The human smiles and joins him on the elevator 
platform, doing some sort of gesture at Hubert with his middle finger. 


Hubert frowns and confusedly returns the gesture as best as his 
hooves are able. 


The human laughs, clapping his hands as they go back upstairs. 


33. Welcome Home, Theseus 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Something to be said about awakening sleeping giants. 


These past two days have been a very confusing time for Tommy 
Atkins Innit. 


First, he kind of had that realization that Hunter- his long time friend 
for what feels like forever- was maybe not a good friend and more of 
a Straight up horrible person who only cared about how well he could 
train Tommy to behave. 


So that leaves Tommy with no friends. And also no house, because 
Hunter did destroy his Logstedshire stuff, and that was a bit not so 


poggers. 


The second thing is that he realized that pretty much every conflict 
he’s ever been in- every war on this server- has centered around his 
discs somehow. 


It makes sense, doesn't it? He gave up his discs for Lmanburg, he 
fought for them back, and now Hunter holding them over Tommy and 
Tubbo’s head is what gives him power! So if Tommy gets his discs 
back, then basically every conflict is over! It’s the perfect plan. 


But Tommy needs things if he ever wants to get that done. Things he 
doesn't have. 


He’d been wandering around aimlessly for about half a day or so 
when that little emerald necklace Philza gave him started pulling him 
towards somewhere like a fucked up compass. Which, yes, it may 
have been a stupid idea to follow where it was taking him, but it’s not 
like Tommy had any other options. 


It was either that or die in the snow. 


How was Tommy supposed to know this was Techno’s house? He 
just wanted to eat some good fucking food and sleep for a few days, 
he didn’t know he was gonna have to deal with the god damn pig! 


He’d only stolen one stack of gapples! And just a few potions! And 
one bottle of vodka. 


Or two. 


Or three. 


(It’s hard to keep track of these sorts of things, okay? His brain’s 
been all mixed up.) 


And Techno was all pissy about finding him in the basement or 
whatever, like some kind of entitled prick. That's Tommy’s basement, 
thank you very much! He built it under Techno’s house himself! And 
worked so hard to fill all those barrels. 


With Techno’s stuff. 


From Techno’s house. 


Without Techno knowing. 


...Ah, yeah. Okay, Tommy can understand why Techno might've 
been pissed off now. 


At least Techno’s being a real champ about it. Hauled Tommy 
upstairs for some good stews. So that was nice. 


Until Techno wanted to start collecting rent like some sort of 
dickhead. 


Ooh, Tommy Innit, you have to work for me now Tommy Innit, | blew 
up your country and kill your friends for fun, ooh I’m opressed cus | 
hate the government BLAH BLAH BLAH- 


But he did have some points. Chiefly being that Tommy has no 
resources, no way to defend himself, and will literally freeze and 
starve without Techno’s house there to help him. 


Tommy also had untreatable frostbite on one of his toes, so that was 
also a thing. No-Toes Tommy moment right there. 


And he took Tommy’s alcohol. (Prick.) 


At least his weird roommates are more tolerable than he is. Like 
Edward, who’s some kind of fucked up, built different enderman like 
Ranboo. His room has a boat for a bed, he speaks no Script 
whatsoever, and his favorite activity appears to be vibrating in front 
of the fireplace in the middle of the night. 


There’s also Hubert, who may or may not be Techno’s boyfriend and 
lives in the same not-basement floor as Tommy. Holy fuck, Techno 
has so many basements. Like at least three. The storage basement 
has a separate door on the side of the house and its own elevator 
system to move shit to the other basements, that’s how fucked up it 
is. 


There’s also a hospital full of steadily recovering zombies in the 
farthest down basement. Tommy... Tommy stays away from that 
one. That one’s fucking weird. 


At least Chekhov’s here, too. He lives in that weird side house that’s 
bridged across from Techno’s main building. 


“Hi, Tommy!” Chekhov chirps. “Did Techno talk to you again today?” 


His clothes aren't much changed compared to how he dressed in 
New L’manburg- he’s just wearing one of Techno’s off-blue tunic 
things over his sweater, and a furry red wing shawl like how Philza 
does now. Elytron don’t care much about the cold, it seems. 


(His hair’s been getting whiter every day.) 


“Ah, you know how it is,” Tommy casually starts. “l come up from the 
basement for breakfast, and Techno started sayin’ that bullshit again 
about how the government is the cause of all my problems.” 


Let me tell you something, Tommy- they took everything from you. 


L’manburg, those guys? They exiled you, they left you for dead. 
Whatever Hunter did to you happened. They took everything from 
you. 


And you know what, Tommy? They tried to take everything from me. 
They- they’ve put Phil under house arrest, they stole Carl, they took 
all of my items. 


“He does that,” Chekhov lightly says. “He’s always been a bit of an 
anarchist. He was like that when Wilbur was a kid, too.” 


“Yeah, but this time he really wants me to buy into it.” Tommy kicks a 
stray bit of snow off the bridge. “Like an ultimatum or whatever.” 


Y’know, there’s two things we can do here. 


One- you can get out of my house, you can just leave. You can’t stay 
here. Or... we could team up. And we could take down L’manburg 
and get your discs back. 


“| don’t know what he thinks he’s offering me,” Tommy complains. “I 
can get my discs back without him.” 


“You’re not really by yourself, Tommy,” Chekhov wearily points out, 
his voice the exact tone Wilbur would have when Tommy did 
something wrong. “You're living out of Techno’s pocket right now.” 


Tommy crosses his arms, furred gloves clenching down on a sturdy 
blue arctic tunic, the motion of his shoulders shifting the cape slung 
across his back. “Whatever.” 


“| think you should take the offer!” Chekhov asserts. “Techno’s very 
nice. If he says he'll do something, he'll do it. He never lies about 
things like that.” 


“He’s asking me to betray Tubbo!” Tommy shouts. “He killed Tubbo, 
what would that mean for me if | was all buddy buddy with him now?” 


Does Tubbo think you’re his best friend? the memory of Technoblade 
presses regardless. Does he think of you the same way, Tommy? 


“How’s Phil?” Tommy asks, shifting the topic away from his 
uncomfortable thoughts. 


‘|-” Chekhov’s smile falters. “...1 don’t... know. Something made me 
very angry last time | was in L’manburg, so | decided to forget about 
it. It must not have been important.” His smile snaps back into place. 
“I’m sure he’s fine! Fundy’s always loved him to death, he’d never let 
anything happen.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The thing is, Techno seems like he would be fine if Tommy said no. 


The clothes, the food, that’s all free of charge. He gave Tommy an 
endpack and some spare supplies- it lies in wait for Tommy to walk 
away with and never return, if Tommy wants. 


Tommy could say no. Tommy could leave. 


(And maybe, in the end, that’s exactly why he stays.) 


“You promise, if | join you, we don’t have to be pals,” Tommy 
demands as they go back to the house after a shopping run. 


You’re my friend, Tommy! Hunter still seems to shout at him even 
now. You betrayed me! 


“We don't have to be pals, believe me.” Techno looks down at 
Tommy past his golden glasses. “In fact, it’s not even an option, 
alright? Just give up on that.” 


“You'll help me get back my discs,” Tommy hesitantly confirms. 


“I'll help you get back your discs,” Techno blithely affirms. 


“| won't help you, but you'll help me,” Tommy dares. 


“You'll help me destroy the government,” Techno corrects. 


“| won't help you destroy the government, but you'll...” Tommy looks 
at the house. 


Techno follows his gaze. “Tell you what,” he concedes, “we'll- we'll 
do some minor terrorism from which the government can-” His voice 
crumbles into a vague assenting noise as he claps Tommy across 
the shoulders. “-we can figure out the details on the way, Tommy. 
Alright?” 


Techno heard something Tommy didn’t want to do... and then 
adjusted it. For Tommy. 


Huh. 


“Technoblade.” Tommy makes sure to look the old man in the eyes 
as he smiles. “Il am a huge fan of minor terrorism.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Tommy wakes up in the middle of the night with golden eyes staring 
him down, and it’s only because he’s too used to General Blade’s 
Pogtopia bullshit that he doesn’t stab Techno in the chest on reflex. 


“Put on your coat,” Techno orders. “Anyways, follow me. | have 
something | need to show you. Something that no other person-” 


“Is ita woman?” Tommy jokes. 


“There is no woman,” Techno flatly says. “You did not need to bring 
that up.” 


Tommy giggles. 


“There’s something | haven’t shown anyone,” Techno starts. “Not 
even Philza. | didn’t want him to see this side of me.” 


He looks like he hasn't slept since he first found Tommy, and it 
shows. There's visible darkness under Techno’s eyes, even past his 
aged lines and coarse fur, and there’s a quiver in his snout. 


“You said you were retired and shit,” Tommy recalls. 


“But the truth is, I’ve been working on-” Techno squints uneasily. “- 
just a little hobby. Just- just- just a /ittle hobby, alright?” He leads 
Tommy to a cliff face behind his house, and nudges Tommy to stand 
where he does. “Stand here.” 


“Will | die?” Tommy bluntly asks. 


Techno frowns. “No. What was the point of that? | would have 
stabbed you a while ago.” He turns his face to the unassuming 
cliffside, his voice having an odd, manic shake to it. “You see this 
wall? ” 


Tommy nods. 


Techno’s hands drift along the cliff until his hand sinks into the rock 
with a subtle click. 


And the mountain breaks. 


It breaks like the mouth of a beast, long teeth of rocks tumbling in on 
themselves to reveal the gaping vault inside, covered wall to wall in 
withered, black skulls. 


Tommy screams with shock. 


“Welcome home, Theseus!” Technoblade’s laugh echoes down his 
vault, rolling like mad despair as he steps into the mouth of his own 
creation. “Oh, we're gonna do so much violence! They're so 
screwed! Oh, they thought two withers was bad- they thought two 
withers was bad.” 


There’s a grim, broken resignation to his smile. 


“They should not have messed with Technoblade. They should have 
let me stay in retirement.” 


Everywhere Tommy turns, empty eyed skulls stare at him. 


“They should have let me sleep, Theseus,” Techno wearily grieves. 
“They should have just let me sleep.” He clutches the chain of an 
emerald star in his hand and knocks the side of his fist against his 
forehead, letting out a defeated noise. “Oh, Angel, they should have 
let me sleep.” 


Tommy steps back. 


Techno walks towards the single set of armor on a stand at the edge 
of the vault, inspecting the netherite helm in his hands. He places the 


armor on Tommy’s head, and Tommy feels its magic shifting to fit 
around his face. The netherite closes in on his cheeks, and Tommy 
doesn’t know if it feels more like a cage or the key that breaks it. 
Maybe it was both. 


“We are going to destroy L’manburg by any means necessary,” the 
Blade promises. “And you’re gonna watch.” 


34. As Easy As The Art Of War 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Let your plans be dark and impenetrable as night, and when you 
move, fall like a thunderbolt. 
-Sun Tzu's The Art of War 


Chekhov brings Friend over the next time he visits Philza- because 
Friend is good and soft and makes everything better. 


Philza was the one that made him, after all. He was the one that 
made Friend a long, long time ago when he was sad. And Friend 
makes Chekhov feel better, so maybe he’ll make Philza feel better. 


Chekhov isn’t sure if it’s working. Philza sounds all foggy, like he’s 
forever out of breath. But he still holds Friend in his arms, head 
sleepily leaned down into Friend’s blue wool as he kneads his talons 
through the soft curls. 


“| heard there was a special place, where men could go and 
emancipate the brutality and the tyranny of their rulers.” Chekhov 
gently swings Philza’s free hand back and forth. “Well, this place is 
real, you needn't fret- go on, Phil.” 


“How do you know this- how do you remember this?” Philza weakly 
manages instead. 


“| wrote the verses!” Chekhov reminds him. “I wrote the second and 
third verses- it was a very happy memory for me. With Wilbur, 
Tommy-” Chekhov’s breath stutters to a halt. “7-7-Tommy-” 


Tommy who isn’t here, Tommy’s gone, Tommy, skin and bones, his 
Logstedshire house blown up in pieces- 


(Chekhov clenches the blue dyuers in his hands until it stops.) 


“Tubbo,” he finally continues, “-fuck Eret! A very big and not blown 
up L’manburg! My L’manburg - go on, sing along, Phil!” 


“My L’manburg,” Philza lowly echoes, blind gaze turned to the 
window. “My L’manburg...” 


“...My L’man... burg.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Ranboo had been told not to expect much from Philza when he 
visited. The old elytron had apparently been prone to depressive 
spells lately, and getting shot on top of his previous injuries had only 
drained more of what little energy he had. 


(Being locked in his own house probably didn’t help matters either. ) 


But to be honest, being told not to expect much just made Ranboo 
want to visit even more. He never knew Philza all that well, but the 
guy had always been nice to him, and... 


...the way that Tubbo specifically asked Ranboo to hold Philza 
down. To be the one who put the chains on him. It didn't sit right, and 
neither had the sudden hollow-eyed slackness in Philza’s body when 
it was done. 


Ranboo can (just barely) live with the idea that someone might not 
like him, but being afraid of him? For something he didn’t even want 
to do? Goodness gracious, it’s going to eat at his brain for ages if he 
doesn't at least make the effort to fix it. 


So while both Fundy and Tubbo are busy, Ranboo offers to be the 
one watching Philza. 


“How’'ve you been, Phil?” 


Ranboo doesn't really expect Philza to respond, but he'd like to ask 
anyways. To just let the offer to talk linger, if needed. 


“Bored,” Philza finally says. “Boring. House is boring.” 


Hmm. A bit terser than he usually is. And a little wider eyed. 
Ranboo’s just gonna file that away for later. “At least you can do 
some internal decorating,” Ranboo offers. “Make it look a bit nicer on 
the inside.” 


Philza hums. 


“You haven't moved from that spot since | got here,” Ranboo notes. 
“You- uh... you do still know how to walk, right? You didn’t get shot in 
anything vital and | just forgot?” 


“| just can't leave my house,” Philza corrects. “No point.” 


“It’s fine.” Ranboo almost moves to put a hand on Philza’s shoulder, 
but decides against it. “It’s fine. I’m sure you'll get out of house arrest 
very soon. Very legally.” He squints. “I’m fairly sure it should be 
legally.” 


Philza’s uncanny eyes drift towards where the guillotine stands- can 
he see it? Ranboo realizes he never asked how Philza’s vision 


works. “If what happened to Techno has anything to say about it, I’m 
probably next.” 


“No, no, no, no, no!” Ranboo quickly refutes. “You won’t get 
executed! You haven'’t- you haven't done anything wrong. You 
haven't spawned any withers... yet.” 


(But Philza was friends with Technoblade. And apparently friendship 
is a crime, these days.) 


“You won't get executed,” Ranboo says again. “I'll make sure of it.” A 
pause. “I'll fry,” he amends. “I don’t have any power here, | write 
down notes. | really don’t know what goes on here.” 


Philza chuckles grimly, curling his wings tighter around himself. “1 
just have to get used to these... four walls.” 


And here’s the thing. 


Ranboo doesn't really believe in countries. He never did, and he 
doubts he'll start out now. His loyalty is to the people that help him. 


And Philza has always, always helped him. 


Water protection enchantments here, guidance at a Nether road 
there, even just being a friendly face in the sea of weary wariness 
that seems to wash over the L’manburg populace. Philza has always 
helped Ranboo, and now Ranboo’'s repaid it by helping put him away 
in a cage. 


Ranboo’s in debt now. 


Just like how he’s in debt to Tommy for taking the punishment for 
exile. If Tommy hadn’t insisted Ranboo was never there when 
George’s house was burned down, Ranboo probably would have 
been exiled right alongside him. Maybe Tommy could have denied it 
all, and Ranboo would have been the only one exiled. 


Debt, debt, debt. It seems that all Ranboo can do these days is 
stand by and watch his debts climb higher. 


But not this one, Ranboo decides. So when Chekhov goes back to 
find a house in Neve that no mortal eyes can see, led by an emerald 
necklace, Ranboo follows. 


And he gives back Technoblade’s armor. 


He makes a show of it being nothing more than paying for his 
trespassing by offering gifts, thanking Technoblade for being a 
gracious host to Tommy- Tommy, Tommy, thank gods he’s alive, 
when Ranboo had seen those Logstedshire ruins he thought the 


worst- but him and Technoblade both know the severity of what he’s 
done now. 


But Ranboo never believed in countries, anyways. 


“You stole this,” Ranboo lies, “do you understand? You stole this, 
and | didn’t have anything to do with it, and- and- no one can know 
who gave you this. | didn’t have anything to do with it. You stole it. 
Cus-” He laughs on reflex. “-’cus you’re a wanted terrorist. That’s 
what you do.” 


Technoblade nods. “If anyone asks, | stole it. And not from you. | just 
broke into Lmanburg again. They already know | can do that, so this 
doesn't really change anything.” 


“Good! Good.” Ranboo’s wide toes curl into the snow, never quite 
sinking the way they should. “And now that you have your armor 
back, you’ll- you'll be getting back your other things. That you left in 
L'manburg! Which means... you'll be coming back to L_manburg.” 


“Yes, that is on the agenda.” Technoblade blinks. “You're being very 
awkward for a man committing treason.” 


“Thanks! It’s the treason.” 


“| sense you're hinting at something,” Technoblade points out. “But 
I’m terrible with social chess, so you’re gonna have to be a little more 
obvious.” 


“Philza’s still in his house,” Ranboo bluntly says. “If he goes missing 
one of the times you appear, that’s perfectly in-character for you.” 


Technoblade stills. “How is Philza’?” he slowly, deliberately asks, face 
carefully blank. 


“He thinks he’s going to be executed,” Ranboo admits, and it’s not a 
betrayal to say so- he’s only stating the obvious words of a private 
citizen. “And | trust that he won't be. But you should make sure he 
doesn't, anyways. Just- just in case.” 


He takes a step forward. Technoblade takes a step back. 


“Because you’d do that for him, right?” Ranboo presses. “I was 
there, | saw you screaming for each other. Tubbo and Fundy think 
you'd hurt him, but that’s not true, right? You'd do anything for him, 
wouldn’t you?” 


So much conjecture, so presumptuous, but Ranboo’s out of options 
and he knows it. He just re-armed an enemy of the state on the 
chance it might get Philza out. What if it turns out Technoblade’s 
angry with Philza after all, or never cared for him? Or worse, he does 
free Philza, only to do something worse himself, and Ranboo’s just 


signed a different, crueler death sentence for someone he’s trying to 
save because that’s all he’s good for, pretty words and good 
intentions and all of it worthless worthless WORTHLESS- 


“Maybe | would,” Technoblade admits. “But that’s none of your 
business.” 


And Ranboo knows that’s as good an answer as he'll get. He wills 
his shoulders to relax, to look just a little less desperate. “Good! 
Good- good talk. I’m-” he backs away. “I’m gonna go now.” 


“Take some food,” Technoblade insists. “For being such a good 
guest.” 


“l-” Ranboo blinks as a bushel of golden carrots gets put into his 
large hands. “-thank... you?” 


Mm. Terrorism. Collusion. Free food. Yep. These are all normal 
activities. 


“Welp!” Ranboo loudly interjects. “We never had this conversation! 
Goodbye!” 


“Come back anytime, | guess.” 


“Goodbye.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Ranboo puts his pen to his memory book. 


Today, I- 


He pauses. Does he need to know about this? Does he need to 
remember this? Remembering is risky, and so is writing it down. The 
risk of what might happen if the book is found is too high, compared 
to the off-chance he might forget this. 


Today, | spent time with Chekhov and we talked about our mail. 


That’s all anyone needs to know for now. No one needs to know it 
was at Technoblade’s house, or any other gifts he brought for the 
road. 


No one needs to be fo/d that Ranboo is a law-abiding citizen- that 
would be lying, after all. 


They'll just assume that it happened. 


(And no one else was in the room where it happened.) 


35. The Tick Is Coming In 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Newspaper selection and public bulletin provided by The Royal 
Museum of Greater Prime. Please take one. 


-THE PRIME REPORTER- 


Seawalkers Terraform Guardian Farm For Surface Player Use 


A guardian fish farm in the South Jungle sea has completed its 
partnership with SAMS to be terraformed and accessible for surface 
dwelling persons. Anyone can now access the guardian farm by boat 
and directly harvest prismarine, meat, or magic for themselves. 


Unconfirmed Technoblade Sightings 


Several witnesses claim to have seen Technoblade and an 
unidentified person near Church Prime. The status and current 
whereabouts of Technoblade are unknown following his attempted 
public execution by the state of New L’manburg. 


Mr. Blade, a former general for the militant insurrection that would go 
on to become the Underscore administration, was branded an 
enemy of the state after the dissolution of Manberg and the 
installment of President Underscore. No trial or waiting period was 


given before the execution, and it is rumored that hostages were 
used to force Mr. Blade’s compliance. 


Mr. Blade escaped during a riot that broke out at his execution, and 
continues to remain at large. 


-NEW L’MANBURG NEWS- 


Tommy Innit Presumed Dead 


This article is protected by the server-wide enforced Citizen’s 
Concerns Act, which mandates that any citizen concern about public 
affairs cannot be dismissed, censored, or otherwise forcibly made 
private without being addressed to the satisfaction of the parties that 
report it. 


As of 16 Dodekamon 2020, former Vice Pres. Tommy Atkins Innit is 
presumed dead after the destruction of his Logstedshire home. The 
property was found demolished beyond repair, with any personal 
affects either destroyed or missing. 


A short distance from his home, an approximately 30-block tall tower 
was visible, constructed of local surface materials. Though no body 
was found, Logstedshire is an extremely rural area rich in night mobs 
and wild magic, and this form of towering is known to be a common 
brute-force respawn method or means of suicide. 


Mr. Innit, a veteran of both Lmanburg wars and a commander of the 
L’manburg Batallion, was known to struggle with anger issues, 
alcoholism, and post-traumatic stress, especially after the Manberg- 
Pogtopia war. Those who visited him during exile reported him being 
increasingly paranoid and short of temper, to the point of there being 
an unverified report that he threw a passing Nether traveler into lava 
during a violent episode. 


Mr. Innit was barred from setting foot in both New L’manburg and 
Greater Prime, as well as their associated territories, and his Nether 
travel was restricted. Though he received visitors from New 
L'manburg, these were scattered incidents and not enough to paint a 
picture of what led to his final moments. 


-DESERT BLUFFS- 


“Blood Vines” Now Condensed Into Mysterious Egg 


The blood vines spotted throughout central spawn appear to have 
sprouted an egg-like flowering body in an underground warehouse 
connected to the public spider farm. 


Out of concern for the psychotropic effects of the plant, the research 
team attempted to encase the “egg” in reinforced obsidian, but it has 
been observed that any obsidian being placed near the egg is 


converted into crying obsidian. The public is once again urged to not 
consume the blood vines, and additionally warned not to approach 
this new manifestation for their own safety. 


-PETITION: FREE PHIL- 


Honey Ade is calling for a petition to formally contest the 
conservatorship custody of New L’manburg citizen Philza JWM Craft, 
also known as Old Saint Phil. 


On 16 Dodekamon, Mr. Craft was put under the custody of Tubbo 
Underscore, who had only been flock registered 5 days beforehand. 
Mrs. Ade, Mr. Craft’s other registered flock, was not informed of this 
until after the fact and thus was unable to contest it. Most crucially, 
Mr. Craft was not made aware of being placed under custody until he 
had already been detained, and has been both legally and physically 
barred from leaving his own home. 


During the 16 Dodekamon riot, Mr. Craft was shot and nearly killed 
by what has been stated to be accidental crossfire on Mr. 
Underscore’s part, and due to the movement restrictions placed on 
him, was unable to be hospitalized or receive proper medical 
treatment. Anonymous witnesses, however, maintain that this was 
not accidental fire, but targeted retaliation after Mr. Craft displayed 
dissociative/panic responses during the riot. 


Restricted movement and house confinement is known to cause 
elytron severe psychological distress, especially in isolation- Mr. 
Craft is confirmed to be left alone for most parts of the day, and his 
wardens refuse to confirm the conditions of that isolation. Jeff Adison 
(Mr. Craft's housemate) has confirmed being unable to confront the 
wardens or learn the conditions on said isolation. Jeff also mentions 
personally feeling restrained for unknown reasons by said wardens. 
All of this casts extreme concern towards Mr. Craft’s treatment and 
living condition in isolation. 


Mrs. Ade would like to transfer Mr. Craft’s custody to herself, where 
he will not be house isolated in a stressful environment by someone 
who has caused him harm, or ideally terminate his legal mandate for 
custody altogether. 


36. Be Good 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Do whatever it takes to survive. 


The next time Wren sees his little brother, he wonders. He wonders 
at wide eyes and wild wings and quiet words. 


7,9 


“I've been doin’ some readin’,” Wren awkwardly starts. “That science 
shit some of the newer shades keep poppin’ into the libraries. Seen 
some of that stuff they have on, uh- our wings. Your kind of wings.” 


The Angel silently tilts its head. 


“You're...” Wren trails off. “-you’re not my brother, are you?” 


A hurt look crosses over the Angel’s face. 


“Shit, fuck, | didn’t mean it like that, | mean-” Wren stutters over his 
words. “-you’re not- you’re not Philza. All those times Phil was actin’ 
odd, that was you, | reckon. Did | get it right?” 


The Angel’s mouth flattens as it makes a non-committal motion with 
its hands. 


“You got a name?” Wren dares to ask. “| hear some of you get 
names.” 


“Benihime,” it quietly says. 


Wren snorts. “Princess of all things? So you do remember some 
stuff, then,” Wren lets himself confirm. “Do you... do you still know 
who | am? From what I’m hearin’, it's been a while since I’ve been 
around.” 


It looks at him for a long, unblinking moment. 


“Of course | know who you are,” Benihime finally says. “You’re my 
brother.” 


“Some brother | turned out to be.” Wren’s answering laugh feels 
halfway to a sob. “You were right in front of me this whole time and | 
couldn't even recognize you.” 


“It's alright, mate,” Benihime quietly assures. “I’m good at keepin’ to 
myself.” Its weary smile softens. “It’s nice to see you again.” 


Wren smiles sadly as he opens his arms, letting out a surprised 
noise as hardened arms and massive black wings practically 
swallow him whole. 


“| keep forgettin’ you're bigger than me,” Wren wheezes. “It’s unfair is 
what it is.” 


His brother only answers with a content trill, a tail wrapping around to 
trap Wren’s legs. 


Wren scoffs as he opens his own wings in turn. “Yeah. | missed you 
too, ya big bastard.” 


“Bet you missed me more,” Benihime snarks. “You waited for me for 
a fuckthousand years? For shame. Were the tears clouding your 
eyes?” 


“You’re the one who turned into a certified whore while | was gone,” 
Wren bites back, even as he presses them closer together. “Y’ look 
like a harlot in a winter snowstorm. What are you, Death’s favorite 
stripper?” 


Benihime laughs. “I’m pretty sure I’m wearin’ more layers than you 
ever Saw me in.” 


“Like a courtesan,” Wren continues. “One of the classy whores.” 


“| thought you loved me. Why do you hate crime me like this?” 


“| missed out on a whole fucking millenia of potential hate crimes,” 
Wren insists. “I’m making up for lost time.” His arms start to shake. 
“So you better fuckin’ get used to it. I’m gonna talk yer ear off for the 
rest of your life. Or the end of time. Whichever one happens first.” 


“I can live with that.” 


-<>Y<>- 


So here’s the plan. 


...shit, what was the plan again? 


Don't break, Chatters reminds him. 


“Oh, yeah!” Philza loudly says in his empty basement. “That!” 


The plan- the plan is... 


...Philza doesn’t want to die. 


He doesn't want to die here, in this tiny house. He wants to get out. 
He wants to get out, he wants to live long enough to get out, and he 
would prefer not to break while doing it. 


He'll live if he breaks, of course. No, the world could never be so 
kind as to let him die if he did. But that does not apply to the entire 
city-state of people that his cage lies in the center of. 


Fundy, Fundy, clever little Fundy- oh, his clever little cage is going to 
kill them all if Philza starts to slip for a fucking microtick. Philza made 
a mistake not telling his grandson the darker fables he told to Wilbur, 
it seems. Of the inherent folly of caging Angels. 


Every time Philza feels himself reach red, Fundy’s bind clamps down 
on him again, forcing him back to a tamer state, but it does not get 
rid of the red, it only suppresses it. Condenses it. 


An angry song of death has been building in the Angel’s body for 2 
days now, and one day he'll have no choice but to sing it, no matter 
how many people go down with him. If he even starts to crack, it 
might just kill them all. 


He cannot break. He doesn’t have a choice. 


So here he is. Sorting corals and rocks and pebbles in his basement. 
Pick them up, put them down, pick them up again. Contemplate the 
texture in his hands, and hear them click against the floor as he 
drops them. 


Don’t think about the cage. 


Just think about the rocks. 


Rock. 


Rock. 


Rock? rock Rock rocke rOccC Rock ROCK- 


“Grandpa? Are you down there?” 


Philza bites down a sharp flinch. Fuck, he forgot about Fundy. He’s 
still going to have to /ive around Fundy during all this, isn’t he? 


Fundy will probably be around more than ever out of concern. 
That's... going to be a problem. 


His wings flutter uneasily, and Benihime’s train of thought prods 
against his mind like an open question. Uniess...? 


“No,” Philza quietly whispers. “I can’t ask you to do that.” 


We'll both do it, Benihime offers. And | was always better at being 
good, anyways. 


“Is that something we really want to put ourselves through again?” 


It will keep us from breaking. Path of least resistance and all that. 


“And if we forget how to stop?” Philza presses. 


We live, anyway. We always have. 


“Okay.” Philza takes a high, shaking breath. “Okay.” He laughs 
nervously. “Oldest trick in the book, right? Our book, anyways.” 


It’s fine. It’s easy. It’s terrifying, how easy it’s always been, to lock his 
own mind away. But back before he could ever hold a sword, he was 
always good at being good, and Benihime was even better. 


(It was always a question of survival.) 


It'll only be long enough to live another day. And another, and 
another, and every tomorrow past that. 


Bear it. Don’t break. 


Be good. 


Philza picks up his cane, stands up again, and turns to walk up the 
stairs. He opens the door, smiles the way his face was always meant 
to, and stops thinking. 


37. Everything Will Be Alright 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Hide and run and survive. 


“Lagos’ asking for my house coordinates,” Techno casually 
mentions. 


It takes Tommy a long tock to realize Techno's talking about Hunter. 
Techno uses so many weird names for everything. 


“You can't give ‘em to him,” Tommy immediately says. “You can't, 
he'll- | don’t know what he'll fuckin’ do to me!” 


“I've allied with him multiple times in the past,” Techno reasonably 
points out. “If | suddenly start getting cagey with information now, 
that'll just make him more suspicious.” 


“You said you were gonna help me!” Tommy shouts. “You can’t do 
that and be friends with Hu- Lagos!” 


“Okay, you wanna have this conversation right now? Let’s have it.” 
Techno leans forward. “My allies are not my friends. You and your 


little Pogtopia stunt made it perfectly clear that any friendships | have 
on this server rely on how well you people can use me.” 


Tommy shuts his mouth with a harsh click, looking off to the side. 


” 


“Lagos is not my friend. Neither are you- you said that yourself. 
Techno’s brows furrow with irritation. “If you get caught, that’s on 
you. Drink an invis pot and hide. I'll tell you when he’s gone.” 


The next stretch of eternity feels like a walking heart attack waiting to 
happen. Tommy’s hands shake so badly over his invisibility potion 
that he spills it onto the floor (and Edward), leaving Techno to splash 
one directly over him before practically stuffing him into a drawer in 
the hearth room. 


Tommy can hear Hunter's axe swinging into the night mobs outside. 


“Do you need some help, Lagos?” Techno conversationally offers. 
“You're kind of getting munched on there.” 


“Oh, you know. Just getting rid of these zombies. They’re so rude.” 


“| really should put torches around here,” Techno concedes. “But 
then I’m like, nah. They’re just part of the deterrent keeping people 
away.” 


Tommy tries to remember how to breathe while Techno and L-Lagos 
just talk like normal people. Making themselves at home, giving a 
little house tour. Tommy grapples with the urge to just break open the 
cabinet door just a little bit so he can see what’s happening. 


“There’s a bit of a problem,” Lagos says. “Tommy left.” 


“Who?” Techno goes silent for a long beat. “Oh, Tommy. Yeah, that 
guy? He got exiled, that was pretty funny.” 


Left. 


Left, not died. 


He knows. He fucking knows. 


Past the roar in his own ears, Tommy hears Lagos ask if he can look 
through the house again. Techno shows him the storage basement- 
but not the clinic- and even shows Lagos the weird prayer bell he 
keeps upstairs. Tommy desperately stuffs a golden apple in his 
mouth while Techno ropes Lagos into an impromptu prayer session. 


It tastes like fuck all in his mouth and barely fills him up, but he 
needs it. He needs it- he needs the regeneration it gives. Because 
what if Lagos finds him and attacks him and swings his axe and 
makes Tommy drop all his things in a hole and detonates it- 


“Okay, he’s gone.” Techno forces open the cabinet door. “Were you 
seriously chugging golden apples while we were upstairs? If you’re 
hungry, we have food. Golden apples won't fill you.” 


Tommy takes another bite of the apple. 


“You just did it again! Why are you wasting my gapples?” 


“| was about to run out of absorption!” Tommy frantically defends. 


“YOU DON’T NEED-” Techno takes a deep breath. Then another. “1 
am calm. | am normal.” He firmly grabs Tommy’s shoulders. “Golden 
apples are medicine. Not food. Eat them when you are hurt. If you 
overuse them, you're just gonna give yourself magic poisoning.” 


“| thought | was gonna get hurt-” 


“Do you want to ruin your body so badly you'll be able to eat nothing 
but gapples for the rest of your life?” Techno morbidly offers. “Cus 
that’s what you’re gonna do to yourself. Mortal bodies ain’t built for 


that, Tommy. Especially...” His head moves up and down as he 


gives Tommy an appraising look. “... whatever on earth is going on 
with yours.” 
“OI!" Tommy slaps Techno’s hands away. “I'll have you know I’m an 


above-average boy.” 


“| know,” Techno deadpans. “It’s medically concerning.” 


“You’re medically concerning,” Tommy spits back. “Bitch. Fuckin’... 
golden eyes havin’ bitch.” 


Techno stares at him for a moment. 


“Anyways, Techno continues like that never happened, “stop eating 
my gapples.” 


“No.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Stop sneaking food,” Techno scolds when he sees Tommy trying to 
steal bread out of the corner of his vision. “If you want to eat, eat at 


the table. Don’t squirrel things away, that’s how you get rats and 
bugs in your room.” 


“I’m the only rat-bug allowed in my room, I'll have you know.” Tommy 
tilts his head, leaning his body at some comical angle to get a better 
look at Techno’s work. “The fuck you need that many potions for?” 


“Philza,” Techno tersely says. 


“Why? Is he sick?” 


“| don’t know.” 


The last he saw or heard from Philza was the man himself in chains, 
screaming out Techno’s name as he was dragged back into a broken 
house. The days after that have been spent in total radio silence- no 
letters, no calls, no comm messages, not even Chatters or the barest 
brush of godly intent in his direction. 


He does not know what New L’manburg might have done to Philza 
already. He does not know what they might be doing to Philza now. 


Techno’s hooves curl into his palms. “I don’t know if he even-” 


They were clearly ready to chain and beat Philza just for the 
compass. How would they punish Philza now for Techno’s escape? 
Would they continue what they’ve done, or would they worsen it? 
Philza could be tortured or dead and Techno would never know until 
it's too late and all he finds is a broken body bleeding with the 
revenge that an angry army wasn't able to take out on the Blade 
himself- 


There’s a loud crunching noise. 


“Stop eating the gapples, Tommy,” Techno reflexively scolds. 


“I'll stop when you stop wiggin’ out and go the fuck to sleep. You’ve 
been there all night.” 


“Tommy-" 


Another loud crunch. 


Techno frowns deeply. 


“Listen, bruv, I’m just gonna take a bite for every sentence that 
comes out of your mouth.” Tommy shrugs. “If | get magic poisoned, 
that’s on you.” 


Techno sighs, dropping his head into his hands. “Fine. There’s no 
point staying up much longer, anyways.” 


“That's the spirit.” Tommy finishes off his apple with one last hearty 
chomp. “Chin up, man. It’s Phil! He'll be alright.” 


“You have no idea what you’re talking about, but | appreciate the 
sentiment.” 


It’s fine. 


It'll be fine. 


Philza will be fine. 


(He has to be.) 


38. Be Careful With That One, Love. He Will Do What It 
Takes To Survive. 


Summary for the Chapter: 


He was good. 


“Grandpa?” Fundy hesitantly starts. 


Philza opens his eyes, a barely there smile on his face. “Mm.” 


“You’re, uh-” Fundy fiddles with his hands. “You’re wearing your 
funeral clothes.” 


Philza lazily looks down at himself- at his white kimono, at the 
sleeves sewn inside his green crowsworn cloak, at the heart 
patterned wing shawl in his hands. 


“My other clothes got a bit ruined after | got shot,” he airily explains. 
“Couldn’t exactly go out and get more, so-” He laughs slightly. “Here 
we are. | might as well.” His gaze drifts along the wall. “Might... as 
well.” His smile softens as he runs his hands over the green fabric. “| 
remember working very hard on this. It really would be nice to die in 
these clothes.” 


Fundy puts a bracing, gentle hand on Philza’s head. “You doin’ 
alright?” 


Philza hums, leaning into the touch with a soft trill. “It’s alright. I’m 
not goin’ anywhere.” 


“| don’t want you to be stuck like this either, | just-” Fundy lets out an 
uncertain noise. “-between the shit the cabinet’s been getting up to, 
and Techno on the loose, I’m worried about what'll happen if we just 
let you go.” 


“lll be fine. ’'m with you.” Philza’s cloudy eyes widen as he tilts his 
head. “You would never hurt me. You love me.” 


Oh, thank gods. 


Fundy wraps Philza in a tight hug. Philza startles, if only for a 
moment, before bonelessly relaxing into the hold, a quiet flock call in 
his throat. 


“| still love you, grandpa,” Fundy stresses. “Even though things are 
bad right now, | still love you. Okay?” 


“| know.” Stardusted hands curl into Fundy’s coat. “You love me.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Hey, buddy,” Tubbo softly says as he lingers in the doorway. “May | 
come in?" 


Philza backs away from the door. “Sure.” 


Tubbo walks in, patting down the snow off his red Winter’s Moon 
sweater. “Hey, Phil!” 


“Hi, mate.” 


“Hey, so, um-” Tubbo’s eyes dart around the house, trying to look 
anywhere but Philza’s scarred eyes. “I just wanted to check in, see 
how you were! See how, y’know-” He looks down at the chains on 
Philza’s ankles. “-is the bracelet causing you any discomfort?” 


“It’s alright,” Philza mutely responds. 


Tubbo tilts his head. “We’re still friends, right?” 


Philza freezes. 


“We're still friends,” Tubbo says. “Even though you’re under house 
arrest and all. We're still friends, right?” 


Philza stares at him from the other side of the room, a slow red 
climbing down his mottled antlers. 


“You tried to kill me,” he flatly recalls, a sudden sharpness creeping 
in his tone. “Did you forget about that?” 


Tubbo laughs nervously, nodding his head as his dull black nails 
scratch through his hair. “In my defense, it was quite funny. It was 
quite funny, in my defense-” 


“For you!” Philza hisses, wings snapping open painfully. “| almost 
died, Tubbo!” 


“No,” Tubbo uncomfortably denies, clutching his hands together. “No, 
you never died. That’s not your thing.” 


“| TOOK A FUCKIN’ BOLT TO THE STOMACH?!’ Philza shouts, eyes 
growing bloody red. “/ WASN’T WEARING ANY ARMOR, TUBBO-” 


Philza yelps sharply as the foxes drawn on his wrists spark angrily 
again, the red in his antlers quickly fading like a washed out paint. 
He breathes slowly, deliberately, as the red of his irises stubbornly 
floods into the white of his eyes for a moment, and disappears. 


Tubbo puts his hands on Philza’s arms, trying to steady him. “You've 
never spiked like that before. You alright?” 


Philza’s wings rattle loudly, eyespots glaring hatefully at him before 
fading out to a clouded expression, the feathered appendages going 
slack. 


“I’m okay,” Philza finally says, a hazy smile returning to his face. “I’m 
okay. Just lost my temper. I’Il- I'll be good.” 


Tubbo hums skeptically. “If you say so.” He gestures at Philza’s legs. 
“Can | see your bracelet? | need to make sure it’s not 
malfunctioning-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Chekhov had gone to check on Friend again- he left Friend with 
Philza, because it felt like Philza needed him more than Chekhov 
did- and he saw TJubbo there at the house. 


And this made Chekhov feel very nervous for some reason. Like it 
was bad for Tubbo to be around Philza, though he can't for the life of 
him remember why. (It’s probably not important.) 


Chekhov clicks at Philza. “Phil. Why is he being mean to you?” 


Philza’s cloudy smile doesn't shift a single pixel. “Politics changes 
people, | guess.” 


It’s so weird. He’s being weird. 


Philza wouldn't just stay in a house all day like this, something 
insistently whispers in the back of his head. Or just let people talk 
him down. 


Something’s wrong. 


But what would be wrong? He’s only... stuck in his house. That he 
can't leave. He can’t leave his tiny, tiny house. 


It’s just small enough to be a cage, his own voice whispers at him. 
How long has he been here? 


“Do you want me to canon death him?” Chekhov hears himself 
offering. “Il can do it.” He summons his shotgun into his hands. “I 
could kill him, and then he’d be a ghost. Tubbo-ghost. Tub-ghost.” 


“Tubbost.” Philza giggles. “Toast.” 


He ducks his head into Friend’s wool, collapsing into tired, unsteady 
laughter. 


For some reason, it makes Chekhov's hands shake with a burning, 
rising anger he can’t understand. He doesn't like it- it doesn’t feel like 
him, why is he getting so angry? 


He- he needs to forget about this. It’s not good to be angry. 


Oh, sure, just forget about everything like you always do, the voice 
hisses again. /’m sure it'll all work out eventually. 


“Stop that,” Chekhov whispers to himself. “Why are you being so 
mean? You're not real.” 


You're an even shittier son than | am, it cruelly concludes. Goodbye, 
Ghostbur. 


Chekhov goes back to his library, opens his cupboard, and clutches 
his blue until the voice is gone. 


...What was he so upset about again? 


-<>9Y<>- 


There’s a loud thump. 


Fundy looks down from the upstairs unit and startles, fur puffing up 
as he looks down. “Did you fall down the stairs?” 


Philza’s prone form giggles, black tail thumping against the floor with 
mirth. “Walking is hard now.” 


Fundy frowns. “Have you been eating enough? You sound all loopy.” 


“Gods, don’t scare me like that.” Fundy sighs as he helps Philza 
back to his feet. “You’re gonna wreck your bracelets if you keep that 


” 


up. 


Philza chuckles tiredly to himself. “Sounds festive. | should try it 
again.” 


“Please don't,’ Fundy quietly pleads. “You're just gonna hurt 
yourself.” 


“It’ssss fine. You love me.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“You keep falling asleep on me,” Tubbo jokingly notes. 


Philza hums sleepily. “I’m very tired.” 


“Quackity got pretty badly hurt when Techno escaped. Lost a canon 
life and everything.” Tubbo scratches nervously at his scars. 
“Nobody, like, blames you for anything that happened. But I’m gonna 
keep Big Q away from you for a little while, alright? | don’t want him 
to snap at you.” 


Philza closes his eyes as he ducks his head onto the table, chained 
legs swinging idly as he lets out a very small flock call. 


He looks so tired. 


“Its for your own good,” Tubbo finds himself saying. “You 
understand, right? We can’t have you running around getting used 
by terrorists. Ever since Tommy left and- and died, I-” Tubbo takes a 
deep breath. “-| can’t lose anyone else.” 


Philza smiles. “You love me too much.” 


“You can't prove it, old man,” Tubbo snarks. “Go back to sleep.” 


-<>Y<>- 


On the sixth day, they let Honey start visiting again. 


They explain, sympathetically- sympathetic yet heartless, in the way 
that only government mandates can be- that it was out of concern for 
Philza. Concern for the damage that Honey could do to his fragile 
state, considering the ‘fit’ she threw about the whole situation the last 
time she ‘visited’. 


And it had nothing at all to do with that little petition she’d started. 
No, surely not. But completely unrelatedly, surely she understands 


why they simply can’t let Philza go. After being exploited by the 
Blade? After nearly dying in the recent riots? Why, they may as well 
throw him to the anarchists! 


No, no. Surely Mrs. Ade understands the gravity of the situation. And 
if she wants to retain her visitation rights, she'll do well to behave in 
the future. 


So, Honey sits pretty and tries to hold her tongue while she watches 
the sick clown circus of Fundy tricking himself into thinking any of 
this is fine. Because that’s not Philza. 


Too-wide eyes, soft hums slipping from a sleep-laced smile, his 
words gentle and sweet while his wings hang so slack behind him 
they may as well have been props, eyespots just as carelessly 
clouded as the eyes on his own face. There’s a sway on his legs like 
he’s forgotten how his own limp works, his cane left to collect dust by 
the doorway. 


This is not Philza. This shy, honey-sweet old man is what people 
think Philza is like, or maybe just how they’d prefer he actually be. 


This is Old Saint Phil. 


An empty, thoughtless parody of something demure, polite, and as 
patient as a saint. Something that speaks in murmured whispers of 
Talon, tail tucked just out of the way of anyone else, that turns into a 


manageable and unprotesting ragdoll whenever Fundy holds his 
hand or gives him a hug. 


“You're leaving,” Philza softly says, an implacable accent in his voice 
as he stares after Fundy. 


“| still have to go to work, grandpa,” Fundy patiently explains. 


Philza’s eyes tunnel blankly through the space in front of him, a shy 
flock call trapped in his mouth as his talons curl oh-so gently over the 
blueprints he’s scrawled onto his paper, covered in a geometric 
language Honey doesn’t recognize. 


“Okay,” he whispers. “I'll be good.” 


(This was a god, once.) 


“Do you like the house?” Philza softly chirps to Honey when Fundy is 
gone. “I fixed it.” 


“It's... fine,” Honey neutrally says. 


“You don't like it,” Philza quickly whispers. “I’m sorry, I'll try to make it 
better.” 


Honey sputters. “No, that’s not-” She sighs loudly. “Gods. Look, 
Fundy’s not here anymore. You can drop the bit now. It’s creepy.” 


And Philza just tilts his head with that wide eyed, shy smile. Like he’s 
forgotten how to drop the bit. Like he doesn’t know what she’s talking 
about. 


Like it’s not a bit. 


“| can make us some tea if you want.” Philza blinks. “I think. They 
moved all of my things and | didn’t get to finish re-labeling them.” 
When she doesn’t answer, he stands hesitantly. “I’ll- I'll make some 
tea. Is that okay?” 


“Of course it is, hun,” Honey makes sure to say. “It’s your house. Do 
what you want.” 


She’s seen a lot of things, where Philza is concerned. All his fucked 
up scars, the whole spectrum of godly bullshit- hell, she’s met 
Benihime, and that’s not something everyone can say. 


But she’s never seen him like this. Not this uncanny version of 
himself, all his kindness and friendly demeanor turned into artificial 
sweetness, bittered with desperation and as soft as baby’s down. His 
empty, honeyed words spilling from an unnervingly sweet smile and 
sugar glass eyes. 


And he turns to Honey Ade, his long-time friend, a member of his 
flock- Honey's first flock- and he does not falter. Not even her 
presence causes a single stutter in his words, a spark of 
remembrance in his eyes. Not even Honey was safe enough for the 
friend she knew to return to her. 


She watches Old Saint Phil go through the motions, just like 
everyone else. 


Old Saint Phil pours boiling water out of a chipped teapot. It splashes 
on him, and he doesn't even bother to curse at it. He's not even 
using his favorite blend of tea leaves. Has he... has he even 
replenished his favorite blend? Has he gone outside at all since the 
last time she saw him? Gods, when was the last time he even felt 
the sun warm his wings? 


A thousand thousand questions churn through Honey’s mind as 
Philza keeps going through his motions. All the while, he weakly 
flock calls towards nothing in particular, a rusted and half-hearted 
noise that seems to expect no answer- he doesn’t even seem to 
realize he’s making it. 


It's an empty, wanting sound. 


Honey softly, hesitantly dares to answer those rusted flock calls with 
her own. 


Philza flinches, stardusted hands spasming violently. The boiling pot 
in his grasp shatters beautifully as it drops, shards scattering 
gracefully on the floor. 


“That was my only teapot,” Philza flatly says. “My wife gave it to me.” 


His hands start to shake. 


And he starts laughing. Not even normal laughing, either- these 
bubbling, borderline manic giggles. 


“First off,” Honey starts. “l am so, so sorry-” 


“It's fine, Honey,” Philza widely smiles. He catches the look on her 
face and laughs again. “It was only ever things. | can get another. | 
just-” His breath catches. “-gods, what a stupid way to end it all, 
innit?” 


And he keeps laughing. He laughs and laughs until he sways back 
into the table, catching his hands on it to stay standing. 


(His laughter starts to sound like sobbing. ) 


“’m laughing at a pile of broken clay,” Philza hysterically realizes. 
“Gods, | really have gone insane.” 


He looks down at his shaking hands and green cloak like he doesn’t 
quite recognize it. 


“Quick question, how long have | been here?” Philza unsteadily 
wonders. “Asking for a friend.” 


“The last time | saw you was six days ago,” Honey reveals. “If you 
remember that.” 


Philza’s resting smile brightens a bit. “That’s not as bad as it could 
have been, at least. | think my record’s been two weeks in that 
department.” 


Well, that’s not an alarming sentence. 


“They locked me in here for six days.” Philza’s smile warps with a 
fresh wave of heartache. “My boys locked me in here for six days. 
Oh, gods.” 


He turns to Honey, a grim look on his face. 


“Get out,” he whispers. “Grab your wife and kids. You get as far away 
from this place as you can. Fuckin’ promise me you'll get out.” 


“Hey, I’m not leavin’ you here-” 


“I’m the reason you need to get out of here,” Philza desperately 
insists. “l don’t know how much longer | can take it before my aspect 
breaks. Don’t go down with this place.” 


“What about you?” Honey asks. 


“| have to go back under,” Philza warbles. 


“No.” Honey shakes her head. “You can’t do that again. That’s not 
you, that’s-” Honey lets out a stressed trill. “-gods, it was like looking 
at a doll. | thought | /Jost you.” 


“There’s nothing else | can do until | can break out,” Philza gently 
explains. “I can’t do anything, not with all the magic binding me- can't 
even leave the house, | can barely even talk about it without runnin’ 
red. | can't- | can’t risk what'll happen if | slip.” 


“But what about you?” Honey simply asks again. 


As if that would ever change the answer. As if, for once, Philza would 
ever choose himself. 


“Aw, mate.” His eyes soften into a fond smile- all awkward and worn 
and just as bastard as he was always meant to be. “I'll be okay. | 
always am.” 


His eyes widen back into nothing. 


“You should go before Fundy comes back,” he sweetly suggests. 
“Otherwise, he'll blame you for breaking my teapot. That’s my own 
fault.” 


Honey takes a deep breath. “Okay. I'll go. And I'll... remember your 
advice.” 


“Oh, we talked? That’s nice. | like our talks.” Philza tilts his head. 
“Was | good?” 


“Of course you were,” Honey insists. “You always were.” 


“I’m glad.” He goes to pick up a broom, sweeping at the clay shards 
on the floor. “Bye, mate.” 


“Goodbye, you old bastard. Stay alive.” 


39. The Tiger 


Summary for the Chapter: 


The tiger 

He destroyed his cage 
Yes 

YES 

The tiger is out 


-Nael, age 6, They're Singing a Song in Their Rocket 


On the seventh day, his flock call breaks. It rattles in his throat, but 
no sound comes out. 


On the seventh day, Tubbo takes him outside for the first time- too 
little, too late. 


On the seventh day, the Angel of Death hears the Blood of the 
Covenant. 


-<>Y<>- 


Technoblade, invisible to all the world, stares at the ramlin 
accompanying his friend on the street. You didn’t tell me Tubbo 
was with you. 


Oh, yeah. Whoops. 


There’s something off about Philza’s thoughts. He’s always been a 
little disjointed, courtesy of Chatters, but this has a different energy. 
Hazy and disoriented, with a concerning undercurrent of confusion. 


He won’t stop following me, Philza bewilderedly notes. 


Meet me in your house and tell him to go away, Techno gently 
orders. 


Okay, Philza passively accepts. Why? 


...Phil, I’m getting you out of here. 


Philza stops in the street. 


Tubbo turns back to look at him. “You alright, Phil?” 


“lm fine, mate,” Philza’s worn voice whispers, a shell-shocked 
expression on his face. “Can we go home now?” 


Tubbo’s frown softens. “Yeah, of course.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Jeff walks home from work when he sees the Ade family and their 
assistant pull up just outside his door, backs laden with supplies. 


“You got a family, Jeff?” Honey asks. 


“If | did, I’d be livin’ with them,” Jeff bluntly answers. 


“Good.” Honey’s gaze hardens. “Pack yer things. Y’ have ten clicks.” 
She and her wife’s ears perk sharply. “Make that five. Just grab the 
cash and the shit y’ can’t replace.” 


“Do | get to ask why?” Jeff deadpans. 


The goatlin (Ghost, was it?) raises an eyebrow. “You wanna be here 
when this place goes t’ shit?” 


Jeff blinks. “Fair enough.” He frowns. “Wait, what about Phil?” 


Honey’s mouth flattens grimly. “I got a feelin’ he’s gettin’ out today 
whether they want him or not.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Quackity is in his El Rapids house when people start to drop in the 
streets. 


Not dead- he leans over to look the bodies, and they still breathe. 
They're asleep. 


Falling asleep in the streets, hearts slowed to a death-still crawl. 
Anyone still standing shambles along their way like a zombie, totally 
blind to the world around them. 


Shit. Shit shit shit- 


“Karl!” Quackity staggers, pushing off a wall to keep the momentum 
in his weakening legs. His shouting warps the jagged scar carving 
through his mouth, disappearing into his eyepatch. “Sapnap!” 


Sapnap blearily raises his head, dark eyes fluttering lethargically. 


“We gotta get out of here,” Quackity manages. “We gotta-” 


He drops to the floor. 


-<>Y<>- 


The Covenant’s presence was both a blessing and a curse by virtue 
of this one simple truth- he strengthened his friends by being near 
them. 


Blessing, that a weary Angel’s mind was driven to life again. 


Curse, that the magic that had been building in the Angel for the past 
week was suddenly unsteadied, finally spilling over. 


And the Angel, despite himself, starts to sing. 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno hears a haunting song slip into his ears as the streets go 
quiet. A wave of bone-deep exhaustion sinks under his. skin, 


staggering him to the side, but only for a moment. 


Philza. Philza. He needs to find Philza. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza walks down into the basement, looking back to Tubbo with 
an... odd expression. 


“You should go back home,” he shakily whispers. 


“| don’t think that’s a good idea,” Tubbo protests. “You look stressed 
out, | don’t wanna leave you alone.” 


“Oh.” Philza’s cloudy gaze tunnels through Tubbo’s body. “That’s 
fine, too.” 


He watches impassively as Tubbo falls to the floor. 


“It'll all be over soon, anyway.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno finds Philza sitting in the basement of 216 Saints Row, 
staring at Tubbo’s half-asleep body. When he turns to face Techno, 
the sclera of his eyes is flooded red around his blue pupils. 


“Hi, mate,” Philza softly says. 


“What do you need?” Techno asks. 


Philza_ stiltedly rolls down the wrist of his compression sleeve, 
brandishing the fox etched under his lifemark. “Fundy got smart. 
Damn thing takes me out if | get too red.” 


Techno squints at the bind. It definitely only works because Fundy 
put it there. Fundy, Philza’s flesh and blood. But that exact 
connection is going to make it stick in all the wrong ways- blood 
magic could never be simple. And it’s going to take a vulnerability on 
both their parts that they can’t afford in enemy territory. 


“We'll have to deal with it when we’re out of here,” Techno decides. 
“Anything on the chains | need to know about?” 


Philza glares down at the delicate iron clasping his ankles. “Can't 
leave the house with this thing unless I’ve got Tubbo or Fundy with 


me. And it’s got a curse of binding. Damn thing’s not gonna come 
out on its own.” 


“Okay.” Techno sucks in a breath, dragging a hand through his white 
mane. “Okay, maybe we can try and brute force it by carrying you 
out-” 


“No need for that,” Philza dismisses. “Gimme a tick.” 


They walk out of the basement and into the kitchen. Philza fumbles 
through the cabinets until he pulls out a portable magma stove. 


Techno steps back. “You know those enchantments won't just burn 
off.” 


“| know.” Philza opens up the slab of the stove, exposing the broiling 
material inside. “I just have to break it.” 


Before Techno can ask what that entails, Philza sits on the floor, 
raises up the disassembled cooker, and slams its exposed magma 
directly on his chains. The metal collapses in a bright flash of light as 
its enchantments snap with a loud chime. Philza stifles a pained 
screech as the broken iron falls off his ankles. 


They both stare in shock at his now bloody limbs. 


“Would you believe me if | said that hurt /ess than | expected?” 
Philza quips, like his antlers aren’t turning red from pain as they 
speak. Even after Techno nearly shoves a regen potion into his 
hands, his expression is still swimming with that pain, and the 
wounds aren’t quite closing right, still bleeding sluggishly from the 
aftermath of the cruel enchantments. 


“First off, never scare me like that again.” Techno gently puts his 
hands on Philza’s shoulders. “Second of all, can you stand?” 


Philza shakily nods. 


“Okay. We're getting out of here.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The day a nation fell asleep, Fundy dreams of a raven bleeding stars 
out of its feet, held in the tusks and mouth of a white maned boar. 


“Stop-” Fundy falls to his knees. “-stop, you’ll hurt him- stop-” 


The boar’s golden eyes turn to him, snout flaring with mist in the 
winter snow. 


“Leave him be,” the raven whispers, blue eyes as empty as glass. 
“He’s only dreaming.” 


A murder of crows clouds the sky until the boar and raven disappear 
into darkness. 


-<>Y<>- 


Ranboo wanders through a sleeping city, and for some reason, he 
feels more awake than ever. 


Technoblade and Philza stare at him in shock as they lean against 
each other like crutches. 


(They’re afraid. ) 


So Ranboo gives them the only kindness he has. 


He turns away and keeps walking. 


-<>Y<>- 


They stop before the exit of the catacombs. 


“Not ideal, but no one’s gonna look for us down here.” Techno looks 
back in the direction they came. “It’s gonna be scuffed if we try to 
travel while Fundy’s thing is still on you. We should take care of it 


” 


now. 


Techno extends his hand. Philza takes it. 


For a brief moment, the catacomb floods with light. Tunnels are 
carved with the long echoes of antlers that branch like trees, the 
titanic shadow of a thousand thousand wings. Foxes burn to ash on 
an Angel's wrists. 


That’s about the point when Philza’s worn, sluggishly wounded legs 
finally give out on him. 


He sinks bonelessly into Techno’s frantic hold, trying to hear 
anything past the rising ringing in his ears. 


“-il! Phil!’ A rough furred hand clasps his face. “Come on, Phil- come 
on, where are you?” 


793 


“Tec’-” Philza’s head swims with another wave of dizziness, antlers 
hanging like dead weights on his skull. He can just make out the 
golden light around Techno’s soul, and even that fades in and out of 
his tired senses. “I’m sorry- | can't-” 


“Its okay. We don’t have to walk the rest of the way, | got Carl.” 
Another dizzying moment passes, and Philza is distantly aware of 
the familiar saddle underneath them, of the texture of horsehair 
under his hands. Arms braced around his body as they tug on a 
horse’s reins. “I’ve got you, Phil. I’ve got you.” 


I’ve got you. 


The Angel closes his eyes and lets the Covenant take him home. 


40. Home. 


Summary for the Chapter: 


You're finally home. 


“Technooooo,” Tommy whines as he opens the door, “you were gone 
for ages! | didn’t have anyone but Hubert to stare at my towers-” He 
jumps back as he sees the body in the piglinss arms. “GOOD 
GODS!” 


Techno lets out an irritated huff as he shakes the snow off his head. 
“Thank you for shouting in my face, Tommy. | really needed that 
wake up call.” 


“Did you-” Tommy’s eyes flicker to the green cloaked body in 
Techno’s grasp. “Did you kill Philza Minecraft?” 


Techno frowns. “What? No! What would be the point of hauling his 
dead body?” 


“| dunno, maybe you're a weirdo!” Tommy sharply tilts his head. 
“Maybe you were gonna eat him, hmmmm? Want a little sky meat on 
your menu?” 


Techno sighs loudly. “Il am not going to eat Philza Minecraft, | have 
never planned to eat him.” He squints. “Okay, maybe the one time, 
but that was one time-” 


“That's already too many times, you bastard!” Tommy shouts. 


Oey 


Techno’s defensive posture drops as he looks down at Philza. 
“Woah, it’s okay. We’re home. We're safe.” 


Philza makes some incoherent noise, chirping quietly as he curls into 
Techno’s sweater. 


“I’m gonna... I’m gonna put Phil down somewhere. Make sure he’s 
not hurt anywhere else.” Techno awkwardly steps inside the house. 
“It's been a long week.” 


Tommy blinks at Techno’s weary tone. “I’m gonna take that as a no 
for looking at my towers.” 


Techno smiles tiredly. “You can show both of us your ugly eyesore 
towers tomorrow, alright? How’s that for a plan?” 


Tommy stares critically at him for a moment before shrugging 
impassively. “Eh, alright.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Sometime after being bandaged up, and maybe a little more like 
himself, Philza starts shaking, talons curling around the red cloak 
Techno put over his body. 


Techno takes a step back, moving his hands away. “Do you need me 
to leave?” 


Philza shakes his head. 


“You sure?” Techno presses. “Look’s like you’re starting to crash. | 
don’t wanna crowd you.” 


“| watched you die,” Philza whispers. “I watched you die.” He wraps 
his arms around Techno’s broad neck, pulling the larger man’s head 
down into his shoulder as his fingers card through a white mane. 
“Gods, | thought I lost you.” 


It’s an awkward position to hold, one they can’t hold for much longer. 
Inevitably, they slump onto the sofa of the hearth, Philza’s hands still 
cradling Techno’s head. 


Techno’s eyes drift to the golden marks on his wrists. 


“You know, | don’t even know if these things work,” he confesses. 
“Never had to test it, y know? It put off my Rot, let me ascend, but... 
we both know how | got these was pretty scuffed. Maybe | die, and 
they all just...” 


He trails off. 


“| know.” Philza stares up at the ceiling. “| always knew there might 
have been a catch. | just didn’t care, y’know? You were alive, that’s 
all that mattered to me.” 


“| kind of don’t want to stress test it,” Techno jokes. “I guess I'll just 
never die.” 


Philza laughs lightly. “You better not.” 


“You better not,” Techno eloquently retorts. “Il thought you were 
tortured, dead, or worse, Phil. | could barely even sleep.” 


Philza’s face shifts with sadness. “Aw, mate.” 


“They almost broke you ‘cus they couldn't get me.” Techno’s mouth 
shakes. “Gods. How was | ever going to live with that?” 


“You don’t. You never got the chance.” A quiet noise never quite 
leaves Philza’s throat. “We're alright. We're alright.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Techno?” Tommy opens the door back to the house after finishing 
his building for today. “Phil? You doin’ alright-” 


He stops. 


Right there on the couch, Techno and Philza are wrapped up in a 
desperate tangle of limbs on the couch, clinging to each other like 
their life depends on it. 


It’s almost a soft scene to look at- almost. But they’re not really 
sleeping. There’s a tenseness to their bodies, shaking frowns on 
their faces, clinging like even the slightest loss of contact might rip 
them apart. Like they’d just collapsed there, too tired to stand a 
moment longer. 


This is not rest, this is ruin. 


Tommy looks at the fitful sleep of these tired old men and decides to 
slap the wooden latch across the door tonight, just in case. 


(It’s what he would have wanted, if he were them.) 
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Summary: 


Technoblade never dies until he nearly does. Philza flies free, until 
he doesn't. Tommy's a kid, until he isn't. 


In which three people on their last life- though each with varying 
definitions of "last"- navigate living in the same house just in time for 
Winter's Moon. 


1. Gapple Gang 
Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series and written as if you've read the 
previous parts. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Tommy gets out of his basement room to find Philza rooting through 
the storage chests in the upper basement. 


Which, first of all, Tommy has to do a little double take before 
remembering Philza lives here now. He’s roommates with Philza 
Minecraft, what the fuck? 


Second of all. 


Philza’s just munching down on a concerning amount of gapples 
right there. 


Which... is a bit weird. Just a bit. 


Should Tommy say something? Techno always gets pissy when 
Tommy eats the gapples, but this is Philza. Techno just kind of lets 
Philza do what he wants, to be honest. 


“Techno doesn’t like when we eat the gapples like that,” Tommy 
decides to say. 


“He already knows about me doin’ this,” Philza tersely explains. “It’s 
fine.” 


“Cool! Cool!” Tommy tents his hands in front of his mouth. “What are 
you doing, exactly?” 


“It's gapple gang time.” Philza crunches down on another apple slice. 
“Gotta do gapples about it.” 


“Techno said that’s how you get magic poisoning,” Tommy points out. 


Philza blinks. “Oh, is that what you’re worried about?” He waves his 
free hand. “Too late for me already.” He points between himself and 
the golden apple in his hand. “Notice anything weird?” 


Tommy squints at Philza’s golden hair and ivory skin. The same gold 
as the apple in his hand, the same creamy ivory as the apple’s flesh. 


“Saint's sakes,” Tommy horrifiedly whispers. “What the fuck 
happened to you?” 


“Got stuck in a siege way back when | was young. Nothin’ to eat but 
gapps for 70 days straight. Fucked me up a bit. Now | gotta do this 
every once in a while.” Philza chuckles. “I usually don’t gotta chug 
‘em like this, | just kinda fell on the wayside when | was under house 
arrest.” 


“That's fucked up,” Tommy concludes. “Kind of cool, though. You’re 
like a walkin’ gapple.” 


Philza stares at him for a moment before he just starts chuckling. 
Soft, eye-squinting chuckles. 


“Fucked up lad, aren’t ya? No wonder Phil likes you.” 


Tommy freezes. He takes a step back. 


‘Philza’ frowns slightly. “You alright, mate?” His frown deepens, then 
suddenly clears, face smoothing out to a bemused expression. “Ah, 
shit.” He tilts his head apologetically. “If we’re gonna be hangin’ 


around eachother, might as well clear that up. I’m not Phil. I’m not- 
I’m not pullin’ a trick or anythin’ on you.” He scratches at his neck. 
“Thought y’ already knew! Sorry ‘bout that.” 


He sticks out his hand. 


“Benihime.” 


Tommy’s grip on his belt knife doesn’t loosen. Benihime drops his 
hand. 


“Y’know, itd be nice if we didnt have t explain ourselves a 
fuckmillion times every damn time this shit happens,” Benihime 
deadpans. “Just the one! But nooo.” His wings puff up irritably, 
eyespots darting as his tail lashes with agitation. “No, it’s always 
where’s Philza, what ‘ave y’ done with Philza, begone unholy demon, 
Stop pointin’ yer gun at me, oh dear god in heavens have mercy, 
Spare me-” 


Tommy looks at Benihime in vague disappointment. “You... are a 
really shitty dreamon. You're not helping your case, like, at all.” 


“Oi, of, O/P Benihime snaps open his wings defensively. “I’m a 
fuckin’ delight! You’re the one goin’ around pointin’ a knife at us and 
callin’ me all the wrong shit.” He slaps his chest. “The hell is a knife 
gonna do, anyways? You're jus’ gonna stab Phil. I’d rather ya not.” 


“| feel like I’m being mocked here and | don't like it,” Tommy points 
out. 


Benihime drops his wings. “Ah, yeah. You’re one of Phil's mates. 
Guess that’s kind of rude.” He points at Tommy’s knife. “Still gonna 
ask you to put that away. Already got shot last week, not wantin’ a 
sequel to that.” 


Tommy slowly, reluctantly stows his knife away. “Still missing the part 
where you tell me what the fuck is goin’ on.” 


Benihime flippantly points to Philza’s elytra on his back. “Am wings.” 


“What the fuck does that mean-” 


“Anyways, I’m gonna fuck off.” Benihime finishes off the grapple in 
his hand. “Bye, mate.” 


Philza’s wings shiver as he shakes his head. 


“Ow. Fuck.” He looks around. “Why the fuck am | in the basement?” 


“You were possessed and chuggin’ gapps like no tomorrow,” Tommy 
blithely reports. “It was kind of horrific to watch, to be honest.” 


“You ran into Benihime, then.” Philza hums. “Suppose that saves the 
trouble of havin’ to explain it later.” 


“Mans explained fuck all, actually,” Tommy points out. 


“You'll figure it out,” Philza insists. 


“Gods, | keep forgettin’ how weird you are.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Benihime turns to Techno. “Techno.” 


“Yes, that is my name,” Techno deadpans. 


“Techno, | don't like your new child. He’s tall and lanky.” 


Techno chokes briefly on his drink. “Tommy?” 


“He’s very rude,” Benihime continues. “And he wanted to stab me.” 


“Most people find him annoying at first,” Techno concedes. “His 
words, not mine.” 


“He does seem... hyperactive.” 


“Eh, he grows on you.” Techno snorts. “Like moss. Or a vaguely 
beneficial fungus.” 


“Im glad. You do seem happier with him around.” Benihime tilts its 
head. “It’s nice to see you laugh again. | missed that.” 


Techno blinks, looking down at his friend. 


Philza looks back at him with a bemused expression. “What? Did | 
say something weird?” 


“No,” Techno denies, “I just- I’m glad you're back home. That's all.” 


2. Townie Moment 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The things that happen when you go out. 


It hadn't really occurred to Tommy that Techno had to do normal 
people shit like shopping until Techno had... well... dragged Tommy 
to a shopping trip. 


Well- he did know Techno at least did Nether shopping. He just didn't 
think the guy also did normal shopping. But it turns out that yes, 
Techno does indeed do that, and he does it often enough that the 
people in Neve know him by name. 


“Mr. Blade!” A testificate with a scarred mouth casually saunters 
closer, like Techno isn’t big enough to snap them in half. “Haven't 
seen you this past week- we were almost thinkin’ of sending 
someone around to check on the house.” They cough into their 
hand. “If we could manage to find it again. | swear you’re the only 
one who can’t get lost in those woods.” 


“| keep telling you guys- if you want to talk to me, find my mailbox 
like everyone else does,” Techno easily answers. “I put it at the edge 
of the woods so people don’t get lost.” 


“Can't blame us for tryin’, can ya?” The villager insists as they adjust 
their furred hat. “We were starting to get worried, y’know.” 


They’re not even speaking Script. Hardly anyone does, out here. The 
two of them are just going back and forth in Hyrmn of all things- 
when the fuck could Techno speak Hyrmn? The only guy Tommy 
knew could speak Hyrmn back in Lmanburg was Tubbo and maybe 
Philza’s old roommate. 


It's downright inconsiderate to Tommy’s poor Script-speaking ears. 
Sure, he can pick up enough shit from all the times Tubbo did it, but 
that was Tubbo’s thing. (And now Tubbo’s not here. Mm. Don’t think 
about it.) 


The testificate- who is probably named Lyra or some shit, if Tommy 
hasn't gone deaf- finally notices Tommy exists. “Who’s this, then? 
Haven’t seen you around these parts before.” 


“My new business partner, Tommy,” Techno smoothly deflects. “He 
lives with us now.” 


Tommy waves brusquely. “How do?” he says in obvious Script. 


Lyra’s face clears. “Ah, you’re one of them townies from down south. 
Hope the move ain't too hard on ya.” They give a hearty clap to 
Techno’s free arm. “Well, | won’t keep you from your errands. Good 
to have you back, Mr. Blade.” 


“You know Hyrmn,” Techno comments as Lyra walks away. “I know 
you do, you were following our whole conversation. Why’d you start 
talking Script?” 


Tommy stuffs his hands in his pockets. “| dunno. That was always 
Tubbo’s thing.” 


Techno raises an eyebrow in question. 


“Y’know,” Tommy vaguely explains. “He’d know some stuff, I’d do 
other stuff! We just rely on eachother like that, there wasn’t- wasn’t 
any reason to go and do shit the other one knew. It would have been 
mean.” 


Techno frowns past his glasses. “That’s not a good thing, Tommy. 
You're just limiting yourself so you two stay dependent on each 
other.” 


Tommy’s mouth flattens. “Well, it used to be fine when we were 
together! It worked out!” 


“And how’s that working out for you now, Tommy?” Techno harshly 
asks. “Where’s Tubbo?” 


Tommy looks down at the ground, face turning red. 


Techno’s frown eases up. “Hey, it’s not all your fault, alright? You got 
used to it. It’s just... something to work on, now that you’re on your 
own, y know?” 


Tommy hums uncertainly. 


“You can practice with me,” Techno offers. “And when we come back 
into town.” 


“Like training,” Tommy adds. 


“It sharpens the mind,” Techno points out. “No shame in that.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza thought he’d be more ready to be around people than he 
actually was. 


He’d wanted to go out. Gods knows he'd spent long enough locked 
in his old house. The only reason he hasn’t fucked off to the woods 
out of sheer paranoia was because his current house was 7echno’s- 


if any house was going to be safe enough to leave, it would be that 
one. So when Techno had loudly announced his intent to go to town 
shopping, Philza had hopped right into Carl’s sleigh. 


And then promptly remembered why he tends to stay away from 
people. So much noise, so much movement, so many souls. 


It’s an improvement over New L’manburg at least, in terms of 
crowding. It’s a small northern village, and people know Techno well 
enough not to ask any questions about the company he keeps. 


“Yer ironman’s got a limp,” Philza notes. 


The blacksmith turns to the contraption in the streets. “So it does. 
Joints locked up from the ice a bit, | think. Gonna take all day to fix 
it.” 


“Mind if | take a look?” Philza offers. 


The smith gives Philza’s scarred eyes an appraising glance. “Can 
you look?” 


“| work with machines,” Philza explains. “Il can see that hulk of iron 
just fine.” 


The smith leans back. “Alright then. Have a go.” 


It's been a while since Philza’s seen an ironman in person. He 
doesn't step into civilization often enough to see them. But the 
hulking, overgrown metal frame, small head buzzing with magic, and 
long swooping arms are unmistakable- as is the obvious dislocation 
in its right hip, putting an imbalanced step to its walk as it 
lethargically drags its arms through the snow. 


So naturally, Philza aims for the neck. 


“Woah, woah, woah!” Philza’s wings flutter as the machine tries to 
buck him off. “Easy. Easy now.” He wedges the small raven head of 
his cane into the ironman’s neck, dislocating it with a quiet clunk. 
The magic flowing through the ironman fades into a ripple in its head 
as it slumps into the ground. “There. That wasn’t so hard, you big 
baby.” He taps his cane against the leg. “Chatters, gimme a look.” 


The crow at his shoulder tilts its head sharply. He does see ice in the 
joints, like the smith said, but more importantly, he sees moss and 
vines tangled inside. A common, inevitable problem with this kind of 
machine. 


lronmen run on wild magic. It makes them cheap to power, but prone 
to sprouting random plants on its body. Should be a simple enough 
fix. 


Philza gets to work dislocating the leg and shaving off the growth 
with a knife while Chatters curiously inspects the now empty hip 
socket. He gets so sucked into the simplicity of the task that he 
doesn't notice the giggling behind him until he’s put the ironman’s 
head back in place. 


His antlers swivel. Something small weaves around his tail. He turns 
his head behind him. 


Ah. A child. Two of them, even. Two small children, absolutely 
overdressed in winter clothes, jumping back and forth across his tail. 


Philza stifles a quiet laugh. 


Apparently he’s amusing enough to keep following after he walks off 
back to the market street, regardless of the way his tail keeps 
reflexively swishing at them. In fact, that seems to be the particular 
appeal, seeing the way they giggle every time the appendage forces 
them to keep their distance. 


One of them gets a little too close and gets caught on the shins, face 
planting into the ground. 


“Oh.” Philza nervously steps back. “Oh, no, I’m sorry, | can’t control 
it-” 


The child just bursts into laughter, delighted face covered in snow 
and soil. And now there’s other children watching. Philza chuckles 
nervously. 


They’re only children, he keeps telling himself. They’re only children. 


Except he’s completely outnumbered by said children. And 
surrounded. And they’re all staring at him while they follow him 
around and keep moving and giggling and- 


His wings snap open as he scrabbles up a lantern post, tail tightly 
curled against the pole as his feathers rattle loudly. He watches, from 
a safer distance, as the children stare at him curiously and 
eventually run off to amuse themselves. He runs a hand through his 
wings, willing them to settle. 


It’s fine. /t’s fine. 


(They barely even touched him.) 


-<>Y<>- 


“Why’s Phil perched on a lamp?” Tommy bluntly asks. 


Chekhov leans secretively as he holds his blue sheep to his chest. 
“He’s afraid of children.” 


Tommy snickers loudly. “Afraid of kids?” 


“Yeah. | don’t remember why, though. | think people just weird him 
out.” Chekhov points to his clouded over eyes. “Cus he can see all 
that soul stuff. Imagine if you had lights pointing into your eyes every 
time you went into town.” 


“PHIL!” Tommy shouts. “They got a tavern! Wanna grab some 
lunch?” 


Philza stares at Tommy from past his veiled hat for a moment and 
hesitantly nods. “Alright.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“We've got Winter’s Moon comin’ up in a few days,” Lyra mentions. 
“Got any plans?” 


“Not particularly,” Techno admits. 


“Why not swing by the town for the festival?” Lyra offers. “We're 
putting a proper feast together.” 


Techno laughs lightly. “Il wouldn’t want to impose.” 


“You’re not imposing!” Lyra insists. “If | didn’t say it first, | bet there’d 
be five other guys lining up to invite you themselves. People /ike you, 
you know.” 


“’m... not sure if I've done anything to warrant that,” Techno points 
out. 


“You saved a lot of people from that Rot goin’ around. Hell, you 
saved my life.” Lyra shrugs. “And even if you didn’t, you’re a nice 
guy. Who wouldn’t want you around?” 


“A lot of people, really.” 


“Sucks to be them, | guess.” Lyra claps at Techno’s back. “Ah, you 
don’t have to if you don’t want. Just pop by with some nice food if 
you like, we'd love to have ya.” 


“ll... see if I’m free.” 


3. Someone Has To 


Summary for the Chapter: 


(And you remember that this old man knows things about kids at 
war.) 


Tommy goes outside just in time to see Philza jump off the roof. 


His heart drops for a hot tock before he remembers Philza has 
wings- sure enough, Philza opens up those wings, gliding through 
the sky above the house. He flaps a lot less than Tommy thought 
he'd need to. Just the barest flicker sends him rising higher and 
higher, fading into nothing but a broad shape in the sky. 


It's kind of nice to watch. 


And then Philza drops. 


He spirals towards the ground at an awkward angle, right wing 
beating the air frantically, unsteadily carrying him into the open 
window of Tommy’s watchtower. 


“Oh, fuck.” Tommy gracelessly stomps through the heavy snow, 
grappling up the ladder of his tower. He finds the chests and 


weapons of the top room an utter mess, tossed aside by the 
trajectory of Philza’s crash. “Phil? You with me?” 


Philza takes a heaving breath, left wing spasming violently as he 
stands. “I’m alright. I’m alright-” He bites back a curse as another 
shockwave rolls through his wing. “Fuck.” 


“What happened to you, man?” Tommy hovers uncertainly at the 
door. “Do you need me to get Techno-” 


“Don't- no, don’t do that. I’m fine.” Philza’s chest echoes with a high, 
rolling noise. “My left wing just Jagged out on me. Fuckin’...” He leans 
back into the wall. “...gods.” 


He looks back to Tommy with a grim smile. 


“Happened all the other times | tried to fly, too,” he confesses. “After 
the- the explosion.” His eyes widen as his expression flattens. “Phil 
keeps sayin’ it'll get better. | think he’s just tryin’ to be nice. | don't-” 
The wing spasms again. “-| don’t know if | can fix it.” 


Philza’s antlers click as he reasserts himself. 


“Nerve damage. |’m not really surprised, | just... really, really hoped 
it wasn't what happened. But it is.” He grimaces. “And now I’ve got a 


bloody headache to show for it. Ach.” 


“Well, that’s not true,” Tommy points out. “You also have my fucked 
up tower room to show for it.” 


“Sorry about that, mate,” Philza wearily breathes out. “I can help you 
sort it out after.” 


They sit around in awkward silence, the spastic rattle of feathers 
being their only auditory companion. 


“Do you like my tower?” Tommy decides to ask. “I lavacast it.” He 
twirls his water and fire charms like coins in his hand. “I’m pretty 
quick at makin’ stones.” 


Philza’s crows look around at the walls. “That explains why the wall 
texture is so fucked up. It’s too rough to be normal stone.” 


“Yeah, but it’s fast to build,” Tommy defends. “I just wanted a quick lil’ 
tower for myself.” 


“Just one little tower?” Philza smiles. “What for?” 


“Ah, y'know. Just keepin’ watch over the place.” Tommy kicks the 
wooden floor under his boots. “Makin’ sure nobody else gets 
snatched in the night.” 


Philza’s expression softens. “You really are a soldier at heart, 
Tommy.” 


“So are you,” Tommy says. “Right?” 


Philza blinks. 


73 


“You are, right? I’m not readin’ this wrong or anythin’.” Tommy’s 
hands fiddle nervously along the walls. “That thing you said about 
the gapps. You cal/ them gapps, and you call potions pots when you 
write ‘em down. That’s soldier talk.” 


“| was,” Philza admits. “Me and Techno both, a real long time ago. 
And then Techno kept doin’ military shit, so | never forgot.” 


Tommy hums uncomfortably, sitting on the one chest that hasn't 
been knocked over. 


“Can |-” Tommy looks off to the side. “-nah, it’s fuckin’ dumb.” 


“What is it?” Philza presses. 


“Got a bit of a- bit of a minor soldierly confession on my mind, is all.” 
Tommy sucks in a breath. “I dunno, probably a bad time. Don't 
wanna give you shit to think about while you're wings giving you 
shit.” 


“Tommy.” Philza looks back at him with the flattest expression. 
“Tommy, | will take literally any excuse not to think about my wings 
right now.” 


“Ooh, boy.” Tommy lets out a high noise. “Y’know- y’know how y’ call 
me a kid sometimes? Cus’ you’re super fuckin’ old?” 


Philza raises his eyebrows. “I can stop if you like.” 


“No, it’s just- y'know how | said I’m around Fundy’s age?” Tommy 
gestures at his worn face and half-hearted facial scruff. “And | fuckin’ 
look it.” 


Philza hums. 


“’m... kind of not. It’s more like...” Tommy trails off. “Ten. I’m- I’m 
ten. I'll be eleven next Teseramon.” 


Philza stills. 


“You said you were Tubbo’s age,” he points out. 


“That's cus Tubbo’s lyin’, too,” Tommy blithely reveals. “He’s eleven.” 


Philza stares at him for a long, long moment. 


“Phil, you’re startin’ to freak me out. Did | break your old man brain 
bits?” 


“Children,” Philza shakily says. “You’re children.” He clutches his 
head. “Oh, gods, you're kids.” 


“They wouldn't let us into the Battalion unless we were ten,” Tommy 
explains, “so we just... put a bigger number. It was easy because | 
looked older, y’know?” 


“You’re on your last life at ten,” Philza surmises. 


Tommy shrugs. “It’s not a big deal. We did what we had to. It’s not 
like it would have changed anythin’, anyways.” He snorts. “Nobody's 
gonna put down their gun just ‘cus of a silly little number.” 


“| would have,” Philza says in a small voice. “And a lot of other 
people would have, too.” His voice hitches. “Gods, what was Wilbur 
thinking?” 


“He wasn't,” Tommy reminds him. “I lied, remember?” 


“No.” Philza shakes his head. “You know what, no. I’m telling Techno 
about this. There’s no fucking way he’d just run around letting you 
get yourself killed if he knew this shit.” 


Tommy’s face warps with panic. “No, no, don’t-” 


“He should have fucking known you were a child, Tommy! For both 
your sakes! | don’t care what fucking business you have with him, 
I’m telling him about this. You-” Philza takes a breath. “-you don’t 
fight. Not anymore.” 


“Why?” Tommy angrily asks. “I’ve already fought, that doesn't 
change just ‘cus I’m a kid!” 


“You shouldn't have fought at allP’ Philza shouts. “Alright? You don't 
put kids through that shit!” 


“WHO FUCKING CARES?” Tommy snaps. “Nobody’s given a shit for 
the /Jast ten years, who’s gonna give a shit now?” 


“I CARE? Philza’s cane rams sharply into the ground. “And maybe 
that means fuck all to you, but it means a hell of a lot to me! So / 
care.” 


Tommy freezes. Philza’s face falls. 


“Tommy, I-” Philza sighs. “Listen. | know I’m not yer dad- I’m not tryin’ 
to be your dad, | don't think | even can, | just- someone has to. 
Someone has to give a shit. And if no one else is gonna do it, | will.” 


“Fuck you,” Tommy whispers. “I don’t need you grounding me like a 
fucking infant, I’ve killed people, Phil.” 


“You shouldn't have had to,” Philza stresses. “And you shouldn't 
have to now. Alright? Not in this house. Not on my watch.” 


Not on my watch. 


“We're gonna go back to the house,” Philza gently orders. “And 
we're gonna talk to Techno about this. And then we're gonna talk 
about what happens next. Alright?” 


“Are you gonna kick me out?” Tommy quietly asks. 


“No,” Philza immediately refutes. “And you're not in trouble. But this 
is gonna change some shit, and you fucking know it.” 


Tommy’s hands shake. “Are we still gonna be friends?” 


Philza’s frown drops. “Yeah. Of course, mate. You’re gonna be okay.” 


“Okay.” Tommy nods. “Okay.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years my beloved 


4. The Trials Of Dragon Steak, Among Other Things 


Summary for the Chapter: 


He's been healthy for too long. He needs to crime. 


Listen, it’s not that hanging out with any iteration of Philza isn’t a joy 
unto itself. 


But Techno randomly texting Tommy, hey, come here, i want to show 
you something, piques his interest just a bit more than trying to figure 
out what the fuck Benihime is crocheting when it’s too focused on 
said crocheting to talk about it. 


(It keeps redoing and undoing the first row of its... thing. Tommy 
doesn’t know if he should ask.) 


So Tommy kicks on his boots, kicks open the door, and fucks off to 
whatever suspicious corner of the woods Techno has _ given 
coordinates to. 


Things have been weird ever since Techno and Philza found out he’s 
a kid. Teen...ager. Whatever the fuck the right word is. Not a bad 
kind of weird, but it feels like they’re trying to be nice about it in a 
way people usually don’t bother with around Tommy. 


(And they keep trying to give him food. It’s so weird.) 


Most crucially, Techno’s taken Tommy out less on the illegal, ‘might 
stab a man’ kind of errands. At this rate, Tommy will take anything 
that heads back to normal. 


The first thing Tommy sees is an entire fucking dragon hanging off 
a... massive fucking pole, body suspended off the ground. 


“For blood,” Hubert says like that explains anything. 


“Well, | get that, I’ve hunted shit before.” Tommy looks suspiciously 
at the large, coated barrel collecting said blood. “But why do you 
need to keep that much?” 


“Blood for the blood sausage,” Techno says, like that explains 
anything either. He slaps the barrel. “Honestly, it was great nabbing a 
dragon this size. You see these scales here?” He gestures to the 
pale blue skin of the dragon. “Protector-class Wise. It just grew out of 
Holy class, too, you can still see green on the eyebrows.” 


Tommy hesitates. “Isn’t killing dragons i/legal?” 


“In this server?” Techno makes a non-committal noise. “Only the 
Holy-class ones. | mean, this dragon’s kind of cutting it close- it’s 
basically a teenager- but the guys up in west Neve said this one was 
killing off all their goats. Lagos' not gonna do anything to me 
anyways, so | might as well.” 


“It's not even grown up?” Tommy horrifiedly whispers. “It’s already so 
fucking huge! It’s like the size of a bear!” 


“You should see a Superior dragon, those guys can get twice the 
size.” Techno squints at the base of the dragon’s neck and starts 
shaving off the scutes with his knife. “This one’s decent, though. We 
can get a good few months out of this meat, and that’s not even 
counting the blood. Wing skin’s good to eat, too, if you know how to 
do it.” 


“Uh-huh.” Tommy nods. “So... why am | here?” 


“Helping me skin this thing after the blood drains out,” Techno bluntly 
admits. “We gotta shave the scutes around the entry points of the 
knife. And we will have to cut the guts out, too.” 


Tommy shivers. “I’ve never done guts before. Wilbur was always the 
one doing that.” 


“You want dragon sausage or not, Tommy?” 


A pause. 


“Okay, fine,” Tommy concedes. “I'll gut your fuck-off dragon.” 


Hubert’s weird dressed up skeleton appears from the treeline. 


“Mate, why’s your weird pet here?” Tommy asks. 


“Shoot,” Hubert says. “Animal will eat dragon.” The skeleton raises 
her gun at Tommy, and Hubert gently nudges the gun down. “No, 
Moon.” 


“Please fix your skeleton so it stops trying to shoot me,” Tommy 
begs. “Please, | want to live.” 


“What if | want her shoot you one day?” Hubert says, a cheeky 
squint in his golden eyes. “What now?” 


“Il shank you,” Tommy challenges, “with a knife stick. How about 
that?” 


“Oh, no.” Hubert sarcastically puts a white furred hoof to his red vest. 
“Knife for dead man. Will hurt so much. Have mercy.” 


Tommy flips Hubert off. 


Hubert flatly smiles and returns the loving gesture. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Mate.” 


“Hello, Philza Minecraft.” 


“Mate, | know we're goin’ to a party or some shit.” Philza wearily 
looks at the dragon sausage drying in the storage room. “But did ya 
have to kill an entire fuckin’ dragon about it?” 


“lm also making a golden apple pie, if that helps.” 


“They only asked to bring one food thing,” Philza points out. “Just the 
one. Y’know you don’t have to feed a whole army.” 


“Well, yes, but...” Techno trails off. “...they like me.” 


Philza’s eyes grow sad. “Aw, mate.” 


Techno sighs. “But you’re right. Maybe it'll be too much.” 


“Nah,” Philza decides. “We'll all be bringin’ stuff, too. If there’s too 
much, that’s just more to take back home, right?” 


“Leftovers are pretty nice.” Techno pauses. “Even if Tommy’s 
definitely going to eat it all within a week.” 


“That's the spirit.” 


5. Oh, Thank Gods 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The terror gets too much, but not more than that- not today. 


“Your favorite food?” Philza’s laugh echoes through the forest. “Oh, 
don't ask me something like that. It’s a trick question and you know 
it.” 


He turns his hand, letting the crow perched there wander along his 
fingers. 


“| know you like bread, cheese, and pasta.” A pause. “More specific? 
Now you’re just being unfair.” A hum. “Maybe... Italian food? That's 
got all three, innit?” 


His face breaks out into embarrassed laughter, his crows silently 
laughing at his expense. 


“Macaroni and pizza? That’s literally bread, cheese, and pasta! 
Come on, m'lady, at least gimme half credit for that-” 


He freezes, blind eyes slowly turning to a gap in the trees. 


Oh, the Angel of Death barely breathes. It’s you. 


Despite the warmth of his red sweater, Fundy shivers. 


“You, uh- you hid pretty well,” he hesitantly starts. “Y’know, | still can't 
find Techno’s house. We really did need that compass to find it, after 
all.” He tugs down his hat. “How’d he do it? Blood wards? House 
spirits?” 


The Angel tilts his head. He slowly shoulders his rifle. 


“Wait, wait, wait!” Fundy raises his hands. “I’m not- I’m not trying to 
take you back to L’'manburg! I’m not with them anymore!” 


The gun pauses. 


“| left,” Fundy explains. “After you got taken. There wasn’t anything 
to stay for anymore, it’s- it’s basically Chekhov's house now. | 
ducked out of the cabinet, too. Nobody fucking listened to me, 
anyways.” 


The Angel’s wings mantle behind him, eyespots fixed on Fundy’s 
movement. 


“| just wanted to see if you were okay,” Fundy continues. “No more 
locking anybody up, alright? That was never my idea!” 


The Angel lets out a rattling, clicking noise. 


“| just wanted to see you,” Fundy stresses. “I Knew you had to be 
somewhere in Neve, | just couldn’t narrow it down with all of 
Techno’s spellwork.” 


A breath. 


“ve got a place down southwest of spawn,” Fundy offers. “We can 
just... we can forget about all this shit. Lmanburg, Techno-” 


A gunshot cracks through the forest. 


The tree next to Fundy’s head starts growing flowers out of its new 
bullet wound. 


The Angel cocks its rifle for a second shot. 


Two more gunshots fire around Fundy’s body as he runs back into 
the trees, body slinking down into a small, feather-nosed fox. 


Shots fired around him, but not at him. Fundy’s going to have to take 
that minimal hesitance for the mercy that it is. He loops back around, 
peeking from behind a fallen log. His fox form is unrecognizable as 
himself at every level- he knows, he checked- but it would be best to 
keep his distance for now. Philza is clearly too angry to talk right 
now, no matter what Fundy intends. 


That’s... 


...that’s fair, in all honesty. Far away from L’manburg and all of its 
empty promises, Fundy can at least recognize that. He’s spent far 
too long chasing that cold phantom of his father’s love to keep 
bothering to defend it. Or all the things he did trying to keep his place 
there. 


All the shit Fundy put his grandfather through just to try and keep 
him safe, all for nothing but heartbreak and shattered chains. 


All he can do now is watch. 


...At least Philza’s safe now. 


(For now, Fundy supposes he'll just have to live with that.) 


-<>Y<>- 


“Philza?” A loud voice barks through the woods. “That’s way too 
many shots to be hunting. You alright?” 


Philza startles in place, antlers clicking to attention as his feathers 
shiver. “I’m alright, mate. | just- | think | saw Fundy.” 


Techno’s eyes harden. “What'd he do? Was he trying to take you 
back?” 


“| don’t-” Philza’s hands shake around the rifle. “/ don’t know.” 


Techno lingers uncertainly. “You're shaking.” 


“| couldn’t even say a word,” Philza tersely says. “Gods, | could 
barely even look at him. My own flock and | can’t even...” 


A hand brushes against his rattling wings and he flinches. Techno 
pulls his hand back like it burns, a sad look on his face. 


“Sorry, sorry-” 


“No, it’s alright, Phil-” 


“It’s not you,” Philza insists, “I just- when | was locked up they would- 
they’d run over my wings to keep me calmed down.” A shaking 
breath. "One of the only things | remember out of that, to be honest." 


“...Phil.” 


“It's not you. It’s not like that with you, | swear, I-” Philza haltingly 
runs his hand through the gilded strands of Techno’s white mane, 
over the coarse textures and golden freckles. “-you’re my friend. 
You're my friend.” 


“| know. We both know.” Techno gently moves Philza’s hands away 
from his fur. “Let’s just get out of here. We don’t want Fundy to come 
back.” 


Philza’s talons curl gently on the sleeve of Techno’s shirt. “Can /-” 


Techno holds out his arm, bending down just slightly. “Go for it.” 


In one swift movement, Philza climbs up Techno’s arm, perching on 
his shoulder. 


“Let’s just go home,” Techno offers. “We've got enough food.” 


“Yeah. Let’s go home.” 


-<>Y<>- 


That night, a storm hits. (As storms are wont to do.) 


They were just finishing up dinner when something slams on the 
door. Something slams on the door, over and over and it’s an enemy 
passel breaking past the bastion walls it’s a draconic hurricane of 
lunar dust its enemies in the camp it’s a lag machine activated on the 
field it’s the guillotine coming down on his head while an Angel 
screams out his name Philza Philza OH GODS WHERE’S- 


“Emperor Snow, this is Emerald Star, do you copy?” 


Breathe. Breathe. Secure the Commander. Secure the perimeter. 
Breathe. 


“Emerald Star, this is Emperor Snow,” the Covenant recites. “Relay 


orientation report.” 


“Orientation is -80, 71, -2460 of Southeast Neve in the Dreamlands,” 
the Angel relays. “Timestamp 25 Dodekamon 2020, approx. 18:00. 


Do you copy?” 


“What units are deployed?” 


“This base of operations contains the following active persons- 
Emperor Snow. Emerald Star. Jack O’ Lantern. Atkins. Sailor. But 
there are no units deployed. Do you copy?” A breath. “There are no 
units deployed. There is no active campaign. This is neutral, 


ungoverned territory. Do you copy?” 
No answer. 
“Do you copy, Emperor Snow?” the Angel firmly repeats. 


“Y-yes. | read you,” the Covenant finally says. “Any further reports?” 


“Mate.” A worn hand curls around his arm. “Mate, you know | love 
you, but you're scarin’ the kid.” 


Technoblade looks around the room. 


He looks at Hubert, Edward, and Tommy’s wary faces as they clutch 
various food dishes in their hands- Tommy’s got a golden apple 
stuffed in his mouth and a hunting knife at the ready. 


He looks at the entire table that he’s barricaded against the door with 
his back. 


He looks at the firm, vice-tight grip he has around Philza’s body. 
Philza, slack in his arms, hands gently reaching around his hooves. 


Techno opens his arms and slumps to the floor with a shuddering 
gasp. 


“You good, bruv?” Tommy awkwardly asks. “You- you need a carrot 
or somethin’?” 


“A potato, even,” Hubert offers. 


Edward mutters something in Endscript. 


Philza sighs. “No, think of a cow and rotate it isn’t quite applicable 
advice. Thank you for trying, Edward.” 


“Please tell me | didn’t break any of the good plates,” Techno begs. 


Hubert shakes the hoglin skull serving bowl in his hands. “This didn't 
break. That count?” 


“Listen, good plates don’t break,” Philza snarks. “If a plate breaks in 
the house of the Emperor Snow and Emerald Star, it simply wasn't 
worthy.” 


Techno tiredly laughs. 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza’s back pops loudly as he stretches. “Gods. Ya really stretched 
me like a snake with that after-dinner stunt.” 


“Sorry,” Techno whispers. “You just talked about me being safe for 
you, and then | went and did... that.” 


“It’s fine,” Philza insists. “Y’ didn’t even hurt me, just popped some 
bones. It’s not your fault my back’s just a fuckin’ knot from my trick 
wing these days. Speakin’ of.” He puts a preening comb into 
Techno’s hands. “Gonna need some help until the bitch remembers 
how to cooperate again. | do not trust that thing not to wig out if | 
stretch it enough for me to reach.” 


“Are you sure you trust me like that right now?” Techno asks. 


Philza stills, hand half caught in his right wing. “Is this about earlier 
today?” 


Techno’s mouth flattens. “You did kinda flinch, Phil. | gotta ask.” 


“| was freaked out ‘cus of Fundy. | told you, it’s not you. Pretty sure 
I’m vibin’ now.” Philza sighs. “l- | want to get used to you again, 
alright? | don’t wanna lose what we had from someone else fuckin’ 
me up. So can we just... try?” 


Techno’s mouth just barely ticks upward. “ls that an order, Emerald 
Star?” 


“It's a request, Emperor Snow,” Philza corrects. “But I’m a bit biased 
to getting it done.” 


(And who was Techno to ever deny him?) 


His hand hovers uncertainly over Philza’s sprawled out wing. He 
waits for a flinch, a freeze, a fearful look that never comes. There’s 
only Philza’s look of clouded focus as he runs over his other wing. 


Philza stills for a moment when Techno finally touches him. Not 
shying away, but... stilled. Stilled as the eyespots at his wing wrist 
and shoulder open wide before finally settling into a content squint. 


“Im okay with this,” Philza whispers, as if he’d only half-realized it 
himself. “I’m okay with this.” His feathers fluff out. “Oh, thank gods, 
I’m okay with this.” 


Techno runs his hands over the long, shining feathers. “Il missed 
this.” A loud chuff as he looks to the side. “And.. you, | guess.” A 
quiet laugh. “Kind of just makes me wish | still had enough mane to 
braid.” 


Philza’s eyes soften. “I’m sure we can work somethin’ out.” 


6. | Want, | Want, | Want 


Summary for the Chapter: 


But | can want things too, right? 


“Ay, Beni boy!” 


Benihime stares flatly at Tommy from its perch on the bridge fence of 
the house. “Never call me that again.” 


“Sure thing, Beni boy.” Tommy leans against the bridge fence. “So 
you know the same shit Phil does, right?” 


“Most of it, yeah.” Benihime tilts his head. “Why?” 


“So | can ask you shit that | wouldnt ask Phil,” Tommy confirms. 


Benihime frowns. “This is going in a very weird direction very fast.” 


“Listen, I’m not gonna ask you any weird shit!” Tommy defends. “It’s 
just- Phil has that grandad energy that makes me all nervous, and 
you don't have that... as much?” 


Benihime folds its hands politely and takes a breath. “I will not kill 
you in your sleep. Phil already said no.” 


“Not what | was gonna ask, but thanks anyways!” Tommy rubs his 
mittens together. “| was mostly gonna ask, uuuuuUUUh- what the fuck 
is going on with you and Techno?” 


Benihime blinks. “I’m sorry?” 


“| mean- Techno stayed up all week just to break you guys out of 
L’manburg,” Tommy starts. “And you're all soft and shit. You sleep in 
the same bed half the time an’ everything. And then there was that 
thing at dinner? When Techno wigged out? And Phil just fuckin’ 
mojoed him out of it with solider talk. That was weird. And kind of 
creepy to watch.” 


“Oh, that.” Benihime adjusts its perch slightly. “Phil and Techno are 
friends. Really close friends. Basically our entire lives, really. 
We've... been through alot of shit together. We know what to do 
when the other one breaks.” 


Tommy frowns. “Why do you say Phil and Techno?” 


Benihime shrugs. “He met Phil first. They didn’t realize | was here 
until later.” 


“Are you and Techno friends?” 


“| ” 


Benihime frowns. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Techno!” An aborted clicking noise stutters and stalls before settling 
into something vaguely resembling a flock call. “Tec’!” 


Techno turns to the vaguely alarming sound to find a very wide-eyed 
Benihime. “What's up?” 


“Do you like me?” Benihime asks. 


“I mean, | do like Phil,” Techno offers. 


“But do you like me?” Benihime presses. 


Techno frowns. “We've been friends for several thousand years.” 


Benihime pauses. 


“Is that a no?” it says in a very small voice. 


Wait fuck 
nO 


Just tell it YES you heartless MONSTER 


Techno sighs past the murmuring of his chorus. “What’s this actually 
about?” 


“| know you and Phil have that... thing going on,” Benihime hesitantly 
says. “And | Know you both said | don’t have to be in that, | know 
that, but, I-" It trails off. “-what if | did? That’s not weird, right? If I- if | 
want things-” Benihime’s mouth flattens. “/f / want the same things 
Phil does. Bein’ part of the things Phil... has. Is that okay?” 


Its gaze drifts up to Techno’s face, and its hesitant resolve seems to 
crumble. 


“You don't like it,” Benihime quickly says. “It’s weird, I’m sorry, | 
shouldn't have asked, /’I/ stop, I'll be good-” 


Techno softly presses his rough hand over his friend’s head. 


“Hi, mate,” Benihime shyly whispers. 


“You’ve never talked about this before,” Techno decides to start with. 
“What's on your mind?” 


“You treat me different than Phil,” Benihime points out. “Why do you 
treat me different than Phil?” 


Techno blinks. “I guess that’s always been a thing, you're right. Have 
we really never talked about this before?” 


Benihime mutely shakes its head. 


“Because... me and Phil were already a whole thing for decades 
before you'd started coming into the picture again. And we knew 
that. So | didn’t-” Techno pinches his brow. “Look, | didn’t want you to 
think you had to stand in for Phil, y know? Because / know that you 
and Phil have had to do that kind of thing before. | didn’t want to 
push it, especially after-” His mouth flattens. 


“-after Ender,” Benihime finishes. “It’s alright. You can say it.” 


“It always felt like Phil was your entire world after that,” Techno 
admits. “I do care about both of you, but if it ever came down to me 
and Phil, | knew what you were gonna choose. It was never gonna 
be me.” 


Benihime laughs grimly. “You're not even wrong. He really is my 
entire world. What else could he be, he’s my /ife.” 


Its sober expression softens. It looks down at its hands. 


“But | can want things too, right?” Benihime softly starts again. “I like 
how it is with you and Phil. | know we're only really... involved with 
each other ‘cus of Phil, and- and you cared about him first, | get that, 
| just... | like the way you look at me, sometimes.” 


They don’t talk for a little while after that. 


“Id miss you if you were gone,” Techno confesses. “Did | ever tell 
you that? When Phil stopped flying after Wilbur was gone, | thought 
we might have lost you.” 


“You almost did,” Benihime whispers. “I failed him. My heart couldn't 
fucking take it, Tec’. | just... if Phil gets to live, even after everything, 
then | can too, right?” It looks around the house. “If Phil deserves 
any of this, maybe | could have had it, too.” 


“Hey. You deserved every good thing Phil ever had. You know that, 
right? You always did. Everything | could have given him was yours, 
too. All of it.” Techno’s eyes soften. “I know you must have heard me 
say it a thousand times, but it’s yours just as much as Phil’s. For you, 
the world.” 


Benihime’s eyes widen. “Huh. So that’s what it feels like.” It smiles 
hesitantly. “I like it.” 


7. Waking Up For Winter's Moon 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Brunch, like real people do. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Brief passage of exotic text. 


“PHILLLLLP 


Philza makes a vague noise, eyes not quite opening as he turns 
away from the tea in his hands to face Tommy’s general direction. 
“Whassit.” 


“Phil, it's absolutely horrible.” Tommy leans gravely through the door. 
“It's nearly afternoon and Techno still hasn’t woken up yet. He’s 
dying, Phil. We need to read his last rites.” 


Philza sighs, blindly fumbling for his cane. “He’s not dyin’. Gimme a 
mo’, I'll deal with it.” He knocks on the wall. “Chekhov, can ya sort 
out brunch with Hubert?” 


“Yeah, alright!’ Tommy hears Chekhov answer from upstairs. 


Philza shoulders his cloak and sharply raps Tommy’s ankles out of 
the way with his cane. “Step off, you little shit. If you’re not gonna 
come inside, stop hoggin’ the pressure plate.” 


The door snaps closed as they leave and walk across the short 
bridge to the main house. 


“Ee, hA Ow,” Philza softly greets Edward, sat at his usual fireside 
chair like a lanky bag of stale jerky. “Did you try waking him up, 
Tommy?” 


“| hit him upside the head with an empty vodka, does that count?” 
Tommy yelps as Philza slaps his ankles again. “Ow, what the fuck, 
man?” 


“A piece o’ glass ain’t gonna get through his thick head,” Philza 
explains as he climbs the upstairs ladder. “Watch and learn.” 


The upstairs area of the house is more of an attic than a proper 
upstairs, and it shows. The space made by the low, sloping ceilings 
and small windows are undercut with bookshelves, barrels, and a 
prayer altar, but most of all taken up by the large, wide bed taking up 
the floor. 


The very bed that Techno is occupying like a lifeless hunk of rock. 


“Hi, mate,” Philza whispers, hand jostling the piglin’s white tufted 
ears. “Get up, you’re gonna be late for lunch.” 


Techno snorts and digs his face further into his blankets. 


Philza raises an unimpressed eyebrow. “Oh, is that how it is?” 


With that lovely forewarning, Philza grabs Techno by the tusks, 
braces his foot talons against the floor, and throws Techno off the 
bed. 


Just straight up yeeted him. 


With a very audible crunch to Techno’s neck. 


Y’know. As one does. 


“Oh, gods, | can feel my neck again,” Techno wheezes. 


“Up and at ‘em, soldier,” Philza cheerily chirps as he pushes Techno 
around with his foot. “You made the mistake of havin’ a schedule 
today.” 


“’m realizing you could probably suplex a bear, and the thought of 
that terrifies me,” Tommy admits to Philza. 


“Good.” Philza hoists Techno up to his feet. “C’mon, mate, you 
wanted to bring the kid upstairs.” 


“Im right here, you know,” Tommy snarks. 


“Heh?” Techno’s eyes practically disappear behind the frown of his 
massive eyebrows before he sparks to life. “Oh, shoot, | forgot about 
Orphan.” 


‘There it is,” Philza flatly praises. 


“What kid?” Tommy asks. He trails after the two old men as they 
shamble downstairs. “Hey- hey, what kid, | thought / was the kid!” 


“Ah, just another one of Techno’s Rot patients,” Philza dismisses as 
Techno disappears into the basement. “Poor kid. Techno wants to 
see if there’s anyone who can take him, but...” He sighs. “...winter’s 
a bad time to add another mouth to feed. ‘Specially this far north.” 


“Pfft, okay.” Tommy leans against the wall. “Il guess that’s fine. Who 
cares how many kids Techno’s got runnin’ around in the house? /’m 
his business partner. We're practically best friends.” 


Philza hums. 


“Don’t you hmm at me, ya big fuckin’ crow.” Tommy groans loudly. 
“Fuck, I’m hungry. Chekhov, what's for brunch?” 


“| was going to make pancakes,” Chekhov insists, “but then Hubert 
gave me the wrong things. Which in retrospect may have been my 
fault for expecting a zombie piglin to know what pancakes are made 
out of. So now we have potato apple pancakes.” 


“And comb honey!” Hubert brightly adds. “Honey... comb. The right 
answer.” 


“You can stick the honeycomb between the pancakes like a 
sandwich,” Chekhov suggests. “It’s the perfect crime.” He looks up to 
Edward, who looks way too delighted to tear apart honeycomb in his 
mandibles. “To some of us, at least.” 


“Okay, got the kid,” Techno says. “Inside voices, everybody. We don't 
want sensory overload.” 


The ‘kid’ in question is a russet-haired testificate with green eyes. 
Barely looks a day past eight years old, and all shaky like a foal to 
boot. They’d probably go down with one good punch. 


(Though that’s probably a little mean. They did just get cured of Rot.) 


“You don’t have to talk if you don’t want,” Techno murmurs in Hyrmn. 
“But if you feel alright, we’ll take you to the village later, okay?” 


The kid nods. 


Techno claps his hands. “Alright then, let's do brunch.” 


Philza attacks his ankles with a cane slap. 


“And also presents!” Techno continues. “Because it’s Winter’s Moon! 
| totally didn't forget that was a thing!” He leans down. “Phil, where 
did | put the thing?” 


Tommy doesn’t really hear what happens after that. 


There’s gifts, of course. Lovely, /ovely gifts. 


Edward is given honey candies. Hubert gets a gilded mask to match 
Techno’s, to give him a bit more bravery with his anxieties. Chekhov 
gets a bright yellow raincoat. Techno’s ulster cloak has white 
snowflakes lovingly sewn onto its shoulders and edges, and Philza’s 
new teapot seems to have the ghostly image of a glow squid inside it 
whenever its water stirs. 


They're all lovely gifts. 


There's just... another kid. 


Just there. 


In the house. 


Yep. This is- this is fine. Tommy is completely okay with this! For 
reasons unrelated to this new status quo, his skin now feels like 
spiders whenever he looks at Philza and Techno with the new kid. 


It’s fine. It’s fine- 


“Tommy, come here. | need to check something.” Techno places 
something on Tommy’s head. “Yeah, it fits. | totally knew that. I’m so 


good at clothes.” 


The object in question is a furry little green snow hat, quilt-like 
sections sewn up to look like a turtle shell. 


“The fact that | gave this to you is a total coincidence,” Techno 
sarcastically exposits. “| made it for myself using a pattern | found, 
because | was thinking, wow, a hat with turtle scutes sewn inside it 
for water breathing enchantment would be so useful, and then | 
realized how stupid it would look on my head. And now it’s yours.” 


(Neither of them point out that it’s perfectly tailored for Tommy’s 
human head and has Tommy’s name sewn inside it.) 


“Ah, we're giving Tommy presents now? Fun.” Philza puts a folded 
paper box in Tommy’s hands. “Here you go. I’m handing this off 
against my will because Beni’s a coward.” 


The boxed gift in question is a very warm pair of cow patterned 
socks. 


“Did you old men really all just look at me and decide | was cold or 
some shit?” Tommy snarks. 


“Yes,” Techno and Philza answer at the same time. 


“Fuck you. Fuck all of you.” Tommy puts the socks on to wear under 
the slippers Philza once made him in Logstedshire, and slaps the 
turtle hat on his head. “I'll wear them forever, you stupid old fucks.” 


“| mean, feel free to embarrass yourself,” Techno flatly offers. 


“| have no shame,” Tommy fires back. “The only one who can get 
dragged down this hill is you.” 


“That's what you think.” 


Somehow, it’s a beautiful day. (Tommy can live with that.) 


8. An Unexpected Welcome 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Ranboo has a very merry Moon. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


contains one line of exotic text. 


On Winter’s Moon morning, Ranboo gets a comm whisper from 
Technoblade of all people, asking him to come to Neve. 


Naturally, Ranboo accepts his death and is at Neve by mid- 
afternoon. 


He sees paper lanterns in the skies by early evening when he 
reaches the village at road’s end. 


“YOU CAME!” A heartbreakingly familiar voice shouts. 


Ranboo startles as he whirls around to face the loud sound. It’s only 
Tommy- Tommy, in new clothes and warm gloves, a turtle-shell hat 
framing a face that’s nearly clean shaven for the first time in months. 


“Ah, get down here, ya gangly bastard!” Tommy’s wiry arms pull 
Ranboo down to a hug with unnatural strength. “I was just about to 
tell Techno you pussied out. Thanks for provin’ me wrong, eh?” 


Ranboo laughs nervously, nudging his neck out of Tommy’s 
embrace. “Right. What exactly have | shown up for?” 


“It's Winter’s Moon, innit?” Tommy gestures at all the decorations. 
“We might as well party about it.” 


There’s candles and paper shapes in the windows. A large tree 
strung up with shining baubles and colorful strings sits in the town 
square, and- 


“Why is there so much food?” Ranboo asks. “There can’t be that 
many people in this village.” 


“Well, | mean, Techno did kill a dragon for sausage-” 


“He killed a dragon?” 


“Not true,” Techno loudly corrects as he walks towards them, a very 
obvious dragon bite healing on his hand. “I coincidentally acquired 
an entire dragon corpse with my vast and incredible wealth.” 


“And Phil had all those little dove breads,” Tommy continues, 
gesturing to a plate of bird shaped bread rolls on the feast table. 


Ranboo picks one of the buttery rolls up in his hands. “Aw, that’s kind 
of cute.” 


“Thanks, | helped. And then Hubert thought his and Edward’s fruit 
cake wasn’t enough, so he shanked a whole fuckin’ hoglin. Speakin’ 
of which.” Tommy suddenly shoulders a whole load of firewood from 
his inventory. “Ay, Techno, | got some more firewood for yer hoglin 
pit! Betcha Mr. Orphan can't do that!” 


“You beat out an eight-year-old. Real pog of you.” Techno snorts 
loudly, pushing his hand down on Tommy’s hat. “Good job, Theseus. 
Hand that off to Hubert.” 


Ranboo leans down to Techno as Tommy leaves. “Seriously, though, 
why am | here? Did you need something from me?” 


Techno’s certainly dressed for the cold. He’s switched out the blue 
tunic Ranboo last saw him in for a terracotta colored cardigan and 
black turtleneck, all tied snug with the large red sash on his waist. 
There’s blue on his collar and the trim of his dark pants, and his 
cloak looks grand with its golden tassels and snowflake embroidery. 


With those thin, jeweled, golden shards floating strangely around his 
head like a crown, he could have almost been the Blade of song and 
story if not for the aged and friendly smile on his face. 


“It's just the holidays, bro. We don’t need a reason to have a good 
time.” Techno shrugs. “Besides, I’m rich enough to have friends 
again. Might as well flex my wealth for ya.” 


Ranboo fiddles with his long, Knobbly hands. “I’m not really sure how 
much | count as a friend. After everything with New L’manburg, 
y'know, I-” His eyes drift to Philza, wno seems to have gotten caught 
in a surprise wrestling match with Tommy over bread rolls. “Honestly, 
I’m surprised you're letting me anywhere near Phil after that. Does 
he know I’m here?” 


Techno blinks. He leans back with a hearty laugh, clapping Ranboo 
across the back with so much force it nearly sends the lanky 
enderman flying. (Almost.) “That’s the /ast thing on either of our 
minds. We’re made of tougher stuff than that. Besides, it was Phil’s 
idea to have you over.” 


Ranboo’s tail twitches nervously. “R-really?” 


“Listen, Ranbo- is it okay to call you Ranbo? I’m doin’ it.” The piglin’s 
face heavies with a somber look. “Ranbo, | know you were part of 
locking Phil up. | know that. Phil knows that.” Techno inclines his 
head. “But you were used. | could see it when you came for me 
afterwards, you didn’t want to be there one bit. What you did with 


your time, when you had the choice, says a lot more to me about the 
kind of person you are than what other people made you do. And 
you know what | think?” 


Techno’s worn hand pats on Ranboo’s arm. 


“You're a good person. In my book at least. And | think-” He sighs, 
the evening lights glinting off his golden glasses. “I! think | want good 
people around, for once. Go and write that down for a change, young 
man. It'll do you some good.” 


With that, he leaves Ranboo alone to break up- or maybe join in- the 
the flurry of cackling black wings and swinging arms that Philza and 
Tommy have turned into. 


It’s not a bad party, all things considering. No one really cares about 
Ranboo sticking out like a sore thumb when there’s an endless trove 
of good food to dig through, as well as... well, whatever in Prime’s 
name Tommy’s getting up to with the Winter’s Moon tree. 


Ranboo takes a bite of the bread rolls Philza allegedly made. There’s 
some kind of pale purple filling inside, nutty and almost fruity, that 
tastes hauntingly familiar. It tastes like home, if such a flavor could 
exist. 


Ranboo tries to busy himself with the golden apple pie before giving 
into the temptation to eat every last roll. It wouldn't be polite, and 


he’s not sure he wants to find where that rabbit hole of memories 
goes. 


Golden apple pie! Sure is interesting! 


Facts about golden apple pie- even though raw golden apples can 
give magic poisoning in large amounts, it’s completely safe to eat 
when cooked as part of a larger dish! The presence of other food 
lessens the density of the magic, creating a wholesome but still 
beneficial food. 


Next fact! 


...Ranboo has run out of golden pie facts to think about. Darn. 


His eyes drift towards the dragon sausage with vague interest. 


“Cur, OEWXU.” 


Ranboo flinches. Standing at his right is an enderman- an actual live 
enderman. An enderman with a red bandana and grey clothes, white 
diamond patterns under their left eye. 


Their green eyes. 


“Haven't seen another freeman in a while,” they continue in 
Endscript. “You are, aren’t you? You’re wearing clothes and 
everything.” They squint. “Your left eye’s a bit odd, though. Never 
seen red eyes on one of us before.” 


“l- | just-” Ranboo takes a wheezing, heart wrenching breath, trying 
to remember how to speak. “/’m only half,” he finishes in halting 
Endscript. “/ think. That’s why | have patterns and hairs.” 


The enderman’s laugh sounds like a crackled, distorted vinyl. 
“There’s no such thing as half, Endling. The Queen’s call runs true in 
your blood just as mine.” 


Their four fingered hand rests on Ranboo’s grey and white hair. 


“You're small. Young. We usually don’t wake so young, if ever.” The 
enderman blinks, and only then does Ranboo realize that they've 
been looking into each other’s eyes this entire time and he hadn't 
even felt it. “Neve named me Edward. | might have been a sailor, 
once. Did you name yourself yet, child?” 


“Ranboo.” 


Edward’s eyes widen, flicking over the moon-like markings on 
Ranboo’s face. “Be careful, Ranboo,” he says after a long moment. “/ 
won't ask how you were woken, but her call is harsh on the young. 
Make sure our sleeping siblings don't try to coax you into rejoining 
them.” 


“lll try,” Ranboo reassures, not quite sure what the older enderman 
is talking about. 


Edward just laughs again, mandibles flared in some approximation of 
a smile. “Ah, you'll be fine. You’re a hardy one, | can feel it. If you 
want to hear more of a lost sailor’s drivel, you can come back any 
time. There’s a lovely festival happening right now. It would be a 
shame to miss it.” 


“Edward! Edward, you gotta help me.” Techno’s eyes are filled with 
exaggerated horror. “Phil ate too much bread and now he’s resorted 
to speaking in tongues. You’re the only one left who can understand 
him.” 


Edward puts a hand on Ranboo’s shoulder. “Come on, let’s find out 
what we're dealing with.” 


“-aaaaaand we'll take that ship to the End of days,” Philza sings in 
Endscript to a very baffled Tommy and Chekhov. “The End of waters 
and the End of men. Where the night is long and the chorus calls on 
th' branches ‘tween the trees...” 


Ranboo can’t help but giggle to himself. “Why do | almost 
understand him?” 


“Its like his End accent improves the drunker he is,” Edward 
deadpans. “Queen’s grace above.” 


“And see, we’ve sailed her out to every sea.” Philza barely even 
pauses as he takes Edward and Ranboo’s hands, dragging them 
into his dance. “An’ every sand and sky, so take us home-” 


“-to the End of the sun and the stars and the last of the evening 
light,” Edward finally joins in with a worn chuckle, prompting a wild 
cackle from Philza in turn. Edward turns to Ranboo, a playful tilt in 
his eyes. “Come on, you might as well.” 


“I- | don’t know the words,” Ranboo stammers. “I! don’t remember 
any of the songs! | never knew them!” 


“Sure you do!” Edward insists, tugging Ranboo along with their 
dance. “It’s in your blood, Endling, you just have to fee! it.” 


“To the End of every morning,” Philza’s haunting song beckons, a 
starry flush on his smiling face, “and of everything we'll ever mourn, 
‘til she takes us to the End we'll meet-” 


“,..upon those crystal shores,” Ranboo hears himself whisper. 


Philza claps his hands together, cackling wildly. “There y’ are, mate! | 
knew y’ had it in ya!” He sways alarmingly on his feet, catching 
himself with his cane. “Oh, gods, there | fuckin’ go again. Tell Techno 
t’ f-f-f-fuck off. ‘M not that drunk, | swear.” 


“Uh-huh, sure.” Techno nods skeptically. “And that means you're 
totally sober enough to tell the time, right?” 


Philza blindly paws through Techno’s cloak until he clutches a golden 
dayclock in his hands, squinting at it. “Tell ‘m I’m no’ drunk,” he 
whispers to the clock. “No one ‘as- no one has to know.” 


Techno smiles sardonically. “Oh, really?” Techno turns his head to 
Ranboo. “What about the cops?” 


“Oh, shit,” Philza whispers to himself. His antlers click lethargically in 
Ranboo’s direction. “Heeey, there, Mr. Officer, mate-” 


Ranboo splutters, a purple flush rising on his face. “Is this really 
necessary?” 


“Yes,” Techno deadpans as he watches his friend struggle to string 
together a coherent sentence. “I think it would really enrich my 


mental health to let this happen.” 


“?’m being hazed,” Ranboo grimly concludes. “Is this what hazing is?” 


Techno and Edward shrug mercilessly. 


“Is fine, | sssswear. Listen.” Philza knocks his head gracelessly into 
Ranboo’s suit. “Listen, mate. I- | swear t’ drunk I’m not god. | am- I’m 
a ‘armless old man and | coul’ d-d-drop dead t’ our Lady’s embrace 
any mo’. If- if- if y’ saw shit, nooooo y’ didn't.” 


“Okay, I’m done being enriched.” Techno gently grabs Philza, who 
bonelessly leans back into Techno’s body with disjointed chuckles. 
“’m gonna head back home before our local crowsworn starts 
making crop circles out of zombie corpses. People are starting to 
pack up their food, anyways. We gotta make sure we get the good 
leftovers.” 


“Did you just say zombie crop circles-” 


Techno shushes Ranboo as he pats Philza’s head. “Don’t think about 
it. Just think about if you want to take home the fruitcake or not.” 


“Bury ‘em all in flowers for th’ Lady,” Philza sweetly trills, “and then 
watch as it a// burns to the stars in th’ mornin’. Just like all-” A harsh 


hiccup. “-all the gods an’ kings an’ everybody.” 


“Welp, I’m gonna have nightmares about that,” Ranboo deadpans. 
“Thanks, Phil.” 


“Yer welcome, mate. Yer all gonna burn like stars.” Philza lolls his 
head into Techo’s chest. “ ‘Cept you. Gold’ll never rust. You're... 
you're gonna burn forever an’ ever an’ it’s gonna be beautifulll...” 


Techno stifles a fond laugh. “Good gods, you really are drunk. You 
only get this ominous when you're one foot in the grave.” 


Philza easily settles on Techno’s shoulders when Techno lifts him 
there, head resting on the piglin’s white mane with a content noise. 


“| feel like | just witnessed an arcane prophecy,” Ranboo giggles. 


“He does that,” Edward blithely comments. 


“He sure does,” Techno agrees. “But anyways, Ranboo, take 
whatever you want for leftovers. And before | forget.” 


He gives Ranboo a hearty handshake, heavy and strong. Something 
clicks in the back of Ranboo’s head like a ringing bell as the jewels 
of Techno’s crown almost gleam. Ranboo blinks away the phantom 
spots from his eyes, and suddenly the forest around the village 
seems so much clearer. There’s a strange structure- some kind of 
mailbox- at the edge of the woods, and for the first time, Ranboo can 
see a road leading into the trees. 


“You can come visit anytime,” Techno says. “I trust you'll be able to 
find the way yourself without bringing any weird friends over.” 


Ranboo laughs again. He probably sounds like a broken record at 
this point, but he’s not sure how else to respond to the fact that he 
now has magical access to a terrorist’s house. “I'd offer the same to 
you, but, well- I’m sure I'll be seeing you in Lmanburg again one way 
or another.” 


“Perhaps,” Techno concedes, an ominously cheerful grin carving 
past his tusks. “You can expect a warning if something too deadly 
happens.” 


“Oh, joy.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Chekhov is nice techno is interesting but in an okay way Tommy 
says that he never wants me to show my face around there ever 


again but do it anyway because he is your friend 


Technos house is located in the certain snow biome to the left of the 
village as you approach it :) 


Philza is with technoblade now. He left and | let him leave. | visited 
him and Techno and helped them out with some things. Phil seems 
to be doing better 


Ranboo’s pen shakes as he moves away from the paper. He takes a 
breath. 


He looks at the windows of his house. He looks at Tubbo, passed 
out on his couch (again). 


With no one to watch, he closes the book, puts it in his enderchest, 
and takes his ‘real’ memory book out of his desk. 


| went on a walk today! There were holiday decorations when | came 
back- | guess | forgot about another one of those Overworld 
celebrations again. You don’t really know how holidays work around 
here because you’re not used to it. This is fine. 


Tubbo stayed on the couch again. The cat is now named 
Enderchest. 


I’m very excited for the upcoming Green Festival! | hope Hunter is 
nice. :) 


| do not know where Philza is. | do not know where Technobladeée is. 


| had a very merry Winter’s Moon. 
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In a time older than gods can remember, a mortal soulsinger looked 
to the Angel of Death and said: 


For you, the world. 


And he never stopped. 


For You, The World 


Author's Note: 
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the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
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In a time older than gods can remember, a mortal soulsinger looked 
to the Angel of Death and said: 


For you, the world. 


And he never stopped. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Do you really have to do this?” Philza asks. 


This isn’t the first time, and it might not be the last. As overjoyed as 
he’d been with Techno’s newfound immortality, Techno could see 
that undercurrent of guilt in Philza’s smiles. The Angel, it seems, 
feels as though he has forced the Covenant’s ascension with his 
heartbreak. 


All the more so, after finding out that godhood has come at a price. 


The Blood of the Covenant will buy his eternity in the blood of all the 
gods that dared to survive the ancient war that turned the Nether into 
a wasteland. 


“You don’t have to join,” Techno points out. “| Know seeing me risk 
my life wigs you out. You could go back to your own divine duties, sit 
it out until I’m done.” 


Philza snorts loudly. “You're killing gods, mate. I'll have to stay 
updated one way or another. Might as well do it on the field.” 


“Maybe I'll just sneak away the next time you make the mistake of 
falling asleep,” Techno dares. “You'll wake up and I'll have killed five 
different war veterans.” 


Philza cackles loudly, wings ruffling with mirth. 


But his smile trails off. 


“| would have loved you either way,” he softly says. “Y’know that, 
right? | would have loved you ‘til your dyin’ day, and every day past 
that. You didn’t have to fight the world to earn what you always had.” 


“ve got my own scores to settle, Phil,” Techno reassures him. 
“Remember what | told you back in the Nether- I’ve got things to live 
for, too. The fact that | can live that life with you is just a bonus.” 


He smiles. 


“Besides, even if you were all | was living for, you would have been 
worth the war, anyways.” He looks away to busy himself with his 
horse’s saddle. “For you, the world, Phil.” 


“Don't say that,” Philza scolds, a wide eyed grin breaking across his 
face. “I will cry.” 


“Cry, then.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Pillagers are actually rather polite when they aren't, well, pillaging. 
Other testificates find them to be savage, and maybe they even are, 
but they do, contrary to popular belief, have a method to their 
madness. They aren't equal opportunity thieves. Pillaging is a very 
ritualized sort of act, only done in pre-mediated campaigns at certain 
times of year, when the magic they use is at its offensive peak. 


And sure, they’re a bit more violent minded than most- but as a 
pastoral people, they do need to defend themselves from the night 
mobs and wild magic that their more agrarian counterparts have the 
luxury of ignoring. (Techno can relate to that.) 


And key to this pastoral life is the ravager. 


Towering beasts with leathery skin and fat snouts, lumbering along 
on knobbly, wide-hooved legs as their massive bull-horned heads 
score the ground for scrap. Pillagers use these beasts of burden to 
move their caravans, dig for roots and mushrooms, and break down 
obstructions. 


They're also a good source of leather, meat, and dairy. Techno’s 
particularly interested in that last one, which is why he’s gone and 
side-tracked his and Philza’s current journey to see if he can buy 
some cheese or butter off of this passing patrol. 


“You ever wonder where pillagers even get these things from?” 
Philza asks, staring at the strange beasts. “! swear I’ve never seen 
these shits in the wild.” 


“You know what | think?” Techno pipes up. “I think they just put a cow 
and a bear together.” 


Philza giggles. “That’s not a thing! You can’t just put two different 
animals and have it make something.” 


“Mules,” Techno simply says. 


“Donkeys and horses are still both... horse animal things,” Philza 
haltingly elaborates. “Bear and a cow ain't even close to the same 
family, mate. You’re thinkin’ about moblins again. They can mix 
however they like ‘cus they ain’t actually different animals.” 


“Maybe they use magic,” Techno says. “To fuse the bear-cow 
together.” 


Philza sighs. “I’m pretty sure ravagers aren't bear-cows.” He digs 
another spoonful of the cheesy mushroom-ravager stew in his bread 
bowl. “Don’t quote me on that, though. Never actually had bear 
before.” 


“We can put it on the bucket list,” Techno jokes. “Sometime within 
the next two hundred years- find out what bears taste like.” 


Philza snickers. He lets out a hum as he sips the last of the broth 
and starts breaking apart the bread. “You were right though, this 
cheese is way fuckin’ worth it. Goes great with the bread.” 


Techno snorts as he finishes off his own food. “You like anything that 
goes with bread. Your approval means nothing. It is pretty good, 
though. I'd love to take one of these ravagers of their hands, but 
alas. I’ve yet to find a patrol willing to sell for any price.” 


“Oh, | see how it is,” Philza snarks. “You don’t even care about the 
cheese. Dogs and horses just aren’t enough for you anymore, you 
want to dream big.” 


“| bet | could ride one,” Techno dares. 


“Techno. Techno, I’ve seen a ravager yeet a horse off a fucking cliff. 
Don’t do this to yourself.” 


“That sounds like a challenge, Philza.” Techno’s smile pushes past 
his perpetually blood-tinged tusks. “Are you challenging me?” 


“That was a warning, not a challenge,” Philza stresses. 


Techno stands up, popping his bones in an exaggerated manner. 
“Ah, well, guess | have no choice but to take your challenge. How 


will | ever deny my beloved Emerald Star?” 


“Don’t do this, Techno-” 


Techno teasingly struts over to the field the ravagers are grazing in. 
“For you, the world, Phill” 


“MATE, NO-" 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno lets out a bloody wheeze. “Y'know,” he grimly laughs, ichor 
sputtering in his mouth, “Il think unleashing a Protector Superior 
dragon in my general direction really tops-” A wracking cough. “- 
really takes the grand prize. As far as the most creative way the 
gods have tried to kill me.” 


Philza hops over the dragon skull being picked apart by his crows, 
weightlessly landing next to Techno’s body. “Try not to move! The 
damn thing had poison put in its teeth.” 


“That explains why | can’t get up.” A rattling breath. “Damn thing took 
out 10 of my dogs. They were good dogs, Phil.” 


“And they’ll come back tomorrow just fine if you /ive.” Philza nudges 
a golden apple into Techno’s mouth. “Just eat this and- an’ just 


breathe. Breathe, my friend.” 


Techno takes a deep breath. Then another. “Don’t be so dramatic,” 
he whispers as his chest heaves, as the golden apple’s magic 
laboriously works its way past the blistering poison in his wounds. 


“The thing barely even tickled me.” 


“Then you better not fucking die for somethin’ as daft as this,” Philza 


grimly laughs. “You better not.” 


“Well, now | have to live. You know | can’t say no to you.” Techno 
wearily leans his head back into Philza’s lap. “For you, the world, 


Phil.” 


“And I’m gettin’ it whether you want to pay up or not.” Philza gently 
runs his taloned hands over Techno’s scarred snout, softly cupping 
his face. “Cus I’m holdin’ the whole damn world right here.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Mate, can you get me some water?” 


Techno, who was just in a silly goofy mood that morning, gave Philza 
a cup of ice. 


“| asked for water,” Philza points out. 


“You sure did,” Techno recalls. 


“And you gave me ice,” Philza notes. 


Techno looks Philza dead in the eyes. “For you, the world, Phil.” 


Philza immediately starts crunching the cold ice. “You really do love 


me. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Dad?” 


Philza hums. 


“Dad, why are you cutting up gapples?” Wilbur asks, the baby grey 
down of his round face ruffling into the table. 


“Lagos' coming over later,” Philza reveals. “Be nice.” 


“You're cutting them up into little rabbits,” Wilbur observes. 


Philza cuts a triangular gap into the skin of one of the slices, digging 
into the new shape with the blade to raise the skin into an 
approximation of rabbit ears. “Because Lagos is a silly little rabbit.” 


“You’re serving tiny Lagos rabbits for brunch,” Wilbur horrifiedly 
surmises. “Dad, you’re so fucked up.” 


“| know,” Philza sweetly trills. 


Techno comes over with a basket. “Here’s the other gapples. You 
need any more?” 


“That should be good.” Philza’s eyes soften with a fond look, as if 
suddenly realizing he’s staring at his favorite person. “Thanks, mate.” 


“Any time.” Techno chuckles, briefly touching his snout to Philza’s 
head. “For you, the world.” 


Wilbur loudly gags and screeches, tiny wings flaring with mock rage. 
“Really? Right in front of my gapples?” 


Lagos walks in with a basket of pastries and a conspicuously 
missing arm. “What’s happening in front of your gapples?” 


Wilbur points accusingly at Philza’s soft, gentle trill as he jostles 
Techno’s mane. “Affection!” Wilbur hisses. “Disgusting.” 


“Understandable, have a terrible day.” Lagos doesn't even blink, just 
takes out a churro from his basket. “Phil, try this weird bread | found 
at the store-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Remind me again why you-” Philza yawns. “-why you're makin’... an 
entirely potato-based feast for Hypixel?” 


“Because I’ve lost control of my life,” Techno hollowly says. “Il have 
finally become slave to my own madness. Bury me with the hounds, 
Phil.” 


Philza just squints tiredly at him. 


“Also because Squid did the same thing yesterday and the rules of 
war do not allow me to ignore such a personal attack on my potato 
dignity,” Techno quickly adds. 


Philza hums. “You’ve never made a feast for me. | feel so unloved.” 


“You aren’t an enemy of war, Phil,” Techno points out. “I would never 
need to appease you with such brute savagery.” 


“Sounds like a challenge,” Philza deadpans. “Il could be a great 
enemy. And then you'd have to throw a feast in my honor.” Philza’s 
sleep deprived eyes clear with something approaching actual 
awareness. “Man, does anyone do feasts in my honor? | feel like 
people avoid making death offerings unless someone's fuckin’ died.” 


“Pretty sure no one would want to attract the attention of a living 
death omen,” Techno reasonably points out. 


“Sounds like coward talk,” Philza jokes. “Are you a coward, 
Technoblade? Are you afraid of death?” 


Techno stops and blinks. 


“’m afraid of what | can’t control,” Techno finally says after a long 
moment. “And death is... completely out of my control. You most of 
all.” 


Philza stares at him in wide-eyed silence. 


“That was a way realer answer than | was ready for, to be honest,” 
Philza whispers. “I was half expecting you to take it as a challenge 
and build some kind of fucked up bread tower.” 


Techno laughs awkwardly. “Il mean, | could still do a bread tower. If 
you so insist that | should bribe my way into your good graces.” 


“It'd be really fucking funny,” Philza decides. 


“Then for you, the world, Phil.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno looks up at the sky. “It’s getting kind of late. We should get 
you back before Fundy starts getting weird. You said he notices 


when you're gone.” 


“It’s fine,” Philza tiredly says from his perch on Techno’s shoulder, tail 
thumping idly into Techno’s cloak. “I can stick around a lil’ longer.” 
His head dips down. “I’m not even...” 


Techno scrambles to catch his friend as Philza falls off his perch. 
Philza feels alarmingly light in his arms, and there’s dark, sleepless 
lines settling in with the new scars carved into Philza’s face. 


(It’s like a little more of Philza dies every time he goes back to 
L’manburg. ) 


Techno sighs sadly, pushing the irrational train of thought away. He 
shouldn't project his own bad experiences over the life Philza’s 
painstakingly trying to piece back together. Philza’s been pouring 
countless sleepless nights into building past the crater Wilbur died 
in- he’s trying. 


That doesn’t mean it doesn’t hurt to watch, though. Because it hurts. 
It hurts in a way that makes Techno want to bury Philza with him in 
the next winter storm and never let go. 


But Philza’s trying. 


So Techno lets him go, even if it hurts. 


He promised that man the world. It’s not up to him to decide what 
Philza does with it. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Ah. There’s where my cloak went.” 
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“Sorry, Tec’.” Philza curls up even smaller under the cloak he’s stolen 
as a blanket. “I just- we got really fuckin’ cold all the sudden, and we 
couldn’t stop it, and then Benihime just fuckin’ hurt everywhere an’ 
we couldn't-” 


“It's fine,” Techno assures. “I wasn’t really going out today, anyways. 
Take what you need.” 


“It hurts all the time now,” Benihime whispers. “Flying hurts. It hurts 
every time we try. It’s not- it shouldn’t do that, | don’t Know what's 
wrong an’ | can’t fix it.” 


“It's cool. You can rest.” 


“I’m sorry.” 


“It's just my cloak. You know | would’ve given you more if you 
asked.” Techno pats his friend’s head. “For you, the world, y’ know? 
That goes for both of you.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


When Philza first wakes up after escaping L’manburg, he isn’t 
exactly happy. Techno didn’t expect him to be. Who would ever be 
happy for having been caged at all? 


But he hadn’t been ready for how /ost Philza had looked that 
morning after. Lethargically shuffling through Techno’s Neve home 
like he’d never been in it before, shying away from anyone and 
everyone, practically escaping into the rafters when someone 
commits the crime of knocking on the front door. 


Philza sits at the table with a forgotten cup of tea, blind stare boring 
into the eyes carved into the palms of his hands, and Techno knows 
he’s remembering the chains of a pantheon that no longer exists. 


“That country’s going to die one day,” Techno decides to say. “If it 
doesn't collapse under its own corruption, I'll kill it myself.” 


“Wilbur tried his best,” Philza whispers. 


“It's not Wilbur’s anymore,” Techno gently corrects. “I think you know 
that.” 


“/ tried my best, too, y'know.” Philza clasps his hands together, 
shame warping the scars on his face. “I keep forgetting my best is 
worth fuck all, these days.” 


“It's not your fault that place hurt you.” Techno takes a deep breath. 
“It's... not our fault when people hurt us. Or use us, or-” Techno 
stutters. “No one- no one- | don’t think anybody deserves these kinds 
of things happening to them. Y’know? | don’t think anyone ever 
deserves it.” Techno thumbs over his lifemarks. “Maybe | didn't 
either.” 


“Of course you didn't,” Philza sorrowfully says. “You’re a good 
person. If | didn’t deserve it, neither did you.” 


Techno’s eyes grow sad, the bloody phantoms of festival rockets 
exploding behind his vision. “Can we agree to disagree on that 
one?” 


“No, | don’t think | will.” Philza’s hand reaches for him to clasp their 
lifemarks together. “To the gates of hell, remember? It’s both of us or 
not at all.” 


“| promised you this world, Phil,” Techno reminds him. “No matter 
what | have to do to get there. And | think... lve done a /ot of bad 
things for that world to happen.” 


“| don't care,” Philza bluntly decides. “The only world you’ve ever had 
to give me was the one that gets to have you in it.” 


Techno smiles, full of despair and all the things he cannot bring 
himself to understand. “Well, you know what | always said. For you, 
the world.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“| left you alone for five tocks to put the leftovers away,” Techno 
despairs. “What have you done?” 


The Angel lethargically squints at the treacherous halo of blankets 
and pillows that have been put onto Techno’s bed, completed with a 
perimeter of... a non-zero amount of shiny rocks and coins hanging 
from the rafters. 


And also yarn. 


And several skeins of chiengora. 


“Yeah,” the Angel underwhelmingly answers. 


“You were supposed to be too drunk and defenseless to do anything 
while | was gone,” Techno reiterates. 


“| told you,” the Angel drunkenly grumbles, “I’m not drunk.” 


“| trusted you,” Techno languishes. “Why do you treat me this way?” 


“It's not safe,” the Angel murmurs. “It has... it has to be safe.” 


“And you're wearing one of my cardigans.” 


The Angel hums. “Tha’s a made up word.” It pats Techno’s face. 
“You stop that.” 


“Phil, please,” Techno begs. “Please, I’m so tired. | can’t undo what 
you've done to this room.” 


The Angel disjointedly shushes him. “l- |- | fffffffffffffffffixed it for you. 
An’ now you can sleep!” 


“Absolutely not,” Techno scolds. “You’ve destroyed my attic, is what 
you've done.” 


The Angel's eyes grow wide. 


“Phil,” Techno quickly says. “Phil, don’t you start-” 


“You don’t love meeeeee,” it mournfully keens. “I’ve failed you...” 


“What were you even trying to do, Phil?” Techno dares to ask. 


“Nest so you can sleep,” the Angel sorrowfully explains, Talon accent 
growing stronger by the tick. “An’ be safe. Be safe.” The Angel tiredly 
mantles its wings around Techno’s exhausted body. “Be safe,” it 
tiredly whispers in Talon. “Please be safe. | love you.” 


Techno’s irritated expression crumbles. 


“Yeah,” he tiredly agrees. “We’re safe. Of course we’re safe here, 
Phil, you know that, right?” 


“Then why won't you rest?” the Angel simply asks. 


Techno tenses. 


“| want to fix it,” the Angel says, tugging Techno towards the bed. “So 
you can rest. Let me fix it for you.” 


Techno looks at the drunken nest again. The blankets chosen from 
all his favorite patterns, tied snug together from the yarns spun from 
his dogs. Gold and emerald and amethyst hanging like stars from the 
rafters. 


The Angel tugs on his arm again. “I fixed it. You’re safe.” 


“Okay,” Techno finally says. “Okay.” 


He flops into bed before the Angel can straight up throw him in by 
force. He won’t be winning this battle today, and he won't try to fight 
it. 


(But it’s nice, almost. Just this once.) 


Even still, Techno wonders just how long Philza and Benihime had 
agonized over the thought sober, if this is what the Angel worries 
about drunk. “You didn’t have to worry about me like this-” 


“Of course | did. It’s you.” The Angel’s hazy smile softens. “It’s for 
you. For you, the world.” 


Techno looks sharply at his friend, but finds no answer. No answer 
but a body already asleep, shaking wings wrapped around him with 
no sign of letting go. 


Once, before gods can remember, he promised Philza the world. 
And now the Angel asks that world to rest. 


(So he does.) 


Author's Note: 


techno after philza tells the restaurant techno asked for no 
pickles: for you the pickes 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 


join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


the Discord server 

Find Aenor on Twitter or on Tumblr 

. If you make or find fanart of our series, @ us on those 
platforms or share it on our Discord so we can properly scream 
our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 
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Summary: 


Tommy tries to find his place in this new Arctic life in the face of old 
hurts, new enemies, and jealousies he doesn't quite understand. 


1. Smile And Wave 
Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series and it directly builds on previous 
parts. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Tommy isn’t fond of the new kid. 


He’s supposed to be the kid! Philza said so! He’s a kid and that... 
matters. For some reason he doesn’t quite understand. But it matters 
to Philza and Techno, and if that keeps him one step firmer from 
getting kicked out when someone gets pissed off at him, he'll take 
what he can fucking get. 


Even if it’s a little fucking annoying to be the kid. Shit that Techno 
used to be completely fine dragging Tommy along with for Pogtopia 
isn’t quite on the table any more, and they care if he dips out for too 
long. 


(And they took his alcohol. Pricks.) 


At least they know better than to treat him like a gods damned baby. 
And it’s nice, sometimes, when they're a little more careful with him, 
alright? It’s nice when they ask if he sleeps okay, or if he had enough 
to eat. The last person who'd done that was Wilbur, and, well... 


...President Soot stopped having time to care much about things 
outside the presidency. And that stuck with him for the rest of his life. 


The point being, Orpheus has been stuck in this house for so long 
that Techno’s gone and fucking named him. Used to just call him 
Orphan as a placeholder until someone else picked him up, but that 
never happened. 


And now this bullshit. 


“Horrible news, everyone, | have an apprentice.” Techno claps the 
small kid on the shoulders. “Orphan’s got nowhere else to stay 
unless we try and ship him out of state-” 


“Just do that, then,” Tommy mutters under his breath. 


“-So for now I'll, uh- I'll be keeping him around. Teachin’ him some 
skills. He’s got sharp eyes, | think | could get some alchemy in him.” 
Techno’s eyes flick briefly to Philza. “It’s not- we’re not adopting him 
or anything. We know what happened the /ast time-” 


Philza laughs nervously, talons twirling the front edges of his wing 
shawl. 


“it’s just- it’s an apprenticeship. That's still a thing, right? He’s about 
the right age, anyways.” 


“That makes sense,” Hubert concludes. “Hello again, Orpheus.” 


Orpheus waves shyly. “Hi.” 


This is the worst. It’s the fucking worst. 


Orpheus is all tiny. And scrimbly! Look at him, he can barely even 
hold a sword! 


And Tommy says as much. 


...to Chekhov, a good while later, in his and Philza’s side house 
when Techno’s not around. 


“Tommy, be nice,” Chekhov lightly scolds, the way Wilbur used to 
when Tommy was little. “You can’t expect him to just man up like 
you, he’s only eight.” 


“He’s already eight,” Tommy grumbles. “I was five.” 


Chekhov's eye twitches, even as the smile stays firm on his greying 
face. Wilbur’s lively, pale bronze tones have been washed out by the 
blue blood saturating what is now Chekhov's body, and his wine red 
eyes seem to get cloudier by the day. 


“Don’t say things like that,” Chekhov whispers, fingers fidgeting the 
way Wilbur’s used to when he was craving a smoke. “It’s sad.” 


(And Tommy knows, more likely than not, that fidget means 
Chekhov's going to forget this conversation by dinner.) 


“Yeah, well, maybe | want to say things like that,” Tommy challenges. 
“Maybe | want to talk about this shit, what then?” 


“Well, I-” Chekhov frowns nervously. “-I don’t think that’s a good idea. 
We're just going to upset ourselves-” 


“lm already upset!” Tommy snaps. “Alright? Ever since you died, 
everyone else is tryin’ to pretend it’s all fine and DANDY!” He 


mockingly rocks back and forth. “All the bootlickers are makin’ a 
fuckin martyr off your bones, and everyone else who actually 
bothered to act like they gave a shit about you are just going oh, it’s 
so fucking great that psycho Mr. Soot’s FINALLY GONE AND 
CARKED IT!” 


Chekhov shakes in his seat, hugging his arms together with a frozen 
look on his face. “Please stop.” 


“And what are you gonna do about it?” Tommy presses. “If you 
actually gave a damn, you wouldn’t just make yourself forget it every 
time anyone tried to have a real conversation with you!” Tommy 
sneers when he sees Chekhov tense. “I’m not a fucking idiot. All that 
shit about forgetting bad memories is a fucking lie. I've seen you 
hold onto plenty of petty shit when you felt like it. You don’t care 
about being upset, you just care about never having any 
consequences for anything that happens to you!” 


“And who actually wants to talk to me?” Chekhov tearfully screeches 
back. “Anyone who wants to talk to me for real just wants to talk 
about Wilbur! Why do / have to answer for him?” 


“You ARE him, dickhead!” Tommy points out. “If you want to walk 
around in his body, with his clothes, tryin’ to- tryin’ to be him! If you 
wanna walk in my brother’s shoes, FUCKING ACT LIKE IT!” 


Chekhov hisses shrilly, wings rattling like a storm under his shell. 
“Like who, Tommy? A shit person, a shit brother, an even shittier 


dad? If anyone’s taking after Wilbur, its you! You- you're being 
absolutely horrible right now!” 


“Better than you, you son of a bitch! All you do is think about 
yourself!” Tommy’s dark eyebrows twist with rage over his pale eyes. 
“Wilbur might have been a right bastard, but at least he wouldn't 
have just stood there and forgot about it while Hunter ruined my 
fucking life! You just stood there and watched!” 


And yeah, maybe Tommy /s acting like Wilbur right now. Maybe he is 
being horrible, and awful, and all the shitty things people have 
decided Wilbur is now that he’s no longer around to answer for it. 


But Wilbur taught Tommy everything he ever had, and he had a lot 
more than drugs under his belt. He knew how to make a fucking 
point. 


And he knew how to make it hurt. 


“Not that anybody’s worth remembering to you,” Tommy growls. 
“After what you let happen to Phil, | don’t know why I’m fucking 
surprised anymore.” 


The rattling of Chekhov's wings pauses. 


“...What are you talking about?” 


“Do you even remember why Philza lives here?” Tommy asks. “Why 
he jumps every time somebody knocks on the door? Or did you think 
those fucking scars on his ankles came out of nowhere?” 


Tommy looms over Chekhov's seat. 


“You watched him, every day, while he was in fucking chains. And 
you forgot about it. You make a big fucking talk about being better 
than Wilbur, but you’re a shittier flock than he ever was.” 


“Th-that’s not true,” Chekhov stammers. “And- and even if it was, 
what was | supposed to do about it? It’s already over, anyways! | 
didn't do anything wrong!” 


“You didn't do anything at all, Chekhov! You never do, you just...’ 
Tommy trails off. “...smile and wave.” 


“Tommy.” 


“Just forget about it.” Tommy drops his hands and walks to the door. 
“That's all you know how to do, anyways.” 


-<>Y<>- 


When Chekhov says hello to him at the dinner table, saying he 
hasn’t seen Tommy all day, Tommy can’t even bring himself to feel 
disappointed. 


Chekhov just... did what he always did. 


And then later that evening- calm and quiet, the fallen snow 
drowning out the sounds of the ever-encroaching forest- Tommy 
hears a sound he hasn't heard since before Wilbur died. 


He hears a guitar. 


“lam not calm through the pain,” a haunting voice floats along the 
rafters. “! am not soothed by the rain. | am not brave like others 
would believe- | just know how to smile and wave.” 


Tommy hesitantly opens the cellar door to the outside. Chekhov's 
sitting on the roof, leaning against the chimney of Philza’s house 
while he strums Wilbur’s old guitar. 


“Oh, the man who’s taken everything from me.” A harsh strum. “Oh, 
the puppet master ties me up in strings! Oh, this world is coming to 
an end, and it will be by my own two hands.” 


The music quiets. 


“The mad king’s gone and lost his head,” Chekhov whispers. “The 
mad king’s gone and lost his head. With a sword in hand, he will 
reclaim his land, and raze the flag in his own name.” 


“You said you didn't like guitars,” Tommy says. 


Chekhov stops and blinks. “That doesn’t mean | don’t know how to 
play it. Besides, there’s- there’s not really room to set up a piano 
around here.” 


Tommy leans against the wall by the bridge stairs. “Smile and wave, 
eh? Sounds familiar. Here | was thinking you forgot about this 
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mornin’. 


“| did,” Chekhov gently corrects. “But |... wrote it down.” His talons 
curl uneasily around the neck of his guitar. “Before.” 


Tommy raises an eyebrow. “What’s the bloody point in forgettin’, 
then?” 


“Wilbur’s sadness destroyed him, Tommy. | won't let it destroy me.” 
Chekhov looks down at Tommy from the rooftop, moonlight striking 
across his glasses. (It doesn’t hide the cloudy haze in his eyes. He’s 
still a walking corpse, no matter how sweetly he trills.) “But maybe 
you're still right, y Know? Maybe it’s important to keep the bad things. 
Even if | forget, everyone else still has to live with it. So... it still 
matters. So I'll keep it, even if it's not in my head.” 


He knocks against his guitar, the hollow sound vanishing into the 
night. 


“’m gonna be a good person. Or at least a better one. And maybe- 
maybe it’s alright if I’m a little more like Wilbur every once in a while.” 
Chekhov tilts his head, a new sadness in his smile. “It’s a start, at 
least. That’s not so bad, right?” 


Tommy’s eyes soften. “I’ll hold you to it, mate.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


"Orpheus" is actually a real character in the dream smp! techno 
cured a baby zombie and named it orphan, keeping it as a cleric 
trade villager. 


Chekhov is singing an actual DSMP fansong called The Mad 
King Wilbur. 


2. The Study Room 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Tommy finds Philza in a quiet place. 


Tommy inevitably notices that the pond under the bridge isn’t a pond. 


Oh, it has water in it. Water and moss and river grasses. But despite 
the freezing winter, it swims with the colorful shine of tropical fish and 
coral, and when Tommy looks down past the shimmering surface, it 
seems to stretch down for eternities. 


This isn’t a pond. 


It’s a doorway. 


Tommy’s childhood with Wilbur, and his much more recent stint with 
exile, has made him uncomfortably familiar with the hallmarks of wild 
magic. This pretty pond seems harmless now, but Tommy isn’t keen 
to let some potentially eldritch gateway sit under his house long 
enough to find out who or what this door is actually for. 


So, naturally, Tommy steps inside. The pond demons can’t get the 
jump on him if he jumps on them first. 


Unfortunately, the entryway is really fucking long. And weightless. 
And dark. 


Kind of like falling into a well. 


In retrospect, this was probably a mistake. 


For a long moment, it feels like the tail end of a terrible plunge, 
forever waiting to stop. He bites back a scream, bracing for impact, 
and- 


-he opens his eyes to rolling, grassy hills and jagged stones under 
an eternally blue sky. 


No sun. No trees or flowers, not even the slightest gust of wind or 
rustle of leaves. Even the birdsong he should have taken for granted 
is nothing more than a fading memory here. There is only a 
seemingly endless expanse of uneven grasses on dark soil, and a 
daylight that never ends. 


He looks down on the ground- there’s not so much as a shadow 
under his feet, and when he finally takes a breath, he realizes he 
can't smell the earth. 


A dark shape falls out of the sky, soundlessly crashing behind the hill 
in front of his eyes. Tommy runs over, hand on his sword, and then... 


...nothing. Nothing but deep skid marks in the soil to tell him 
anything was ever there. 


Hi, mate. 


“Oh, hey Phil-” Tommy finally registers that Philza of all people is 
standing 5 pixels from his fucking face, and jumps back. “Good gods, 
man! Gimme a warning next time!” 


“How did you get in here?” Philza asks, like that doesn’t beg the 
question of how he’s here. “I thought | hid the entrance pretty well.” 


“|, uh-” was prepared to fight pond demons. “| fell.” 


Philza hums. “Do you want to leave?” 


Tommy thinks about it fora moment. “I wouldn’t mind hangin’ around 
you for a bit, if that’s alright. You said you hid this place out?” 


“| built it.” Philza shrugs, and the movement of his clothes barely 
makes a sound. “The pocket was already here, | just expanded it. 
Thought it'd make a good place to fly.” 


Tommy sees the way some of the hills and rocks rise sharply, 
creating high ledges. He’s not inclined to disagree- for someone 
trying to get their wings back in working order, this is a pretty great 
place to do it. 


Still. Philza really spotted a wild magic pocket and decided to make a 
flying room about it. 


“You're a strange man, Phil,’ Tommy decides to say. “But | can 
respect that.” 


“You want some food?” Philza plops down on the grass, offering a 
stick of jerky. “l took some snacks with me down here.” 


Tommy falls down into the grass beside him, staring up at the 
clouds- beautiful, pristine, unmoving, just like everything else in 
Philza’s imagined space here. 


A bit like the man who built it. Philza sits so still he may as well be 
dead, the lifelessly vibrant gold of his body more suited for a statue 
than something alive. Even the flowers climbing up his arms, visible 
in his dressed down state, seem more like a painted mural than 
inked skin. 


Even his scars are gold. Tommy finds his eyes drifting to the ones he 
remembers are at Philza’s ankles, only to find blue scorpion grass 
flowers overlaying the damaged surface. 


“Where the fuck did you find a tattoo guy out here?” Tommy bluntly 
asks. 


“Hmm?” One of Philza’s crows turns their head to follow Tommy’s 
gaze, and Philza raises his eyebrows with understanding. “Ah, that. 
Nah, mate, | do that myself.” 


“Right over your scars, though.” Tommy frowns. “Doesn't that fuckin’ 
hurt?” 


“| wanted- | needed to... put something else there. Something that 
isn't just the scars.” Philza’s antlers swivel back as he bites into his 
food. “If | put down flowers, | can’t see the chains that put them 
there.” 


“Huh.” Tommy nods his head. “I guess | can get behind that.” 


He takes a bite of the jerky. He can’t quite pin down what meat it is- 
maybe deer, or something like it. 


“Phil?” 


“Yeah, mate.” 


“How the fuck do we get out of this room?” Tommy finally asks. 


“Oh, you just go up,” Philza vaguely says. 


Tommy frowns. “What the fuck does that mean-” 


Philza grabs his arm, pulling them up to stand, and the endless hills 
are gone. 


They're standing on the bridge again. 


Tommy shivers, shaking his head. “Gods, that was scuffed.” 


“Exactly how | like it.” Philza chuckles. “Come back anytime, Tommy. 
It’s a nice place to clear your head.” He looks off to the side, leaning 
on his cane. “Or just... come back to me, | guess. If Techno’s ever 
too busy hibernatin’ when you need a good chat.” 


Tommy smiles. “I'd like that.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


cc!philza completed building the training room a long while after 
this point in canon, but he noted that canonically, the place 
existed in-story before its stage was built. 


also, a minor note! c!philza's canonical wing injury leaves him 
with "one good wing" according to cc!philza, most likely the right 
wing- he canonized c!philza's wings and injuries in reference to 
the SAD-ist Nov. 16th animatic, which depicts his character's left 
wing in ruin. 


in orp, the chronic nature of this injury is due to nerve damage. 
though the flesh and feathers are healed, that wing still doesn't 
react properly. it can heal in time, but it will be a LONG time, and 
it may never be the same again. 


3. You Don't Know What You Don't Know Yet 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Don't you go on forgetting it, don't you go on forgetting it, too... 


“Y’know, it’s kind of weird,” Tommy notes. “I haven't seen Lagos visit 
this place in a while.” 


Philza frowns. “He’s been here before?” 


“Ah, yeah, you weren't there for that.” Tommy scratches his scruff. 
“That was while you were still in Lmanburg. He was lookin’ for me. | 
thought he’d stop by again, but he didn’t.” He laughs nervously. 
“Honestly, it’s kind of freakin’ me out.” 


“You’re not friends with him, | take it,” Philza neutrally says. 


“Well, yeah. He-” 


Tommy’s breath stutters, the words dying in his throat. 


He ruined me, the finished sentence screams at him. He hurt me, he 
stole me, he manipulated me, he almost destroyed me! 


But no matter how much the truth of it screams at him, he- he can’t 
say it. Not to anyone. Not even to Philza’s kind eyes, not even 
himself. 


He can’t. Because- because if he said it, if he admitted it, then... 
then it’s true. 


It’s real. 


And... and Tommy can‘ let all of that just be real. 


“He... was my exile warden,” Tommy hears himself saying instead. 
“And everyone thinks I’m dead, ‘cept him. That’s how | was able to 
get out, ‘cus they ain’t lookin’ for a dead guy. Him findin’ me would 
put a real damper on that, innit?” 


“And he looked for you in Techno’s house?” 


“Yeah. Logsted’s closer to here than L'manburg. Makes sense he'd 
look here, right?” Tommy shrugs. “I dunno. | guess him and Techno 
aren't that close.” 


Philza frowns, eyes intense for a frightening moment, before clearing 
out into his usual drowsy smile. “I bet it’s my fault,” he daringly jokes. 
“He can't visit while I’m here.” 


Tommy sputters out a laugh. “Oh, he’s scared of you, old man?” 


“He found out | suplexed Techno. Callin’ it now.” Philza clicks 
amusedly to himself. “He stays 5 fuckin’ kiloblocks away from me at 
all times, just in case | shoot him blind.” 


“Everybody watch out for MASSIVE PHILZA!” Tommy whoops. “He’s 
gonna craft a belt!” 


“Seriously, though,” Philza goes on. “Lagos' always been a bit 
twitchy ‘round me. Gods knows why.” Philza frowns in thought. “But 
he’s never just fucked off like that. ‘Specially if he wants somethin’ 
like you're sayin’. That’s... actually a bit weird for him.” 


“Lagos' always weird.” Tommy scoffs. “Weird mask, weird clothes, 
weird... weird fucking smile. It’s like he’s barely even... real!” 


Philza hums vaguely. 


-<>Y<>- 


“What the fuck is going on with Lagos?” 


Techno blinks, adjusting his glasses. “There’s a lot of things, Phil, 
you're gonna have to be more specific.” 


“He’s actin’ odd, mate. | know you know that.” Philza raps his cane 
against the table. “First all this mortal political bullcrap, and now he’s, 
what, stayin’ away from you while he wants something? I’ve seen 
him crash on your couch over crumbs!” 


Techno frowns. “Well, now that you mention it, he didn’t challenge 
me to a duel the last time we met up. He even used the door. Usually 
he just crashes through my windows or steals my vodka...” 


“You said he saved your life after your execution.” Philza’s talons 
clack against his cane. “And he didn’t say a word.” 


“All he did say was-” Techno’s mouth flattens as he looks aside. “- 
well, | owe him now. Said it real serious, too. He’s always joked 
about debts, it's a whole bit with us. Gotta be honest, that’s a little 
sus.” 


Philza leans back with a hum. “Well, he did save your life, after all.” 


“It's not that,” Techno corrects. “He said that like | didn’t already owe 
him. Like this debt was new.” 


Philza stills. “I'm gonna need you to explain that one, mate.” 


Techno’s gaze flicks to the lapis eyes etched into Philza’s hands, an 
uneasy expression on his face. “He ripped out Ender’s chains, Phil. | 
owe him big for that, | told him myself. If he wanted to flex a debt on 
me, he should have known he didn’t need to bring up my life to do it.” 


Philza’s eyes go wide. “If you had that goin’ on, Lagos wouldn't 
forget something like that. He would have jumped on the chance to 
joke about a fucking double debt. If he was going to bring up a debt 
at all, he would have said / owed him for saving you!” 


“But he didn't,” Techno grimly surmises. “Gonna be honest, he’s 
been acting off ever since the Pogtopia days. He used to be so laid 
back, even when things were messed up, and now it seems like he 
gets manic over the smallest things, compared to before. And 
Daydream’s hardly made an appearance since before the end of the 
Manberg war.” A sigh. “At this point, we really have to question if this 
is Lagos.” 


Philza runs his hand over his mouth. “I... I’m gonna be honest, mate. 
The memory thing is pretty on the nose, but-” A tense noise. “You're 
not gonna want to hear this, but I’m not sure how out of character 
he’s actually actin’ right now.” 


Techno leans closer. “Okay, now it’s your turn to explain. I’ve never 
seen anything like this from him, what do you have?” 


Philza’s smile gains an odd tilt. “| know you get along with him, but 
he’s always been a bit weird with me, Tec’. He’s been weird since the 
Empire days, and he got weirder with age. Y’know he’s... real fuck 
off old. Seen the whole spread of divine bullshit.” An antler flicks 
irritably. “Death gods are rare. He was always-” He cuts off with an 
uncertain hum. 


“Always what, Phil?” 


Philza chirps vaguely. “Nevermind. Probably goin’ off on a tangent, 
it’s- it's not really important-” 


“No, | think it is,” Techno presses. “Il know he’s always been a little 
morbid in the self-preservation department, but you’ve never 
mentioned him being weird at you.” 


“| didn’t really care about it when | was first ascended,” Philza 
deflects. “He was curious about me, / was curious about me, too. But 
in the last few centuries, he started getting pushy about... y'know, 
what | am. The things | can do. Straight up asked me to kill him at 
one point. And when | told him no, well-” The red mottling of his 
antlers darkens. “-well, he was real excited when he found out he 
could get a different answer out of Benihime.” 


Philza’s crows stare unblinkingly at Techno’s growing frown. Philza 
sighs. 


“Look, we didn’t have anythin’ goin’ on. I’m not sayin’ Lagos was- 
like, secretly a creep or anythin’. He was only about as fucked up as 
we are. | know you guys were friends.” Philza curls his talons into the 
table. “But he- you two were just friends, y’know? | had something he 
always wanted. And that means | knew a different Lagos than you 
did. The Lagos | knew...” he lets out a resigned hiss. “...didn’t know 
when to fucking quit asking about it. And he was always tryin’ to find 
his own way around things. The shit we’ve been seein’ lately? | could 
see him doin’ it if he got pushed far enough.” 


“So not guite out of character,” Techno surmises. 


“Mm, still a bit weirdchamp.” A crow climbs Philza’s arm. “He’s 
always come back to me like a magnet, and now he’s avoiding me 
like the plague. And him forgettin’ the shit he has with you? It’s pretty 
strange.” 


“Keep our distance, then?” Techno offers. 


“Be careful,” Philza amends. “I don’t want to find out what happens 
when he wants somethin’ you can't give.” 


Techno leans back with a heavy sigh. 


“Yeah,” he finally says. “Okay. | just-” He runs his worn hooves 


through his mane, sparing a strained look in Philza’s direction. “- 
man, | really didn’t know him at all, huh?” 


“You knew him,” Philza corrects. “We both did. You just... you didn't 
know that side of him. That wasn’t something he ever had to show 
you. That’s not on you, mate.” 


“Still one hell of a side to miss.” Techno takes a breath. “I dunno. I’m 
probably bein’ a bit harsh. After everything with L’manburg, | think 
I’m getting a little too used to being disappointed by people | didn’t 
know as much as | should have.” 


“Me too, mate.” Philza runs a nervous hand through his downy hair. 
“Maybe- maybe we try to keep an eye on him. Get to know what’s 
up. If it’s somethin’ fucked with the server, we can do our own 
snoopin’ around, right? He was never a bad guy, | don’t think he’s 
turned into a bad guy, just-” 


“Something’s going on,” Techno finishes. “Something we're not 
seeing.” 


“Yeah. But | think we'll figure it out eventually. We always have.” 


4. DO NOT READ 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Ranboo thinks about his days. 


Allegiances 
- Tommy is fine, he helped me 


- Philza also helped me so i let him escape with techno as a returned 
favor 


- Tubbo is the only one who really trusts me, which | hope continues 


- Techno is alright. He is a friend of them so he is a friend of me 


| don’t really know what my stance is on the relations in L’manburg. 
Everyone is trying to pick a side and it isn't working. They let their 
sides get in the way of the interpersonal relationships which are 
much more important than a city. 


We have seen people get torn apart because of this. 


Why does everyone keep choosing sides? Why does hunter keep 
total control? It shouldn't be techno v Imanburg v hunter. It should be 
all of us working together. 


But why? Why does one person care so much about power? Why 
does it matter? 


Techno and Tommy seem to be coming into Imanburg more. | have 
no idea why, but | can't say anything about it. 


Am | being a traitor? 


No (You kind of were) 


You cant be a traitor, you’re doing exactly what you always do. You 
just have to remember to help people no matter what. 


-<>9Y<>- 


| visited Edward again. I’ve never talked to another enderman before 
(I think) so that’s nice. 


He doesn’t know a lot about before. None of the free ones do, 
according to him. | guess that would explain my memory problems, 
but only a bit. | keep forgetting things and | don’t know why- that’s 
not something Edward seems to have problems with. 


I’m also a lot worse at Endscript than | thought | was. How long was | 
away from my own people before | started trying again? You know 
Edward said to be careful around normal endermen, but you think 
you Should try to talk to them. 


-<>Y<>- 


The “no armor’ laws in L’manburg have gotten worse. “Armor” now 
seems to include any clothes that can protect or hide someone, like 
masks and enchanted clothes. 


My rain cloak, for one. 


/ tried to argue it, but Quackity said I’m being too controversial and 
should just get an umbrella. 


An umbrella won't help me if | fall off the docks. 


At this point, it doesn’t matter if L’manburg is the most tolerant place 
you've lived in. Even if they don’t care you’re an enderman, they 
sure don’t keep it in mind. 


The best you can do is try to change things from the inside. (But will 
anyone listen, anyway?) 


-<>Y<>- 


It’s very strange that Philza knows Endscript. I’ve heard elytron have 
a talent for language, and Edward didn’t seem very surprised, but it 
still feels weird that an outsider knows the language. | wonder how 
he learned it. 


He might be able to help you with recovering your Endscript. Edward 
talks a lot about just KNOWING it, and that doesn’t really explain 
anything. 


But Philza seems a bit off around me sometimes. He always has, 
even before the Butcher Army. Most of the time he’s fine, but then he 
looks at me and it’s like he’s somewhere else. Seeing someone else. 


Even if he says he likes hanging around you, you’re not sure if you 
should push it. 


-<>Y<>- 


Do you ever wonder about that crown Techno wears? It’s strange, 
isn't it, to dress up like a king when he rules nothing. 


Ask him about it someday. Maybe the answer will surprise you. 


5. He Grabbed A 40, Smashed It On The Ground, And 
Yelled "SCATTER!" 


Summary for the Chapter: 


At least Tommy's making friends, right? 


When Techno told Tommy that they were going to be getting dogs, 
Tommy thought it was like... going out into the woods and vibing with 
wolves. Or wherever the fuck dogs come from. 


Not making dogs out of dog wool. 


“It's called chiengora, Tommy,” Techno says. “And my dogs are built 
a little different. It’s more efficient to just make them by hand when 
working with larger numbers.” His eyes grow grim. “ And we're 
gonna need a lot of war hounds.” 


So here Tommy is, bunching wool into vaguely dog like shapes on 
wooden stick frames. Which isn’t too bad- Tommy’s used to knitting 
and sewing and embroidery. 


The bad part is Orpheus is here, too, because Techno decided they 
needed the extra fucking hand. 


Which they didn’t. Thanks for asking. 


After about ten dogs are done being shaped, Techno fucks off with 
the first batch to go voodoo them to life, however he does it. Which 
leaves Tommy and Orpheus alone. 


Not ideal. 


“So you’re an orphan, eh?” Tommy awkwardly starts. “Did Techno 
find you in a box or some shit?” 


Orpheus startles. “Um- no? | don’t- | don’t know, | don’t really 
remember. T-T-T-Techno said that was normal.” 


Tommy raises an eyebrow. “How’s that? You knock your head out?” 


“Zombies don’t really keep their memories.” Orpheus looks to the 
side. “That’s what he said. | talked to the other ones, they don't 
remember things either.” 


Shit, yeah. Tommy forgot he was a zombie. “You’ve got nothin’? No 
hobbies or shitty stories?” 


“l- | like pumpkins,” Orpheus hesitantly offers. “An’ I’m good at 
workin’ with pearls. Techno says | might’ve been from a pearl hunter 
family before |... y’ know.” 


They keep working at the wool for a little while. 


“| think my family’s dead,” Orpheus randomly says. 


Tommy sputters an awkward laugh. “Prime, that got morbid real 
fast.” 


“It's true. Nobody wants to say it ‘cus they’re trying to be nice, but it’s 
true.” Orpheus looks down at the wooden frame in his hands. “Kids 
don’t just get snatched by themselves. If | was turned, they probably 
got to everyone else first.” 


“Damn,” Tommy lamely says. “That’s rough, mate.” 


Tommy hears a muffled sob. He looks at Orpheus. 


Ah. 


The child is crying. 


Fuck. 


Fuck, fuck, fuck. Crying’s just- just a kid thing, right? That’s normal! 
Normal child activities! Yep, Tommy definitely remembers what real 
children do. 


What the fuck do people do when kids cry? Punch them ‘til they 
stop? Tommy remembers that being a thing. That'd probably get him 
stabbed by Techno, though, so he’s gonna have to go a different 
route. 


“Hi, mate,” Tommy softly says, scooching closer to Orpheus. “What’s 
wrong?” 


“| don’t-” A wheezing hiccup. “I d-don’t know-” Orpheus’ hands paw 
at his own face. “I don’t know why I|’m-” 


“At least you’re takin’ it like a champ?” Tommy offers. “Look at you, 
all... walkin’ around an’ being’ alive and shit! Not like the rest of 
those pussies. Got themselves turned into bacon.” 


“| don't even remember ‘em,” Orpheus sobs. “Why the fuck am / 
cryin’ about it? What good’s that gonna do?” 


“Well... someone has to, innit?” Tommy hesitantly offers. “There ain't 
anybody else left to do it now.” His expression turns sad, for a 
moment. “Someone has to give a shit.” 


Orpheus’ crying quiets down. “Yeah. Okay.” 


(Man, Tommy should copy Philza more often. That guy just invents 
cures to sadness with his words.) 


“Wanna see how many snowmen we can make come to life in the 
yard before Techno notices?” Tommy asks. 


Orpheus frowns at him silently. 


Tommy looks aside. “Yeah, fair, not everyone’s a snowman type-” 


“Bet you | can chase a snowman into Phil’s house before you 
can,” Orpheus quickly says. 


Tommy blinks sharply, and then starts cackling. “OHOHOHO, you're 
gonna lose that bet, little orphan boy!” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Techno hears a shrill, muffled chirp and runs across the bridge into 
Philza’s house, barely letting the pressure plate open the door before 
dashing inside. 


“Phil? What's” 


Techno stills, looking at the animated snowman sitting with all of 
Philza’s storage. Philza and his crows look just as baffled. 


“Sorry, mate. The thing just gave me a bit of a shock.” Philza tilts his 
head, contemplating the snowman’s pebble-drawn face. “I guess | 
shouldn't be surprised, seein’ all the ones outside.” 


“Heh?” 


“You didn't see them?” Philza asks. “They’re all over the yard.” He 
sighs. “It’s not too bad, to be honest. | could use them for snow, I’ve 
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been wantin’ that for soawnproofin’. 


Techno walks out to the bridge and looks outside. 


There are no less then twenty snowmen just waddling their lumpy 
bodies around the yard. 


Techno leans forward with shock, clutching his hands against the 
bridge railings. “What in the gods happened here?” 


Tommy and Orpheus look up from their latest snowman. “Oop. 
Bossman’s back.” 


“Why have you done this?” Techno despairs. “I left you alone for 
twenty tocks. No, no, my property value, what have you done-” 


Tommy smashes a particularly heavy looking snowball against the 
ground. “SCATTER!” 


Startled by the sudden movement, the snowmen start throwing 
snowballs everywhere with wild abandon. 


Philza starts cackling, cane tapping against the ground with delight. 


“Phil, why? | trusted you, Phil, why do you insult my pride like this- 
hey, hey, where do you two think you’re going, GET BACK HERE 
YOU DELINQUENT PAIR OF SHOTES-” 


6. The Worth Of Hell 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And when | dream, | dream of you. (It was always you.) 


Trixtin lets out a small squeak when Her Angel practically tackles Her 
from behind, arms easily wrapping around Her waist to pull them 
close together. She laughs, hand reaching to rest on his head, 
rewarded by his soft trill as he leans closer, nuzzling Her cheek. 


“| missed you,” he whispers. 


“You just said it’s only been a week up there,” She points out, a smile 
on Her face nonetheless. 


“And I missed you,” he smiles anyway. 


Her dark eyes soften with fondness. “I missed you, too.” 


-<>Y<>- 


He watches as zombies burn in the sunlight, their remains falling to 
the earth in the artful patterns he herded them with, and he tilts his 
head as flowers pour out of the cage of their bones. 


Flatterer, his Lady teases, a distant ghost on the wind. 


“The art pales in the face of its artist.” He smiles. “You’re as beautiful 
as ever in all your forms, m’lady.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Does it get better?” She softly asks, a taloned thumb tracing gently 
over his closed eyes. 


“This is how it ended up after it got better,” he gently answers. “It’s 
about as good as it'll get, I’m afraid.” 


She hums. “I’m sorry. | Know you always loved the colors up there.” 


“Chatters can still see for me when | ask. | won’t be missin’ out.” His 
scarred eyes flutter open, a smile daring across his face as his 
antlers click towards her. “Besides, | can still see you just fine. That’s 
all | need.” His smile shifts with a playful note. “You could even say-” 


“You're about to say something horrible, | know it-” 


“-| was just finally blinded by your beauty,” Philza finishes. “It was 
bound to happen eventually.” 


She snorts, pushing good-naturedly at his chest. “You stop that. 
Keep that up and I'll put a sign in your office about all your horrible 
pick-up lines.” 


He points brazenly at his unfocused gaze, a sweetly innocent trill 
lacing his tone. “That sign can’t stop me ‘cus | can't read." 


“Phil, no-” 


-<>Y<>- 


She hums as his comb lovingly works through the knots in Her 
endless shadow of hair. “It's been getting extra tangled lately. One of 
the servers must be having a death wave or something.” 


“Could be an imbalance in one of the worldspawns affecting how the 
shades spawn in here,” he murmurs. “I could check if you want.” 


“If you can.” 


She breathes out a content sigh as the knot comes undone. Talons 
lightly scratch against Her scalp before parting some strands, and 
She feels the rhythmic tug of a braid being tied into Her hair. 


“No one’s going to be able to see that,” She points out. “Not past my 
veil and hat.” 


He tilts his head down towards Her. “Do you want me to stop?” 


“No, never, how dare. Shower me in affection.” 


“AS you wish, m'lady.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


J ED 


“W...alt, Sto’... 


She blearily squints Her eyes open, turning around in the bed. She 
sees Philza’s head jolt sharply, brow twitching over his closed eyes. 


“Phil?” She gently calls out. 


His hand curls senselessly into the sheets under him. “Dont,” he 
feverishly slurs, “please... pl... se, No-” 


His tail suddenly trashes into the bed, labored breaths turning pained 
and frantic. A breathless, stuttered click catches in his throat as his 
left wing spasms sporadically. 


“Phil,” She worriedly whispers, drawing closer. “Phil, you’re okay-” 


“\ pl... eya-a-a-a-” Philza curls in on himself with a broken, keening 
sob, the clicking wheeze in his throat warping into a shattered flock 
call. 


“Oh, Phil.” 


There’s no waking him like this. It’s all She can do to run a hand 
gently over the down of his face as She waits for the terror to pass. 
And it does. He jolts awake, eyes wide and fearful, frantic flock calls 
still flying from his mouth. “Eyas-” 


“Shh. Shh.” She croons quietly at him, softly washing over his panic. 
“It’s alright, love. Come back to me.” 


His eyes widen as Her voice finally, finally reaches him, shaking as 
he collapses into Her touch. 


“Fuck,” he hoarsely whispers. “I did it again, didn’t 1?” 


“How often has it been happening?” She asks. 


“At least once a night,” he wearily confesses. “] don’t know when it 
started, but everyone in Techno’s house is tellin’ me it happens. 
Honestly, every time | close my eyes is like a gods damned roulette 
at this point.” 


Her eyes twist with sorrow. “That can’t be good. Have you been 
taking meds about it?” 


Philza shakes his head. “No, that shit's gonna drug me out my 
fuckin’ mind. | won't be able to see you, it’ll just knock me out.” 


“Phil, you need to sleep.” 


“It's worth it,” he breathes. He gathers Her close, wings and tail 
wrapping around Her just as readily as his arms. “Il don't care if it’s 
hell, love. You're worth the hell.” 


“You still deserve to rest. You came all this way.” She steals a brief 
kiss, hand tracing his jaw as She brushes against the thread of his 
mind. “Just one good night's sleep, alright?” 


Faced with his own exhaustion, Philza nods, a heavy haze clouding 
his eyes as his tensely wound mind unspools in Her grasp. 


“Is this okay?” She shyly confirms. “I know you don't always like it.” 


“Yeah,” Philza breathes, bonelessly slumping into Her. “Thank you. 
Thank you...” 


She might have frowned, just a bit, as Her hand cards through his 
downy hair. “If you ever change your mind about the memories. | can 
still...” 


He doesn’t quite respond, only letting out a wordless noise as his 
wings pull Her closer. 


Her sigh shifts with the barest laugh as She soothes over his wings. 
“Okay. Some other time, then.” She softly knocks their heads 
together. “I'll keep watch for us both.” 


7. Night Terror 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The flock call was coming from inside the house. 


Chekhov is fixing himself some midnight tea, a silver spoon of honey 
in his mouth, when he sees his own reflection glint oddly on the 
shine of Philza’s teapot. 


His blue coat is brown in the reflection. His white streaked hair that 
he knows he just cut yesterday curls and spills past his shoulder in 
the image, jostled as he tilts his head. 


He takes the spoon out of his mouth as he leans forward to take a 
closer look, only to find wild red eyes staring back at him on the 
silver surface in his hands. He yelps, throwing the spoon against the 
wall. 


But the strange image still remains. Age lines caught in the latch of a 
door. A dimpled smirk in the drip of a honey pot. Bandaged fingers 
ghosting over glass jars. A thousand features that Chekhov doesn’t 
have, reflecting off of every shining surface. 


God fucking damn it. He's seeing shit again. 


He hears a flock call upstairs. His mouth twists with sadness. “Oh, 
Phil.” 


Those heartbreaking calls have turned into a near-nightly occurrence 
since Philza moved back in with Techno. The poor man’s taken to 
night terrors, it seems, quietly crying out for help that can’t even 
reach him in his sleep. It’s gotten so bad that he’s moved back into 
his and Chekhov's room, unwilling to disrupt the hibernation Techno 
desperately needs. 


Chekhov quietly climbs upstairs to see if there’s anything he can do. 
But all he finds is Philza mercifully, soundly asleep in the bed next to 
Chekhov's, the naturally frantic race of his heart slowed to a death- 
like crawl. 


Something’s still flock calling in the house. 


Chekhov cranes his neck as he tiptoes through the bedroom, head 
swiveling about as he inspects his surroundings. He walks past the 
bedroom mirror. 


And sees his reflection walk in the opposite direction. 


Chekhov stops, slowly turning his head. So does his reflection. 


Chekhov Sam-seong stares into the mirror, and Wilbur Soot stares 
back. 


Wilbur takes a rattling, corpse-like breath. “Wait-” 


Chekhov punches the mirror. His chest heaves as his bloody 
knuckles drip onto the floor, purple and red mixing with blue like 
scattered fire, and a thousand red eyes stare back at him from the 
shattered cracks. 


“That was dramatic,” Wilbur whispers. 


“You're not real,” Chekhov mutters. “Go away. You're not real.” 


“Why’d you punch the mirror then, dumbass?” Wilbur holds up 
his own curled fist in response, now bleeding with fresh cuts to 
match the ones on Chekhov's hand. “And now you’ve gone and 
broken my hand. Thanks for that.” 


“It's not even yours anymore,” Chekhov retorts, turning away from 
the mirror. “It’s my hand. Deal with it, prick.” 


Wilbur’s eyebrows furrow, an angry snarl building on his face. His 
eyes almost disappear behind his cracked glasses. “That’s my 
corpse you’re desecrating, have some fucking respect!” 


Chekhov flips off the shattered mirror. 


Wilbur sighs heavily, fingers kneading the bridge of his nose. 
“Y’know what? Do whatever the fuck you want. It’s not like your 
drugs are gonna fuck us up any more than mine. I’m not here 
for you, anyways. Where’s- | want Phil. Where is he?” 


Chekhov sputters. “You can’t even prove you're real, and now you 
want Phil? Why would | ever listen to you?” 


“Gimme a fucking break, man! Do you have any idea how long 
I’ve been stuck down here?” Wilbur’s eyes drift to Philza’s prone 
form on the bed. “I’ve been trying to reach him for... fuck, how 
long is it for you guys up there? | figured now that he’s out of 
that shithole | can try an’ talk to him, but it hasn’t been working 
for some reason.” 


Chekhov stills. “Since he left L:manburg, you said.” 


“Yeah?” Wilbur shrugs. “Il warded L’manburg too fuckin’ strong 
for my own good, that place is airtight. Outside magic can’t get 
in for shit. At least Techno’s house knows me ‘cus you’re here. 
Figured | could start up a call while Phil was takin’ a nap.” He 


sighs. “Guess I’m a bit too rusty on that end. Can’t exactly 
practice magic down here.” 


Chekhov frowns. Philza’s night terrors started when he moved here. 


And the one thing he keeps crying for in his sleep is Wilbur. 


“You.” Chekhov's wings rattle with an angry hiss. “This is all your 
fault!” 


Wilbur steps back with alarm. “What did / do? You’re the weirdo 
who won’t let me see my dad!” 


“He’s been having horrible nightmares ever since he got here!” 
Chekhov shouts. “It’s your fault for trying to get inside his head!” 


Wilbur’s face shutters with shock. “Wait, wait, wait-” 


Chekhov storms out of the room, out of the house, out to the bridge. 
He glares down at the pond and waits for Wilbur to reappear in the 
reflection. 


“What do you mean, nightmares?” Wilbur softly asks. 


“He gets all shaky and clicky,” Chekhov tersely explains. “Gods, 
sometimes it looks like he’s about to have a heart attack.” 


“Oh,” Wilbur weakly comments. His words trail off, his face painted 
with a worried expression. “Okay, that’s- | wasn’t expecting that, | 
didn’t mean for that to happen. It's been while since I've had a 
body, it's hard to adjust for the strain.” Wilbur smiles nervously. 
“At least it’s not that bad, right? I can explain everything, just 
let me see him-” 


“Not that bad?” Chekhov disbelievingly whispers. “Not that bad?” 


“I- | didn’t mean it like that, | swear-” 


“Do you know how much he CRIES OVER YOU?” Chekhov 
screeches. “EVERY FUCKING NIGHT! It’s like he’s getting tortured!” 
His eyes well with tears. “He smiles at me like it’s killing him because 
all he can see is what YOU PUT HIM THROUGH!” 


“I know, | know- gods, | fucking know, and I’m sorry, | just-” 
Wilbur’s face grows desperate. “Please. I just want my dad.” A 
keening noise floats out of the pond. “/ just want my dad.” 


Chekhov stares down into the pond, down into Wilbur’s desperate 
face. 


The same desperation that built a nation. 


The same desperation that killed it. 


“| think you’ve done enough,” Chekhov decides. “Piss off, ghost.” 


He looks at the cup still in his uninjured hand- unused, never filled. 
He hurls it into the pond. The still water ripples with the force of the 
throw, muddying his reflection. 


(For a moment, there’s not much of a difference between the shade 
of a man best forgotten and the corpse of a memory.) 


He walks away from the pond and never looks back. 


8. Ozymandias 
Summary for the Chapter: 


| met a traveler from an antique land, who said: 


There’s a tree on fire in the desert. 


It sits there, a lone oasis, swaying on the gentle wind with all the 
artful grace of a dancer. The stately etchings on its grand surface 
have worn with age- but only gracefully so, as all natural things do. It 
is beautiful, even in its decay, leaves bright and green and so 
stubbornly alive. 


And yet on fire, nonetheless. 


There is a tree, a fire, and a desert. 


It has always been on fire. 


The beauty that first lured him to its oasis fades as he draws closer. 
Cauterized claw marks carve at even its slightest imperfections, 
broken bullets and arrows choked on bleeding vines of blue on its 
roots. Branches cracked like a thousand thousand arms, veins 
pulsating with boil and bile wrapping around its own trunk to choke 


what little life remains. The tender youth of its green leaves fade to 
harsh autumn oranges- leaves of fox fur, fuel to the fire. 


There is a tree, a fire, and a desert. 


A tree, a fire, and the axe in his hand. 


It moves on its own, 


Does it really? 


A rusted blade sinking into the crackling wood like clay, like butter, 
like poisoned rancid flesh, lifeblood spilling like an oil slick onto the 
sterile sands. 


A tree no longer, and yet the fire remains, dancing along the bones 
of branches that never were. 


A stump, a fire, and a desert- and three figures, wreathed in the 
shadows of the oncoming sandstorm, nothing beyond their footsteps. 


The sand whispers and sighs as if it were alive. And the three faces 
of the storm open their mouths. 


| MET A TRAVELER FROM AN ANTIQUE LAND WHO SAID: 


“Two vast and trunkless legs of stone stand in the desert,” an aged 
face whispers, blood dripping from ancient antlers. 


“Near them, on the sand, half sunk, a shattered visage lies.” A 
faceless cloak drags a netherite sword against the ground, golden 
crown twisted with wrath as its voice rumbles like a preacher. 
“Whose frown and wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command...” 


“,..tell that its sculptor well those passions read, which yet survive,” a 
young statue mockingly sings, marbled smile cracked like aged clay. 


Wild eyes dart like jewels on night dark wings, an antlered face 
gazing down at the glasses in its hands. “Stamped on these...” Rose 
colored lenses shatter in its cracked fingers. “... lifeless things.” 


“The hand that mocked them,” the smiling statue sings, a match in its 
hands. 


“And the heart that fed,” the bell wearing preacher sadly adds, 
dropping a farmer’s hoe into the sand. 


Blind eyes stare past him, stardust hands curling into an empty 
picture frame, filled with a face he can’t quite recognize. “And on the 
pedestal, these words appear.” 


The shadows march towards him, their aged and desperate hands 
reaching through him like an apparition, fingers curled to the grasp of 
a greater, longer shadow that he cannot escape. The shadow 
spreads its arms, overgrown with wildflowers, a songbird’s voice 
spilling out of its bloodied throat. 


“My name is Ozymandias, king of kings,” it secretively whispers, 
voice bubbling with laughter. “Look upon my works, ye mighty, and 
despair!” 


The shadow’s back splits apart at the seams, unfurling blinding 
wings that drown the sky into a world of white. The ring of its 
unfinished symphony rises, rises, rises- 


-and falls quiet. 


The desert has gone dark. Ozymandias has fled. 


There is nothing but ash to remember him. 


There is a tree, a fire, and a desert. 


(Not really. Not anymore. A memory of a memory that never was.) 


The sandstorm sways. Fundy sees himself, a fox skull smothering 
his face, back turned to the three shadows that watch embers burn 
out the sky like falling snow. 


“Nothing beside remains,” his mirror contentedly sighs, tails trailing 
behind him like foxfire. Fundy watches himself remove the fox skull, 
an unnervingly tender smile on a bloodied face as the sands start to 
swallow them whole. “Round the decay of that colossal wreck, the 
lone and level sands... stretch far away.” 


(And Fundy wakes up, lungs heaving as he coughs desert sand out 
of his throat.) 


9. Neither Higher Nor Different, Only Being 
Summary for the Chapter: 


If you're sure. (I am sure.) 


-AAAAAND WE’RE BACK WITH THE BOOMERVILLE BULLETIN, 
THE ONE AND ONLY INDEPENDENT RADIO FOR ALL YOU 
BOOMERS OUT THERE ON THE DREAMLANDS. WHAT HAVE 
WE GOT TODAY, FOLKS? 


ALRIGHT, ALRIGHT. THE TICK IS COMING IN. GIVE US A 
MOMENT- OH, REALLY? WOW, THAT’S FUCKED UP. 


OKAY! LOOKS LIKE WE’VE GOT AN INTERESTING SITUATION 
UNFOLDING AROUND THE EDGE OF L’MANBURG’S BORDERS. 
THERE’S- ARE YOU SURE? THAT CAN’T BE RIGHT. 


JEEZ, ALRIGHT, YOU DON’T HAVE TO SHOUT AT ME. 


IT LOOKS LIKE WE’°VE GOT A_ SIGHTING OF FORMER 
POGTOPIA GENERAL TECHNOBLADE AND AN UNIDENTIFIED 
CO-CONSPIRATOR HOLDING SOMEONE HOSTAGE AGAINST 
THE L’MANBURG CABINET. ABSOLUTELY BIZARRE, IF YOU ASK 
ME. 


THE HOSTAGE APPEARS TO BE A RANDOM CITIZEN, WHO 
WILL BE DROWNED IF THE CABINET DOES NOT COOPERATE 
WITH THEIR DEMANDS. WE AREN’T SURE WHAT THOSE 
DEMANDS ARE, BUT- OH! OH, LOOKS LIKE THE CO- 
CONSPIRATOR IS GETTING RILED UP. IT’S SOME GUY IN A 
BOAR SKULL MASK, HE’S ROUGHING UP THE HOSTAGE. 
PRESIDENT UNDERSCORE AND THE GENERAL ARE BOTH 
TRYING TO DEFUSE THE SITUATION, THERE’S SOME KIND OF 
STRUGGLE, THE GUY’S MASK IS COMING OFF- 


...oh my god, that’s Tommy Innit. What the FUCK, THAT’S TOMMY 
INNIT- 
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“You wanna tell me what that was?” Techno neutrally asks. 


“What?” Tommy bitterly spits back, kicking into the ground. “He was 
a fuckin’ hostage, man. | was just leanin’ into the bit.” 


Techno pinches his brow. “It was a bluff, Tommy. We weren't actually 
trying to hurt him- do you really think I’m in the business of snatching 
randos off the streets? Is that who | am to you?” 


He sighs. 


“You bug me for days to take you on a mission, and | went with it- 
even though Philza advised me not to- because you said you could 
handle it, and | trusted you to know what kinds of things you can 
handle! And then you did the opposite!” Techno shoulders his rocket 
launcher, inspecting the mechanisms. “| mean, we did get my kit 
back, but you still went harsher than | asked, Tommy.” 


“What did you even need your shit back for, anyways?” Tommy 
grumbles. “You’re stacked for netherite, you could just make more 
shit.” 


“It's not about me having those weapons, Tommy,” Techno corrects. 
“It's about making sure other people don’t. Standard mortals just 
can't handle god tools. It never ends well.” His gaze darkens. “For 
them or anybody else.” 


Tommy stops in his track. “God tools? You said you made all your 
shit.” 


” 


“Yep. 


“,.. rechnoblade. Buddy. Pal. Do you realize you're calling yourself a 
god?” 


Techno’s golden eyes peer past a mask of netherite, mouth curled 
around unnaturally bloody tusks as the crown around his head 
shines in the sun. 


Yes, his voice rumbles, a wordless echo resounding in Tommy’s 
skull. And? 


Tommy blinks. “Have | punched god in the face?” he weakly asks. 


“It's not that big of a deal, Tommy,” Techno dismisses. “Gods aren't 
higher beings or anything- that’s a scam made up by mortals who 
don't know better and gods who need a damn ego check. There are 
no higher beings. Just different ones.” 


“Is Phil a god, too?” Tommy dares to wonder. 


Techno snorts loudly. “That right there sounds like something you 
should take up with Phil. I’m not gonna go spillin’ another man’s lore. 
And you're avoiding the actual topic at hand.” His eyes harden. “You 
lost your head the moment Tubbo showed up on the scene. Is that 
something we need to deal with now?” 


“|- I|- l-’ Tommy takes a breath. “I’m sorry. | fucked up, | just- he was 
just lookin’ at me, like I’m the one who fucked him over. He was my 
best friend, but he’s still the one who practically left me for fuckin’ 


dead in exile! What’s his fuckin’ right, pretending to give a shit what | 
did afterwards? He was happy enough to just forget about me when 
it got convenient for him. He didn’t even visit me.” 


“| mean... if this guy exiles you. Doesn’t visit you, doesn’t protect you 
from what happens during it.” Techno’s head tilts to the side to look 
down at Tommy. “Is that guy really your best friend? Does he see 
you as a friend at all?” 


“I did,” Tommy dejectedly whispers. “Il thought we were friends.” 


Techno’s eyes soften, almost. 


“It's okay if you need time to process this sort of thing,” Techno 
gently says as they walk up the stairs to the community portal. “I’ve 
been there, too. I’ve been used by... well, a lot of people | 
considered friends at one point. | can relate. Just-” He pauses. 
“Tommy?” 


Tommy doesn’t respond. He doesn’t even know if he can. 


Because Hunter is standing right in front of the portal. 


“How’s it goin’?” Hunter casually asks, ignoring the way Tommy 
frantically summons a shield and presses a grapple into Techno’s 


hand. 


Techno moves closer to Tommy’s side. “Goin’ pretty well. Goin’ pretty 
well.” 


“If | remember correctly,” Hunter starts, posture disarmingly friendly, 
“you're not supposed to be here, Tommy.” 


Techno’s snout ducks close to Tommy’s ear. “Jommy, don't be 
scared,” he whispers, “he don’t got no house. He don’t got no home, 
Tommy. Don't be scared.” 


Tommy, despite himself, stiffles a snicker. “What, is he a homeless 
man?” 


“lam not,” Hunter loudly insists. “Tommy, | got one of your discs 
back. | got it from Skeppy.” 


“No, you don't,” Tommy quickly denies. 


“Yeah, | do,” Hunter insists. 


“Why don’t you show us?” Techno asks. 


“Well, | don’t have it on me,” Hunter deflects. “But | do have it.” 


“Wait, seriously?” Tommy wonders. “No fucking bullshitting. You 
actually have it.” 


“| do. | have one of them.” 


There’s two discs- Mellohi and Cat. The first two things Tommy ever 
owned. 


It’s also the last piece he has of Wilbur. Not President Wilbur, or 
General Wilbur, bat-shit-fucking-insane Wilbur. 


The Wilbur that named him. The Wilbur that called them brothers. 
That Wilbur. 


The real Wilbur. 


If Tommy gets his hands on those discs, then- then it’s all over. 
Tommy has everything he wants. All the wars are over, because 
what the fuck would he need to fight them for anymore? 


“You- you- you screwed me over, Hunter,” Tommy stammers. 


“| did not,” Hunter dismisses. 


“You-” Tommy takes a hesitant step forward. “-you manipulated me.” 


“Tommy, | was the only person who visited you,” Hunter softly points 
out. “I was the only person that was your friend.” 


“You were terrible-” 


“And look what you did!” Hunter scolds. “You betrayed me! You came 
here- you're not supposed to be here. You left. And now you’re here! 
And now you're causing problems.” He tilts his head. “As far as | 
heard, you had a hostage!” 


“Eh, that’s true,” Techno neutrally concedes. “That’s true.” 


“You were the only one that visited me, but you know what, Hunter?” 
Tommy raises his head up high. “I’m the only one that goes against 
you. And you know what, Hunter? / think you’re scared of me.” 


Techno makes a very interested noise, staring at Hunter with a new 
Curiosity. 


” 


“Listen-” Hunter stutters and stalls before summoning a sword, 
taking long strides until he nearly looms over Tommy. “You're gonna 
come with me, or /’m gonna burn your disc.” 


The flattened words clamp down like a trap on Tommy’s body. 


He wouldn’t. No, no, he wouldn't. (But he could.) 


And if he didn’t- if he didn’t, and Tommy gave in? Tommy’s as good 
as dead. Because Hunter won't ever let him go again, and it'll be 
even worse than before, and Tommy would rather die than- 


A hooved hand presses down on Tommy’s turtle hat. 


“Well, that’s gonna be a bit of a problem, Lagos,” Techno 
tonelessly challenges, a flat smile on his face as he brings Tommy 
into the reach of his cloak. “Because this guy’s with me.” 


Hunter hums neutrally. “Are you sure?” 


“lam sure,” Techno asserts. His eyes flick down to Tommy as he 
pulls the young human closer. “This is a- this is a business partner. 
And we're workin’ for our own mutual benefit right now. So I- | can’t 
really have you takin’ him away before | get- before | complete my 
objectives.” His voice shifts with a low growl. “Before | get my 
revenge.” 


His other hand clasps around Tommy’s shoulder. 


“Unless, of course, you wanna Call in that favor.” 
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Techno feels Tommy’s heartbeat stutter in his grasp. “What favor?” 


The Blood of the Covenant stays silent, unblinking eyes still 
challenging the masquerading prophet before him. 


“What favor?” Tommy presses, breath growing frantic. “What favor- 
what-” 


“Don’t ask questions, Tommy,” Techno detachedly dismisses, eyes 
not leaving Lagos' face for a moment. “The adults are speaking.” 


He almost feels bad for pulling that kind of move without telling 
Tommy beforehand- a/most. But he doesn’t have time to consider 
Tommy’s vague misgivings concerning history with Lagos that he 
won't even elaborate on. 


No, his eyes are for Lagos and Lagos alone. Lagos, or at least the 
person or thing currently identifying as him. 


“Hm.” There’s an upwards tilt to the man’s head, and Techno knows 
that Lagos is smiling under that mask. But he’s thinking. Evaluating, 
calculating. 


If Tommy really was so crucial to him, Lagos wouldn't be hesitating 
like this. No, whatever he wants with this boy, Tommy is likely little 
more than a stepping stone. A goalpost, not the goal itself. 


And if Tommy is only a goalpost, Techno can convince Lagos to 
leave that post alone. 


Lagos breaks their staring contest first, head sharply turning away. 


“| think, uh- | have something in mind for that later. So I’ll-” he steps 
back. “I'll keep it. As long as you’re sure.” 


“Alright,” Techno tersely allows. 


Lagos starts to walk past them, down back the stairs towards the 
community house. “You live for now, Tommy.” 


Tommy’s hand twitches on his sword handle. “Get away.” 


“Yeah, get out of here,” Techno snarks. “Get back to your cardboard 
box, it might start rainin’ soon.” 


Lagos sputters. “What the hell- / have a house!” 


“Yeah, and it’s made of cardboard!” Techno insistently jokes. “It’s like 
two by two blocks-” 


“No, it’s not! | have a-” Lagos stops himself. “You know what? It’s 
okay. You'll see. You'll see.” 


Even if Lagos might not remember the origins of the joke, his 
reaction is exactly the same as it has been for thousands of years. 
That, at least, hasn't changed. 


“Hunter?” Tommy daringly breaks away from Techno’s reach as he 
walks closer. “Go fuck yourself.” 


Lagos stares at Tommy. 


Tommy skitters back to Techno. “Goodbye!” he politely adds. 


“Have a nice day,” Techno jarringly adds as they disappear through 
the portal. 
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Tommy’s hand fidgets as he watches Techno clean up the 
mechanisms of his rocket launcher. 


“Go on,” Techno says. “Out with it.” 


“You killed Tubbo with that,” Tommy whispers. 


Techno stops, the piece in his hands falling to the table. 


“Yeah. | did.” 


“| Know you said he’s a wrongun, | just-” Tommy lets out a punching 
breath. 


“It’s fine. | didn’t enjoy it.” Techno’s face is unreadable as he buries 
himself in his work. “The death, | mean. Just because I’m good at it 
doesn’t mean | like it.” 


Tommy frowns. “Then... why do it?” 


“Someone has to,” Techno wearily asserts. “Someone has to make 
sure that... newer, better things are allowed to grow. To move on 
from the mistakes of the past. People can hate me as much as they 
want, Tommy. They'll still live in a better world, regardless.” 


“So will you,” Tommy points out. “Right? If you really end up makin’ 
the world a better place, you'll be livin’ in that world, too.” 


Techno stays silent for a while. 


“Sure thing, Theseus,” he finally whispers. “That would be nice.” 


10. A Reason To Live 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Maybe you didn't need one. Maybe life itself is enough. (Maybe 
it always was.) 


“t's not working.” 


“Weird. It’s never done that before.” 


“Maybe- maybe it’s the injuries-” 


“No, no. We’ve done this before when you were hurt, remember? It 
must be something else.” 


“That makes this attempt... twelve, | guess?” 


“If it doesn’t work, it doesn’t work. Don’t stress yourself out for 
something | don’t really need.” 


“We've needed to before. We may need to again. I’d rather have it 
figured out before it doesn’t work when we need it.” 


“Hmm. Fair enough. We keep trying, then?” 


“lll try and tweak it. Besides, |... I've missed it. | miss having you 
here with me.” 


“I’ve missed it, too. I'd like to feel the sun again one day.” 


“Hold on, somethin’s goin’ on up topside, | think | need to wake up 
wake up wake up WAKE UP PHIL C’MON C’MON PLEASE JUST- 


Philza jolts back to life with a sharp intake of breath and a stinging 
pain on his neck. “Fuckin’ ‘ell,” he whispers. “I’m up. Y’ don’t have to 
shout at me.” 


“Oh, thank fuck, you’re not dead.” Tommy’s hands soothe at Philza’s 
shoulders with a nervous laugh. “You barely had a heartbeat, mate. 
Thought we were gonna need a doctor or some shit.” 


“’m fine, Tommy,” Philza wearily says, trying to blink away the 
whiplash with a lethargic shake of his head. “That’s just a thing that 
happens to me sometimes.” 


“Is this that god thing I’m not supposed to know about?” Philza turns 
his head sharply, and Tommy defensively sputters. “Techno said he 
was a god! | figured same shit’s goin’ on with you!” 


“Ah, he told you about that?” Philza lets out a soft noise. “Alright. 
You're right on the nose, then.” 


Tommy stares at him for a long, awkward moment. “I’m not doin’ 
some kind of god crime by havin’ my hands on you, am |?” He slowly 
says, hands twitching nervously around Philza’s shoulders. “I’m just 
realizin’ Techno’s usually the only guy who ever gets close to 
touchin’ you.” 


Philza’s shoulders slacken with a tired laugh. “You’re fine, Tommy. 
Just don’t grab me out of nowhere or- or get near my wings. There’s 
no special god rules, I’m not gonna be a prick like that.” 


“Aight.” Tommy moves back as Philza stands, hovering at a curious 
distance. “Am |... allowed to ask which ones you are?” 


“Well, Techno’s a Nether god, so you probably wouldn't know him 
even if | told you,” Philza deflects. “On my end, though- | do wear 
crowsworn, Tommy. Take your guess.” 


Tommy steps back, a slight look of fear on his face. Philza can’t even 
bring himself to be disappointed- it’s only sane to fear Death. 


(Still. It hurt a little more than he thought it would.) 


“Didn’t realize the Angel of Death was muckin’ around up topside,” 
Tommy whispers. 


“Got one foot in both sides,” Philza corrects. “My wife can’t leave her 
realm without goin’ through a fuckhundred hoops, so I’m usually the 
one takin’ care of stuff on this end. Even if-” he laughs sadly, wings 
disjointedly curling around himself. “-even if I’ve got a bit banged up 
for my troubles.” 


“So-” Tommy cuts himself off. “I- was Wilbur-” 


“He wasn’t a god,” Philza softly corrects. “He never... he never lived 
long enough to have the chance. | don’t really know if | even wanted 
him to, it’s- it's never a nice process, Tommy. It hurts. | never wanted 
him to hurt the way | did. Not on my watch.” An antler flicks, blind 
eyes half-lidded with resignation. “Fat lot of good that did.” 


Philza trails off. 


“It'd stop if | died,” he whispers. “I could just let this body go back to 
the stars, and- and | could fly again.” His hands curl in on his 
sleeves. “It'd be just like falling asleep.” 


“Then... why haven’t you?” Tommy haltingly asks. “If it’s that easy.” 


Because... 


-<>9Y<>- 


“| wouldn’t be able to go back,” Philza whispers. “Y’know? Sunrise, 
snow, the smell of bread. People, too. If | leave... | don’t get to see 
that again. I'll just be left with the memories.” His eyes soften. “I’m 
already hangin’ by a bloody thread, Tommy. | always have. | wanna 
get as many memories as | can before it snaps.” 


And hearing that, Tommy finally understands why Wilbur always 
called Philza the bravest man he ever met. It wasn’t being able to 
suplex people twice his size, or sniping withers blind. 


It's because Philza could stop. He could leave, pack up his life, 
never be hurt again, but he doesn't. 


Because even flightless, chained, nearly blinded, first and only life 
still reeling from Wilbur's death- something he’d called the worst pain 
of his life- he looks at all that and thinks that life’s worth living. 


He still thinks life is worth loving. 


... fommy doesn't know why he’s crying. 


Philza’s smile stutters. “l- I’m sorry, mate, | really brought the mood 
down, didn’t |? We can- we can just forget about it.” 


“Stop makin’ me feel shit, Phil,” Tommy says, roughly squinting 
through the tears on his face. “I’ve cried enough in my short damn 
life.” 


Philza breathes out a laugh. “Yeah. You and me both.” 


Tommy doesn’t know how to hold people. Tommy is too big, too 
lanky, too rough, too loud. He can't give Philza a hug. He isn’t sure 
he’s allowed to- he isn’t even sure if he knows how. 


All he’s got is his own two hands. 


So he takes Philza’s hand into them and just- holds it there for a bit. 


“| think we should just make good memories from now on,” Tommy 
simply decides. “I think we deserve it.” 


Philza’s smile softens. “Yeah.” He places his other hand over 
Tommy’s. “I think we do.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


The will to live is a lifelong battle. Count every win, however 
brief, as your victory, because there /s no victory- only not losing 
for one more day. 


And look at that. You lived long enough to read this. 


You won. 
-Aenor 


Author's Note: 
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Summary: 


The mind is burning, ideas are burning, consciousness is burning, 
contact is burning- whatever is felt as pleasant or painful or in 
between, that arises with mind-contact for its indispensable 
condition, that too is burning. Burning with what? Burning with the 
fire of lust, with the fire of hate, with the fire of delusion. 


Gods and ghosts. Heroes and heretics. Princes, prophets, 
pretenders, kings. All of them live in a world on fire, and that fire will 
burn until they find their liberation. 


Their Doomsday is calling. 


1. The News, Please 
Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series, written like you bothered to read 
the previous parts. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


-DESERT BLUFFS- 


Mysterious “Crimson Fever” Infects Blood Vine Addicts 


Those who have accidentally or recreationally consumed the blood 
vines appearing near central spawn are now confirmed to suffer 
severe withdrawal symptoms after consumption is halted or 
interrupted. 


More concerningly, it appears that effects have graduated from 
simple euphoric symptoms to raised body temperature, analgesia, 
behavior/mood changes, and even intense auditory hallucinations. 
Though research teams have discovered that holy water and other 
divine protections can mitigate or treat the effects, there is a 
possibility that pure proximity exposure, rather than consumption, is 
sufficient to infect someone. 


It is still unclear how to safely dispose of these vines, or if they are 
possible to dispose of at all. Citizens are once again advised not to 
consume the blood vines, and to keep them away from food or water 
sources. 


Former King George Settles New Land 


The former King of Greater Prime, George Malcolm Lore, has 
announced plans to settle an area south of central spawn in protest 
of his removal from the throne. Lord Lore continues to assert that he 
is the rightful King of Greater Prime, and that the reinstatement of 
Lord Eret-of-rine is illegitimate. 


-THE NEW L’-MANBURG LINE UP- 


Green Winter Festival Preparations Underway 


A festival dedicated in the Dreamweaver’s honor will be held in New 
L’manburg on 5 Enamon next year. The festival, organized by 
Ranboo My-Beloved, will feature snacks, special games, and prizes. 
In accordance to the new peace between NLM and Greater Prime, 
President Underscore extends a_ public invitation to the 
Dreamweaver’s Prophet to attend as a guest of honor. 


-THE PRIME REPORTER- 


Unidentified Persons In The South Wilds 


Several unidentified figures have been seen in recent weeks in the 
wild forest area south of spawn, despite no cities, houses, 
encampments, or travelers being known to exist in the area. Some 
suspect that these people may have reached the area through an 
unmapped area of the central soawn catacombs. 


SPECIAL BULLETIN: MISSING PERSONS LIST 


The following individuals vanished suddenly from _ their 
neighborhoods and homes, without trace, forewarning, or means of 
contact, in the time between 22-27 Dodekamon 2020. If you have 
any information as to their whereabouts, please contact the offices 
listed below. 


The proprietors and employees of Honeylemon Pastries & Fine 
Drinks: 


Mrs. Honey Ade (Elytron), Mrs. Lemon Ade (Moobloom cowlin), Mxr. 
Eldritch Ghost Ade (Goatlin), Mxr. Sage Ade (Raven elfin), Niki 
Nihachu (human). 


Closed early on 22 Dodekamon to attend to an unspecified errand. 
After the wild magic surge that occured in NLM that same afternoon, 
the Honeylemon bakery was found completely emptied, with several 
personal effects missing from their homes. 


Vikkstar (human) and Lazar (ginger dryadq). 


Retired Boomerville residents who shared a home, reported missing 
on 27 Dodekamon after not being seen leaving their home for over a 
week. The house showed no signs of breaking and entry, and all 
house items were left untouched, including mail and groceries. 


Philza JWM Craft (elytron). 


Went missing while supervised in his own home after the NLM magic 
surge on 22 Dodekamon. There was no sign of breaking and entry, 
but some personal items were found broken, as well as bloodstains 
belonging to Mr. Craft. It is possible he may have been kidnapped 
and/or met the same fate as Honey Ade, his flock member who went 
missing on the same approximate date/time and visited him the day 
before. 


Frank Adison (testificate). 


Failed to call in to work on 23 Dodekamon and was later reported 
missing. Several personal belongings were found missing from his 
place of residence. 


Fun Dy-Soot (kitsune-elytron). 


Was missing from his workplace for several days before being 
reported missing, and was last seen in his home on 24 Dodekamon. 
The vast majority of his personal possessions were still in his home. 


2. The Conquest Of Bread 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Just one bite. 


The people are leaving the land in ones and twos and threes, and 
their maybe-president has yet to notice. 


When it first started, there was an old hardcore man who lived on the 
main street. Old Saint Phil they called him, when L'manburg was 
young and he was an eccentric father from a far off land, a specter 
that visited maybe once or twice a year, and Old Saint Phil they 
called him still when he came on the ashes of Manberg and he 
became the architect of their ruined cities. 


Old Saint Phil, they prayed, when the architect's uncanny eyes 
looked at people packing too much for a day's travel, and he showed 
them the passages that he left open in the catacombs. 


A gift for a gift, they whisper as they leave. Information for wares. 
Secrets and truths and half-lies that others dare not whisper in the 
presence of saints, and in return he gives food and materials and 
pathways that are safe to follow. 


They ask him when he'll leave- he says no. He's still trying. /t can still 
work, he prays in turn. /t can still work. 


The people are leaving the land in ones and twos and threes when 
Old Saint Phil's doors are broken down and he's clapped in chains 
for all the world to see- when the cage of his mind closes shut. 


There’s a different whisper now, when people leave without notice 
and there is no more saint to guide them. A whisper of a witches’ 
sunken city, empty and waiting for whoever might make the journey. 


It's a family of bakers that greets them, in the lonely, dilapidated 
shadows of a long abandoned coven home, but it is a home, 
sprawling and vault-like as it may be, and most anyone finds comfort 
in the smell of bread. 


Niki Nihachu hasn’t so much as glanced at a loaf for weeks. 


“Hey, sweetie.” The large, soft shape of her former boss, Lemon, 
slides into view. “You busy today?” 


“Someone has to fix the stairs,” Niki lethargically reports, blowing a 
strand of fading pink hair away from her haggard face. “The rails are 
broken.” 


“Someone else can do it, y’know,” Honey gently reminds her. “It ain't 
just us down here anymore.” 


“Mm.” 


“You wanna stop by the kitchen later?” Honey offers. 


“| don't want to bake,” Niki whispers. “lI- | can’t. I’m sorry.” 


She spent all her life putting food into hungry hands, and for what? 
Destitute at thirteen with barely five ingots to her name, coinage 
caught between the little clothes she has on her back and the debts 
imposed by a dead president. 


And people are still hungry. 


(She’s lucky she doesn’t have to pay rent.) 


“lm not askin’ you to bake,” Honey amends. “One of the kids just 
had a birthday. We saved some cake for you.” 


“Pm not hungry.” 


Lemon's large dark eyes well with concern, and Niki is too tired to 
feel guilty about it. “Darlin’, you need to eat. We have more than 
enough food, | don’t want you t’ starve.” 


“Pll just jump off the bridge again,” Niki dully reassures her. “I set the 
damage tier low for my bed. It doesn’t even hurt.” 


(It only hurts for a tick.) 


“That’s not gonna work forever and you know it,” Lemon sternly 
scolds. “| know you an’ Honey got all that witchy know-how, but a 
respawn ain't a meal. You need to eat somethin’ before you get 
yourself sick.” Her mellow voice trails off. “| made it pumpkin for you.” 


Niki’s mouth wobbles. 


“Okay,” she finally says. She wipes at her face, eyeshadow blending 
in with the harsh dark circles around her eyes. “Just one bite.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years my beloved 


3. Do Your Best! 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Or at least tell yourself you did. 


“You’re getting scruffy,” Sapnap murmurs as his eyes flit over 
Quackity’s face. 


Quackity snorts, scratching at the scar cracking open the left side his 
lips, revealing the silver beak plate underneath. “Kind of hard to 
shave when this bitch is in the way. I’ve cut myself three times 
already.” 


Sapnap hums, sparing a glance for the eyepatch covering Quackity’s 
left eye. “I thought it was just the depth perception fucking you over, 
to be honest.” 


“| do not have shitty depth perception,” Quackity insists. 


Right as he drops his comm on the ground because he missed the 
table. 


“| did that on purpose.” 


Sapnap chuckles, leaning over to give him a quick kiss on the 
forehead. “Want me to give you a shave? I’m used to shaving 
around bad cuts. Kingsguard stuff.” 


Quackity almost protests the idea, ready to insist he could do it 
himself. And then he remembers dark tunnels, bloody growls falling 
out of red-tinged tusks, a dull piece of blunt metal crashing through 
his skull like fine china- 


He shudders. No, if he’s being realistic, he’s not sure he trusts his 
shaking hands around a blade right now. Least of all in front of a 
mirror. 


“Yeah.” Quackity hesitantly nods. “Yeah, okay. Thanks, Sapnap.” 


“Anytime, man.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“You've got to stop doing these things at Ranboo’s house,” Quackity 
gripes as he steps inside. “Seriously. Ranboo, really?” 


Tubbo waves him off. “He’s in the cabinet and he takes long walks. 
Besides, it’s my turn to watch the kid today.” 


Quackity frowns. “The kid?” 


Something makes a shrill scratching noise. Quackity looks behind 
Tubbo to find a- 


-a piglin child. 


A blond piglin child, scribbling crayons onto the walls as it loudly 
munches on a piece of candy. 


“Michael,” Tubbo good naturedly ribs, “are you stealing my food 
again?” 


‘Michael’ turns his head, and Quackity tries not to flinch. One dead, 
soulfire blue eye looks up at the two of them, mirrored by an empty 
socket of bone on the right side of his face. 


“He’s always so finicky about his own food, and then steals from me 
and Ranboo’s plates.” Tubbo picks up the little child, who lets out a 
giggling snort. “You're a little pirate! Yes you are, yes you are.” 


Micheal squeals and pushes his snout into Tubbo’s scarred face. 


“Why is there a zombie piglin in Ranboo’s house?” Quackity finally 
manages to ask. 


“Oh, we found him in the Nether a while back,” Tubbo casually says 
like he’s not holding a walking corpse. “He was holed up in a little 
hut, and when we let him out he wouldn't stop following us like a 
stray cat. So we took him home. He’s basically just like a real baby.” 


He holds Michael up close to his own face, blue eyes smiling under 
his flaxen hair. 


“Kind of looks like me, too! Cute, innit? Really ties the whole house 
look together.” 


Quackity nods uneasily. “Sure, man.” He sits down, trying not to look 
too weirded out by Michael’s curious glance at his golden feathers. 
“So, uh- what did you want me for?” 


“Hmm?” Tubbo’s ear absently flicks before his eyes brighten with 
sudden understanding. “Oh yeah, that! | was finishing up the census 
earlier, and | noticed this really weird population drop. Not even 
people properly emigrating, just- they’re just gone one day.” 


Quackity sighs. “They probably just jumped ship. Things haven't 
exactly been easy since the war.” 


“Well, yeah, but-” Tubbo frowns, coloring his smile with uncertainty. “- 
we’re trying our best, right? It’s not- it’s not our fault everything’s 
going wrong!” 


“It can’t be helped, y'know?” Quackity reassures him. “No matter 
how hard you try, some shit- some shit's gonna slip through your 
fingers no matter what you do.” 


Quackity’s eyes drift to the newspaper on the table. To the missing 
persons bulletin. 


Primo Mendez (unknown). Was last seen in Logstedshire on 14 
Dodekamon and never returned to his El Rapids home. Was 
reported missing on 17 Dodekamon. 


Gods. Even Primo can't be bothered to stick around. He probably 
just ditched like all the others. 


“We just gotta keep our eyes on the prize,” Quackity tells himself. 
“Hold tight to what we still got.” 


“Yeah.” Tubbo pats Michael’s curly mane. “Yeah, you’re right. We'll 
do our best.” 


4. Never Enough 
Summary for the Chapter: 
All the shine of a thousand spotlights! All the stars we steal from 
the night sky 
will never be enough- never be enough. 
Towers of gold are still too little, these hands could hold the 


world but it'll 
never be enough. Never be enough... 


Fundy falls to the ground with a muted grunt, face half buried in the 
thick Neve snow. 


“Best two out of three?” he jokingly asks as Philza ties his hands 
together. 


Under his veil, Philza’s mouth briefly twitches with an aborted smile. 


Fundy’s going to count that as a win. 


-<>9Y<>- 


A tripwire suddenly rises from the ground, knocking Fundy back as 
he lands painfully on his tails. 


Fundy re-adjusts his hat as he glares into the treeline. “This is real 
fucking petty, y’ know!” 


Benihime flips him off silently. 


“Yeah, yeah.” Fundy sorely gets back up on his feet. “I'll take the L 
and go. Jeez.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


It’s funny. Philza hasn’t taken Fundy flying since he was a little kid. 


And now here Fundy is, being carried off under Philza’s talons after 
the man had literally swooped out of the sky and fucking grabbed 
him. 


He’d been internally debating his chances of getting impaled on the 
nearest sharp tree branch when one of Philza’s wings randomly 
snaps straight mid-flap, sending them careening towards the ground. 


Philza’s talons release Fundy just in time to let Fundy land lightly on 
all fours, while Philza himself tumbles painfully into a snowdrift, right 


wing still flapping frantically while the other drags limply against the 
ground. 


“Grandpa?” Fundy scrabbles over to Philza’s crash trajectory. “What 
happened? Are you hurt-” 


Fundy jumps back with a sharp yip as Philza’s leg kicks him away, 
netherite gauntlets harshly gleaming over his talons. 


“Don’t fucking touch me!” Philza hisses as he unsteadily staggers to 
his feet. “Don’t- | can’t- / can’t, Fundy, just- just fucking go.” 


Philza’s feathers rattle loudly, the eyespots of his wing shoulders 
squinting distrustfully at Fundy as Philza climbs into the trees, 
disappearing into the forest canopy. 


“He actually talked to me,” Fundy whispers into the silence. “Huh.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Fundy yelps as the powder snow under his feet collapses, giving 
way to a steep cave opening. 


“Ooh, you gotta watch out for those,” Philza coyly chirps as he looks 
down at Fundy’s prone form. “The whole damn region’s just covered 
in these shallow caves. Never know when you can fall into one.” 


Fundy laughs drily. “Oh, fun. Are you gonna help me out of here or 
nah?” 


Philza flippantly tosses his climbing pick into Fundy’s chest. “Dig.” 


Fundy takes the tool into his paws, and then looks back up to his 
grandfather with a flat mouthed expression. “Seriously? That’s gonna 
take forever! Are you just gonna watch the whole time?” 


Philza takes out a folding chair from his inventory and perches on it. 


Fundy sighs and starts climbing. 


-<>Y<>- 


“What's your house like?” Fundy asks as Philza drags his body out 
of the forest. 


Philza doesn’t answer him. 


“My house is right up in the cliffs of a mesa biome,” Fundy starts. 
“Nothing but terracotta canyons for kiloblocks. It’s, uh- it’s great for 
clay, if you ever want it!” 


He looks up, watching the trees slowly move past him as his coat 
drags through the snow. 


“| started making dolls again. Those little clay dolls, y’know? Cus 
there’s so much materials around. It kind of makes me feel like a kid, 
but... people like them. People buy ‘em. And it- it fills up the house, 
so it doesn’t feel as empty.” 


“There’s plants all over my half of the house,” Philza quietly says. 
“So | can see the walls and doors better. And | packed the yard with 
snow so the mobs can't get in.” 


“| remember you spawnproofing Wilbur’s house when | was a kid.” 
Fundy laughs nervously. “You couldn't fucking stand it when animals 
and shit wandered too close to the place. | thought you just hated 
them.” His laugh trails off. “It was hard, wasn’t it? Visiting us. 
Because there were so many souls everywhere all the time.” 


Philza’s expression betrays nothing. “Yeah. It was.” 


“| didn’t really notice until you started living with me,” Fundy admits. 
“But it got worse, didn’t it? After you lost your eyes.” 


“It did,” Philza concedes. 


“Why did you always visit us even though it was hard?” Fundy asks. 
“Why did you stay in New L’manburg when it hurt?” 


Philza stops walking. 


“Because | loved you,” Philza whispers. “Wasn't that enough?” 


Fundy goes silent. 


His body starts to drag against the snow again, erasing the footsteps 
Philza never quite leaves in his wake. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Y’know, this is a new low, even for you,” Fundy dares to say. “You 
know | love berries!” 


Benihime perches at the ground across from Fundy, right next to the 
ripe, sweet berry bush it used to bait him. Its talons delicately card 
through the leaves, inspecting the berries and picking out the 
brightest, tenderest ones. 


“C’mon, man,” Fundy whines. “This is just torture now.” 


Benihime drags Fundy’s body out of the forest, placing a satchel of 
berries in Fundy’s hands as it leaves him. 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza drops from the trees, forcefully tackling Fundy’s body. “How 
did your date go yesterday?” 


Fundy falls into the snow, sneezing frost out of his snout as he lands. 
“It was okay, but we decided we should just stay friends! Did your 
thing with Trixtin work out?” 


Philza hums contemplatively as he ties Fundy’s arms together. “Nah. 
But we're gonna try it again tomorrow.” 


“That's nice.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“| got hired to help fix a guardian farm,” Philza says. 


Fundy’s ear flicks. “Aren’t you a wanted man?” 


“Only in Lmanburg,” Philza corrects. “And maybe Greater Prime? 
Some contractor from the Badlands was calling for a consultation on 
a South Jungle guardian project.” He shrugs. “They'll let me use it for 
free whenever | want, | thought it was a pretty good deal. Prismarine 
always sells good and guardian steaks are pretty pog.” 


“I’ve never had guardian steak before,” Fundy hesitantly admits. 


“| could probably throw some your way. Chatters can find out where 
you live.” 


“Maybe we could- we could have some together?” Fundy haltingly 
offers. “Not at any of our houses, just... somewhere. Anywhere you 
wanted. And we could just... talk?” 


Philza’s eyes soften, almost. “We used to have those little potlucks 
all the time when you were little. I'd let you pick out whatever you'd 
want, we'd turn on the cooker, and we'd just talk-” 


-while we watched the world burn. 


Fundy opens his eyes and flinches. 


His legs wobble over the thin, unyielding obsidian spiderweb under 
his feet, flying over a bleeding chasm below. 


Just like old times, a voice whispers in his skull. Whatever 
happened to that? 


He turns. Philza stands right beside Fundy with a languid smile on 
his face, uncaring of the sheer drop under their feet, white kimono 
slipping off one of his shoulders like he’d just gotten out of bed. 


Tattered flags of colorful stripes and golden hearts fray like ribbons 
into the bloodstained crater. 


“L’manburg happened, | guess,” Fundy distantly answers. 


Philza hums. Did it? He steps forward. Or did you happen? 


Fundy stills. “W-What?” 


You lost your father to a shiny new child and a sword through 
the back. The phantoms of Philza’s chains clink against the ground. 
You try so hard to keep your grandfather’s love that you 
smothered his wings, and acted surprised when he flew away 
the first chance he got. And now look at you. 


Philza spreads his arms, the eyes etched into his palms squinted 
with cruel amusement. 


Your first and only home lying in pieces while we stand here 
and watch. Surely you see the pattern at this point, eyas. You’re 
smarter than this. 


“| did everything | could!” Fundy shouts. “I tried, okay? | tried to be 
enough for him, I- | gave that country everything! I-” Fundy’s eyes 
well with tears. “-/ loved you.” 


Oh, | know, eyas, Philza sweetly trills, a netherite gauntlet tenderly 
brushing at Fundy’s baby down. | know you did. Because you’re 
just like me. 


Philza’s smile turns wild with despair as he steps back, a charred, 
withered skull nestling into his palm. 


Everything you touch dies. You love too much. 


Fire drips down like dew off an obsidian spiderweb as black snow 
falls from the sky. 


Hey, something desperately cries out. Hey, don’t do this now, not you 
too, please, please, | can’t- 


“Fundy?” a fragile voice warbles. “Hey- hey, don’t-” A stuttered 
pause. “Come on, come on, don’t you dare...” 


Fundy grimaces as he opens his eyes. He looks up at the hands 
unflinchingly wrapped around his own, and the black wings blotting 
out the sky above his head. 


“Phil,” he barely whispers. 


Philza- not a phantom, not a dream, real and alive and eyes 
threatening to well with tears- looks down at him. “Hi, mate.” 


“You don’t have to do that,” Fundy breathes. “You could have just left 
me here. | wouldn't have been mad.” 


“No!” Philza hisses, his hold on Fundy’s hand shaking. “I don’t want 
you to die, you idiot.” 


Fundy lies on the ground, trying to remember how to breathe. 


“Why did you help Technoblade?” Fundy asks. “Even though you 
knew what he did?” 


“Why did you chain me,” Philza asks in turn, “even though you knew 
what you did?” 


“Because you're my family, and I-” Fundy takes a breath. “-| knew 
what you did, everyone was gonna think the worst of you no matter 
what, but | didn’t care, | just- / didn’t want to lose you. | wanted to 
keep you safe even if it killed me. Even if | cared about L'manburg, | 
cared about you more. Or at least | tried.” He knocks his head into 
the ground. “I think | tried too hard. Isn’t that fucked up?” 


Philza smiles sadly. “There’s your answer right there, mate. | was 
thinking the exact same things as you.” He sighs, leaning back. “Or 
maybe not. Maybe | just loved you too much. It’s happened before.” 


Everything you touch dies. You love too much. 


“|... don’t understand you at all,” Fundy realizes. “As flock, or- or- or 
just as a person. | never really thought about it, | never-” Fundy’s 
face scrunches uncomfortably. “-| never thought | needed to.” 


“What was there for you to understand?” Philza gently points out. 
“You were a child when you met me. | was your grandpa. That was 
all there was to the world.” 


“When did it stop?” Fundy feels the vengeful ghost of well-worn tears 
rolling down his face. “When did we stop being enough?” 


“| don’t know.” Philza looks up at the sky, letting snow fall onto his 
face. “I don’t know.” 


5. Reciprocity 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Tommy learns some new things, but his execution remains to be 
seen. 


“| was thinkin’ about Tubbo again,” Tommy starts while him and 
Techno string together fireworks rounds. 


“Oh, please don't,” Techno wearily protests. “Seriously, it’s not gonna 
be healthy for either of you if you dwell on it.” 


“It’s just-” Tommy’s hands falter. “You and Phil have been a whole 
thing for bloody ages, right?” 


“| mean, those ages sure had a lot of bloodshed in them.” 


“| was just wonderin’, y’know, uh...” Tommy looks off to the side. 
“How you guys stayed together all that time. What’s that like?” 


Techno stops his work, frowning with thought. 


“It’s... loyalty,” Techno finally says. “A dedication to each other, 
y know? We aren't just magically best friends. We choose to invest in 
this. To stay close, protect each other. Support each other.” 


“| always protected Tubbo,” Tommy grumbles. “! would have fuckin’ 
died for him if he asked.” 


“But did you support him when the fight was over?” Techno asks. 
“When there wasn't a war, were you someone he could lean on?” 


“He doesn’t need me to fuckin’ baby him,” Tommy snorts harshly. 
“He’s Tubbo! He’s always got his shit together.” 


Hell if | know, Tommy! You’ve been radio silent ever since | became 
president! Radio silent. 


“But... | think | made shit harder for him,” Tommy belatedly adds. 
“And he finally got tired of it. | guess that’s my fault.” 


“Reciprocity is important in any kind of relationship,” Techno says. 
“Even if both of you think something's fine. If it's not equal, or there’s 
things you're not on the same page with, it makes things strained. 
You get me?” Techno leans back in his chair. “Because I'd live and 
die for Phil, anybody with half a brain can see it. But that’s because | 
know he’d do the same for me. Anything I’ve given him, he’s already 
given me ten times over for as long as we can remember.” 


He taps his tool into the table. 


“Absolute reciprocity. That’s the crux of it all. If that’s something you 
want with anyone, you've both gotta ask yourselves- can you give 
what you take?” 


Tommy thinks about heartbreak, ruined lives, and a compass in his 
pocket pointing to the first friend he ever had. 


“|... don’t know if | Know how,” Tommy confesses. “But | guess that’s 
a place to start.” 


6. Dance With The Devil 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Don't you dare look him in the eyes, 
as we dance with the devil tonight. 


There’s a basic rule held among travelers and survivors. 


Do not walk through enderman haunts. 


Do not approach an enderman, even if you have something to trade. 


And never... 


tae GV EF ae 


...look them in the eyes. 


...SO anyways, Ranboo went out into the woods to find an enderman 
he can look in the eyes. 


He’s quite decent at tracking down endermen, surprisingly. One pear! 
hunter group even wanted to recruit him for their efforts- an offer he 
declined on account of how odd the premise would have been, an 
enderman hunting ender pearls. 


Besides, between looking after Michael and setting up for the Green 
Winter Festival, he’s hardly had time to do any... extracurriculars, as 
it were. Quackity’s already suspicious enough of Ranboo’s every 
movement without him actually running off to do something odd. 


Such as, for example, trying to deliberately provoke an enderman 
and see what happens. 


A completely scientific pursuit, of course. The pursuit in question 
being that he doesn’t actually remember what happens when he 
looks an enderman in the eyes. Sure, there was Edward, but Edward 
was a free enderman, and the dead calm of one man did not a 
scientific conclusion make. 


“Hey!” Ranboo shouts at a passing haunt. “Look at me!” 


It’s a small group of maybe five or seven endermen, seemingly 
milling about with no particular direction, standing in a circle as if 
deliberating where to go next. 


“Heeey,” Ranboo shouts again in Endscript, rolling the sound out as 
long and annoyingly as possible. “C’mon. Look at me.” 


No response. It’s like they can’t even hear him. 


He walks up to the biggest, tallest one- he barely comes up to their 
elbow. He starts poking their obsidian dark skin insistently with his 
too-many fingers. “Hey. Hey. Look over here.” 


The enderman flicks their tail irritably. There’s a clump of grass 
covered dirt floating meditatively in their hands. 


Ranboo slaps it off. 


The other members of the haunt move away as the large one 
screeches, the bright pearlescent insides of their mandibles 
frighteningly flared outwards. Ranboo barely has time to raise his 
own mandibles before the enderman lunges down at him, locking 
their teeth together and pushing forcefully at his hands. 


Ranboo’s knees nearly buckle as the larger enderman bears down 
on him, four fingered hands curled painfully around his own five 
fingered appendages. His ears swivel back as a ringing static 
clashes against his mind. 


But he doesn't fall. His eyes flick to the enderman’s shoulders- 
they’re shaking as they try to overpower him. Come to think of it, 
their arms are a lot less bulky then his. Is he- is he stronger than 
them? Strange. He always thought he was weaker and smaller than 
the others. 


He, uh- 


-man, they've been doing this weird tango thing for a solid tock or so, 
huh? He should probably do something. This whacky mandible 
wrestling is starting to feel uncomfortable. 


Ranboo pulls his face away to sharply headbutt the other enderman 
in the nose, arms pushing forward until he forces them both to the 
ground. His chest heaves as his mandibles painfully slide back to 
their rightful place. 


“Look... at... me,” he laboriously articulates. “Please.” 


And they do. 


And Ranboo sees- no, no, it’s not seeing. It’s not even hearing. But 
he feels white dry stones underfoot, dark towers rising into an 
endless night, an eternal city of lights slowly going dark one spark at 
a time. Small shapes like people growing long and thin and pained, a 


dark shape blotting out the skies and screaming out with grief and 
sadness, screaming, screaming, CALLING, SHE’S CALLING SHE’S 
CALLING SHE’S CALLING- 


The acidic sting of tears on Ranboo’s face pulls him out of his trance. 


A baffled, green eyed enderman stares up at him, surrounded by the 
matching green gazes of the rest of the haunt. 


“You actually saw me,” the enderman’s voice wavers with shock. 
“You actually talked to me.” 


“l- ah-” Ranboo stands up, looking off to the side. “Yep! | sure do 
that! That... talking thing. | never Know when to shut up.” He coughs 
awkwardly. “How exactly did | talk to you?” 


“l-” The enderman sits up, large hand clasping over their face. “l 
don’t know. |... what is this place? How did | get here?” 


Ranboo laughs nervously. “| was- | was honestly hoping you’d be 
able to tell me that. Guess that doesn’t work out.” 


Another enderman looks down at their shaking hands. “We can’t go 
back. There’s no way we can go back there now, we’ll- Queen’s 
grace, what are we going to do? We'd be killed on the spot!” 


“Well, I- I’ve been managing pretty well for myself,’ Ranboo 
hesitantly offers. “I know a place up north that doesn’t mind having 
endermen around. You could stay there.” 


“And what would you ask for in return?” the haunt shrewdly asks. 
“For freeing us and showing us shelter.” 


Ah. Hmm. Ranboo didn’t think this far. 


UuuuuUuh- 


“Maybe you could... teach me enderman things?” Ranboo dares to 
ask. “Just- just a few things. How to speak better, what you guys do, 
what-” he trails off. “-where we come from. | don’t remember if | was 
ever taught it before.” 


The endermen whisper amongst themselves. 


“Alright,” the large one decides. “We accept. For the freedom you 
have given us, we shall become your council.” 


Welp. This can only end well. 


7. What's The Kindest Way To Say 


Summary for the Chapter: 
you took away my friend, my buddy... 


Skeppy’s been doing great if anyone’s asking. 


Sapnap went and quit his job before Eret fired /iterally every Prophet 
loyalist from the kingsguard. The last time he visited, he mentioned 
acquiring a second boyfriend and considering helping Lord Lore go 
and found a country out of protest against Greater Prime. A perfectly 
rational and not at all concerning series of events. 


If that wasn’t enough, the doctors found crystals in Skeppy’s right 
eye earlier today. Not enough to really fuck with his vision, really, but 
it’s still literal crystals growing in his soft bits. 


And then this bullshit. 


“Bad, can we-” Skeppy pinches his brow. “-can we please take this 
down? | already asked you last week.” 


“Whaaat?” Bad makes a small, dismissive sound, waving his hands 
carelessly as he gestures to the blood vines starting to overtake their 


house. “It’s fine. It’s not hurting anyone.” 


“| told you that it’s hurting me!’ Skeppy shouts. “Every time | get near 
this shit, my crystals wig out!” 


“It's- it’s only hurting you now! ” Bad weakly insists. “Just spend a 
little more time around it, it can help you, it promised-” 


“It promised?” Skeppy frowns deeply. “Are you listening to yourself? 
It’s a pile of weeds! Is this why you haven't been going to church? 
You're just letting yourself get infected now?” 


He raps his cane into the ground. 


“You were the one warning everyone away from this stuff, and now 
you're just letting it crawl into our house? Getting all cozy with it?” 
Skeppy leans heavily on his cane, knee crunching painfully as he 
does. “And all you ever talk about these days is that fucked up egg 
thing this shit’s grown in that warehouse! How big and pretty and 
majestic and warm tt is.” 


“But it is warm,” Bad hollowly repeats. “Skeppy, we were wrong to 
shut it out. It's going to make things better. It’s going to make 
everything better.” 


Skeppy looks at his friend, a creeping horror crawling across his 
face. “This thing’s been killing livestock and infecting the water 
supply. It fucks people over the tick they stop taking it, it does 
nothing but hurt people!” He steps back. “It’s hurting me and it’s 
hurting you. Does that even matter to you anymore?” 


Bad stutters, long frame towering awkwardly as he fumbles for 
words. “Of course | care about you! | care about you more than 
anything in this world!” 


“Then what is it?” Skeppy growls. “Me or the Egg?” 


“|... [don’t understand.” 


“You better start understanding quick, Bad.” Skeppy casts a 
disdainful eye at the vines growing over the once pristine garden. 
“Because it really looks like you’re starting to have other priorities.” 


“l-” Bad’s white eyes flicker over Skeppy’s irate face, and his 
expression crumples. “You're right. I’m sorry, I- | don’t know why I’m 
pushing this so much. We'll reinforce the containment again, make 
sure the obsidian layer’s holding and- and I'll try and get these taken 
down.” He runs a hand over his shadowy face, looking at the vines 
with a confused expression. “I thought | was taking all the proper 
precautions, how'd this thing sneak up on me like this?” 


“Don’t know, don’t care,” Skeppy bluntly admits. “Let’s get you some 
holy water and come back with torches. Clearly pruning’s not 
enough, we need to start burning shit down.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The warehouse has gone largely empty since they've increased the 
containment. The new obsidian cage around the ‘egg’- which 
ironically, was put up by its supporters to prevent further damage 
after an attempted detonation- has acted like a muffler for whatever 
strange signal the blood vines have been putting out, freeing its 
addicts from their trances. 


But clearly, containment isn’t quite enough. 


“Stupid fucking Egg.” Skeppy grimaces as his knees click again 
when he steps over a particularly large vine and cuts it down with an 
axe. “It’s not even an egg! It’s just a weird flower bud. ” 


It’s an ugly, squirming thing, mottled and veined as if it were some 
shining piece of red fungus- or perhaps more like a heart, beating 
and alive, lifeblood pulsing sluggishly into its vines like arterial veins. 


It makes a humming noise as Skeppy approaches. He sarcastically 
hums back. 


“Yeah, yeah, | can do that too, creep. You’re not special.” 


He raises his axe, swinging it down again at the largest veins. 


“You should have heard how people were talking about you up there. 
It was like they were in love with you.” He snorts harshly. “Frankly, 
I’m not seeing the appeal. Why was everyone calling you pretty? It’s 
like staring at a chunk of sushi.” 


The golden leaves sprouting at its base curl tauntingly. Ew. Skeppy 
moves to chop those off, too. 


That makes the Egg bristle, almost. 


“Yeah?” Skeppy challenges. “What are you gonna do about it? | got 
blessed at a church right before | got here, dumbass. You’re not 
getting in my head.” His smile turns cruel. “In fact, you’ve been 
taking a bit more than | like. Why don’t | just start cutting you down at 
the source?” 


His axe sinks into the Egg itself. The shell caves like overripe fruit, 
spilling a dark oily substance. 


“Ugh! Seriously?” Skeppy tries to step back, but the substance 
catches on his shoe. “God damn it.” He looks towards the entrance 


of the warehouse. “Hey! Is anybody out there? It’s bleeding weird 
stuff!” 


No one answers. Skeppy laughs nervously. 


“Come on, guys. This is serious-” He slips, falling back onto the shell 
of the Egg. “- fuck.” 


He tries to get back up, lean away from it, only to find that he... can’t. 


His knees feel stiff and weak, and the heat of the Egg is so warm 
against his back that every other part of his body shivers violently 
with cold. 


The diamonds in his joints hurt, his fingers ache, and he’s so, so 
cold. 


And the vines curling closer to him are warm. 


Very, very warm. 


The last thing Skeppy thought was that the large black leaves 
closing around his body, 


pulling him right against the Egg, 


kind of looked like obsidian. 


...Obsidian is such a lovely material, really. 


(It’s beautiful. ) 


8. Love Me, Love Me, Say That You Love Me 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Fool me, fool me, go on and fool me. 
Love me, love me, pretend that you love me! 
Leave me, leave me, just say that you need me. 


George Malcolm Lore opens his eyes, runs a hand over his 
disheveled, sleep-laced face, and gets out of bed. 


“Good gods,” a tiny voice sweetly says next to him, “I never realized 
there was such thing as too much beauty sleep, but here we are. 
You look like shit.” 


George whirls around to face the insulting figure, only to find a little 
white rabbit with red eyes, wearing a green ribbon around its throat. 


“Such a shame,” the rabbit says. “And you always had such a pretty 
face. That was all you had going for you, really. A pretty porcelain 
doll with a pretty face, wearing a pretty crown on a pretty throne.” 


George bristles. “Don’t call me a doll, you twit.” 


“And why not?” the rabbit childishly retorts, nose snuffling at 
George’s porcelain fingers. “You certainly have the hands to match.” 


“Why, you little-" 


George swipes for the animal, but it bounds out of the way, giggling 
with cruel mirth as it evades his grasp. 


“You can’t even catch a house pest. For shame, Your Majesty. But | 
Suppose it can't be helped. You never did a single kingly thing other 
than wear a crown. How disappointing.” 


“It's not my fault they never listened!” George shouts as he chases 
the rabbit through the halls. “I’ve got ideas, too! They just- they never 
listen! They never even gave me a chance, they took everything 
from me!” 


The rabbit scoffs, nimble feet bouncing it back and forth across the 
walls. “Everything? Don't be such a child. You were born with a silver 
spoon in your mouth that you never even stood to lose, and you still 
want for more. You ask for the world and never worked a day in your 
life for it.” 


“And what do you care, you miserable little rat?” George asks. “Why 
are you doing this?” 


“Enjoyment, mostly,” the rabbit bluntly admits, an amused shine in its 
eyes, “since you know that’s all you’ve ever been good for. Enjoyable 
to look at and nothing else. | thought you might be fun to play with, 
but perhaps not. Pretty dolls don’t tend to survive very long off their 
shelves.” 


“You-” George staggers into a lovingly painted wall, dull nails 
scratching deep gouges into brittle wallpaper. “-fuck off. Leave me 
alone.” 


The rabbit tilts his head. “Aw, is Gogy tired? Do you need another 
nap? That seems to be all you do these days- just sleep and sleep 
and sleep. Your own family could bury you alive and you wouldn't 
even notice for a month!” 


His eyes were starting to burn. “Just shut up!” George shoves 
roughly at the rabbit. 


It squeals in anger, ears folded back with insult as its round body 
tumbles down a hole. A loud crack of porcelain follows. 


“YOU BROKE ME!” the rabbit screeches, the fine white china of its 
body now covered in hairline cracks. “Why would you do that? You're 
so awful!” Its eyes well with a flood of tears. “I’m going to be hideous 
forever, and all my friends will hate me, and it’s all your fault!” 


George sputters. “You started it! How was | supposed to know you 
were so fragile?” 


The rabbit wails like a spoiled child, feet stomping the ground as it 
grows larger and larger until its round body practically swallows up 
the whole hallway. “It’s your fault! It’s all your fault! Take it back!” 


Its tears stain the floor in fat puddles. 


“MOTHER?” it cries in an awful, shrieking parody of his own voice. 
“MOTHER, HE BROKE ME, MAKE HIM TAKE IT BACK!” 


The walls crack open, thin tendrils wrapping around George’s 
shoulders with an inhuman strength. “George, darling,” his own 
mother’s voice croons darkly in his ears. “What have you done now? 
Did you break another one of your toys?” 


George frowns. “Wh- what?” 


Arabella Lore clucks condescendingly at him, her elaborate fan 
snapping in front of her face to conceal her expression. “You know 
you can’t keep destroying your things every time they don’t do 
something you want. They were so expensive to pay for.” 


George looks over to the porcelain rabbit, only to find that it isn’t 
porcelain at all. It's a rabbit, a rea/ rabbit of tender flesh and bone, its 
luxurious fur coat broken by a fruit knife deeply cut into its neck, 
dyeing its green ribbon red. 


“First the goldfish, then the duck, and now the rabbit? Honestly 
Georgey, this behavior will not be tolerated if you continue! If you 
keep this up, | won't let you get another one.” 


“| don’t understand.” 


Arabella sighs. “Of course, dear. You know, maybe we should take 
your father’s advice- clearly these are far too fragile for you. How 
about a nice, sturdy guard dog? Maybe that will keep up with you 
when you get too rough. The Haloes have a strong pup you can try 
out if you like.” 


George shrinks back. “A dog? But what if it bites me?” 


Arabella raises a cold eyebrow, her eyes betraying no sympathy. 
“Then perhaps you'll finally learn your lesson.” 


Something licks his cheek. He yelps in shock, facing a large black 
and orange dog with a spiked white collar huffing in excitement. 


“Ew.” George pats at the slobber the dog leaves on his cheek. “Don't 
you have any manners?” 


The dog dopily smiles at him, blueberry eyes friendly and trusting, 
completely heedless of the dead rabbit still huddled in the corner. 


“Now go play with your new dog,” Arabella dismisses as she walks 
away, putting a leash into George’s hands. “I’m having a party this 
evening and you cannot attend.” 


“Wait-” George stands frozen in place as his mother disappears. 
“Wait, come back!” 


But she’s already gone. 


The dog stares at him. 


George laughs nervously. “Uh... good doggy?” 


It wags its tail, dragging him by its leash as it bounds down the hall. 
As it runs, it grows from a pup into a muscled, muzzled down hound 
with burning eyes, kingsguard armor shining as it breaks down the 
front door of the house. 


George falls down into the grass, crown tumbling off his head as he 
trips on his own cloak. The dog, now free of its leash, runs in circles 
around the clearing of a mushroom forest, its armor broken in rusted 
pieces on the ground as it playfully snaps at butterflies. 


George painfully gets up, too worn out to mourn the grass stains 
ruining his fine clothes. The dog bounds back with truffles in its 
mouth. 


George frowns, a memory lingering just out of reach in the back of 
his mind. “We shouldn't. That’s not ours to eat, it belongs to the 
forest.” 


The forest laughs, its veritable rainbow of mushrooms curling against 
the soil and fallen logs in the shape of lazy smiles. 


You can’t steal from something you already belong to, dearest. Don’t 
you remember? Anything for your pretty hands. 


Long thin mushrooms sprout out of the soil under George’s feet, 
reaching around his shoes like wriggling fingers. 


(The ports embedded in George’s hands ache and spasm as he 
watches them move.) 


You could’ve lost them all, but we made sure you didn’t. You should 
be thankful. 


“Great, more riddles.” George’s breath shakes. “I’ve had quite 
enough riddles for today. What do you want from me?” 


Stay with us, stay with all of us. 


“Why me?” George stubbornly asks. “Nobody else wants me, what 
makes you any different?” 


You have been ours for years now, the forest sweetly sighs. We 
would never abandon you. Your pets can come too. As many pets as 
you like. George pulls a face, and the forest laughs lovingly in his 
ears. Oh, don’t worry, dearest. You'll always be our favorite. 


“So, what, | just... go to the forest?” George skeptically presumes. 
“What happens then?” 


The mushrooms giggle, large bright letters written in blue appear on 
their heads reading “EAT ME.” 


Your coronation, of course, the forest reveals, as if the answer was 
obvious all along. Every forest needs its King. 


George grabs one of the mushrooms and raises it to his mouth. 
“And... you won't leave me.” 


We will never leave you, not like the rabbit. We will cherish you 
forever. 


“Then- if you really mean it.” George steels his breath and holds the 
mushroom out as a toast to the trees. “To our eternity, | suppose.” 


To our eternity, the forest echoes back. Our sleeping Kinoko King. 


A honey sweet taste floods George’s mouth, as dizzying as the 
strongest wine. 


George Malcolm Lore opens his eyes to Sapnap frantically shaking 
him awake, blueberry eyes filled with worry as he doggedly tears off 
the moss that’s swallowed George's coat. 


(He wants to go back to sleep.) 


9. Things Fall Apart 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(As it was always meant to be.) 


And when things fall apart- and they do- it starts with one teensy, tiny 
assumption. 


Nothing bad ever happens at a festival. 


When things fall apart, the server is watching for a Green Festival 
held in the Dreamweaver’s name, waiting for the Prophet to appear 
as a guest of honor. 


When things fall apart, Ranboo is holding festival toys in one hand, 
and his son Michael in the other. His husband smiles at him, 
thanking him for his loyalty and dedication to this country, and 
Ranboo’s expression freezes for the barest moment. He suddenly 
realizes he doesn’t remember where his memory book is. 


When things fall apart, Niki and the Ade family put on paper festival 
masks, trying to enjoy the party their former home has spun together. 
Niki finds Fundy attempting to do the same, and she holds her old 
friend’s hand, guiding him into a dance through the square. 


When things fall apart, Philza is too busy hyperfixating on a 
netherwart farm to reminisce on his late son’s country and the ramlin 
child (dear gods above, he was just a child) that nearly caged him 
there. He asks where Techno keeps the spare wooden planks and 
listens to Chekhov play guitar, a quiet calm on his face. 


When things fall apart, the prison ship Pandora’s Vault is finally 
completed, docked by the Snowchester peninsula for all the world to 
see. It floats, empty and unoccupied- for now. 


When things fall apart, Techno gives Tommy his ancestral axe. 


His ancestral netherite axe. A tool passed down from his mother, one 
that he had reforged a thousand times over, over a spread of a 
thousand years. The fuel of his hearth, the heart of his hunt, the 
tooth of his sounder. 


The Axe of Peace. 


Because Tommy had held out his hand and asked. Because Techno 
thought, perhaps, Tommy was worthy of it. 


Because over the past months, through the timeless crawl of Neve’s 
winter, he’d grown to see the young man that had charmed Wilbur 


and Philza. He grew to know that stupid, stupid boy and found 
himself finding Tommy a friend. 


And Techno has always loved his friends. 


Tommy extended his waiting hand, asking for an axe, and fool that 
he was, Techno gave it to him. 


Because nothing bad ever happens at a festival. 


Except, of course, this isn’t quite a festival, and never was. And 
Lagos is running late. 


So late, in fact, that no one notices the community house has been 
blown to pieces until the early hours of the morning, when people are 
just starting to leave the festival. 


The community house was one of the oldest surviving structures on 
the server. It was so old that the district of Greater Prime has largely 
been built around it. All main roads begin and end here, in this old 
little building by the lakes. 


Or it did, once, before things fell apart. 


When things fall apart, the community house is an unrecognisable 
wreck of flooded water and sinking shrapnel. Its support beams 
dangle in the air, hanging off of nothing, crumbling bricks sinking into 
the ground. The broken face of an antique striking clock tick-tick- 
ticks on, totally unaware of the water ruining its aged surface. 


When things fall apart, the Prophet blames Tommy Innit, and the 
world is all too willing to follow with him. 


And who would not blame Tommy Innit in that moment? Who would 
not blame the delinquent, the maverick revolutionary, the disgraced 
vice president, the exiled commander? For if they did not shun him, 
and it truly was his fault, then whoever defends him must go down 
with him, and in that moment there is no one who wants to die for 
Tommy Innit. 


... lechnoblade would have. 


He would have fought the world for a friend, if only Tommy had 
asked, and he would have won, too. They would have won and lived 
another day, and maybe things would not have fallen apart. But in 
this world, Tommy Innit is a hero- and the thing about this world is 
that good things don’t happen to heroes. 


Technoblade would have fought the world for Tommy Innit. 


But Tommy Innit lived in a world where Technoblade was not 
enough. 


And Technoblade didn't know it yet. 


When Tommy breaks through the crowd to defend the last piece of 
honor he has, Techno follows after him. 


“Tommy wouldn't lie to me.” 


Lagos scoffs harshly. “He lied about burning George’s house!” 


“He wouldn't lie to me, Lagos!” Techno shouts amidst the wreckage, 
his voice carrying like a gospel truth. “He’d lie to you, but he wouldn't 
lie to me! You’re out here accusin’ him of crimes, and you say just 
defendin’ himself makes him guilty?” 


He fought the world for that boy, and Tommy never even realized it. 
He can’t have. Imagine, please, for Techno’s sake, that Tommy 
couldn't have known how much he was loved. 


A world in which he did would be too cruel for Techno’s heart to bear. 


“This wasn’t me,” Tommy pleads, blind to every part of the world that 
wasn't President Underscore. “Please, for once in your life, trust me.” 


“| did trust you,” Tubbo coldly concedes. “Once. The first time all of 
this happened. And | won’t make the same mistake twice.” 


And the world watches as two children break each other’s hearts. 


“YOU LEFT ME TO DIE!” 


“YOU TEAMED UP WITH TECHNOBLADE- | DID NOT LEAVE YOU 
TO DIE-” 


“YOU BETRAYED ME-” 


“| DIDN'T BETRAY YOU, YOU TEAMED UP WITH THE VERY 
PERSON WHO DESTROYED OUR NATION-” 


“| did it for THE DISCS!’ Tommy shouts at the world- loud and proud 
and unfathomably cruel, cruel in the way that only children can be. 
“THE DISCS were worth more than you EVER WERE!” 


Tommy’s world stops- it stops for him and him alone. The shocked 
crowd ceases to exist. Techno’s frantic sword swings, trying to buy a 
little extra time for Tommy’s safety, fall on deaf ears. 


He looks at the young man across from him. 


Tubbo Underscore is a father and a married man, though Tommy 
does not know it yet. What Tommy does know is what he can see. 
He sees curling black horns and large soft ears, sky blue eyes 
welling with unfallen tears, flaxen hair falling over a scarred face and 
curling around in the childish beginnings of facial hair. 


A child stuffed in a presidential suit that he will never be big enough 
to wear. 


The north to Tommy’s compass. 


Tommy swore he’d make that north the rest of his life, once. 


...Gods. 


What is he doing? 


Tommy looks up at Technoblade. 


“This isn’t me,” he sadly says to the man who would have fought the 
world. “This isn’t-” His eyes drift across the wreckage, a lost 
expression crossing his face. “Il look around and I’m not the person | 
want to be.” 


“Tommy,” Techno slowly asks, “what are you sayin’?” 


Tommy looks down at the ground, eyes boring through the axe in his 
hands. 


“Tommy, we could get out,” Techno softly reminds him. “We could 
pearl out of here. I’d cover your escape, Tommy.” His head leans 
down. “We can still get out of here, Tommy, we can regroup. We can 
plan for another day, Tommy.” 


“Techno, if this is what | am now, then-” Tommy looks away. “Then | 
don’t wanna be me anymore. I’m sorry.” 


“What do you mean, Tommy?” 


Because to someone like Technoblade, there are no other options. 
To someone like Technoblade, Tommy was surrounded only by 
people who had hurt him, who would never care for him the way that 


he needed. To someone like Technoblade, Techno is extending his 
hand and offering a way out. 


But Tommy is not Technoblade, and Tommy lives in a world where 
Technoblade is not enough. 


Tommy looks at the north he once promised he would make the rest 
of his life. 


“I’m with Tubbo.” 


And the frozen heart of Technoblade, the Emperor Snow, shatters 
into a winter storm. 


“Perhaps | wasn’t clear yesterday,” the Emperor slowly articulates, 
“when | said | was going to destroy L'manburg, and you don’t have to 
help me.” 


Frost and fog spills out of his snout. 


“When | said you don’t have to help me, Tommy,” he explains, 
chilling whisper rising to a shout, “| mean that you could sit it out, 
NOT SWITCH SIDES!” 


“What am | doing?” Tommy beseechingly asks. Tommy, wearing 
Techno’s spare clothes, and a hat knit by a god’s hand, holding an 
ancestral axe. “I’m worse than everyone | didn’t want to be!” 


Tommy, an Emperor whispers, think hard about this before you 
make this decision. Because you can’t undo this. You can’t 
undo this decision, Tommy. 


Tommy looks Techno in the eyes. 


“Technoblade, | know what I’ve done, and | hate me for it. I’m sorry.” 


(A tiny, fragile thread of gold snaps in a Covenant’s mind.) 


Technoblade takes a stuttering breath, holding it deep in his lungs 
until it aches- until it burns, burns like the stinging poison of betrayal, 
the need for oxygen finally screaming as much as the growing wrath 
coiling around his heart. 


And another. 


And another. 


And another. 


The world rains down on his deaf ears as the choir in his skull 
rumbles like an ever-approaching avalanche. 


“Techno,” Lagos' steady voice calls, lighthouse through the raging 
storm. “You got any withers?” 


Technoblade smiles, and the world falls apart. 


10. And | Would Slay You With All The Love In My Heart 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And | will sunder your bones on our flames. 


The Blood of the Covenant is bound to his allies, his friends, his 
sounder. He is bound, his breathing vow woven into his heart and 
soul, and to theirs in turn. 


Philza’s antlers have been red with an Emperor’s wrath ever since 
Technoblade returned from the Green Festival, entirely alone. 
Philza’s hands shake, an odd anticipatory chirp caught in his throat 
as his mind reels with a rage that is not his own. 


He’s no stranger to Techno’s divine wrath, rare as it may be these 
days, and he’s let it carry through him without shame or regret, time 
and time again. But the Emperor Snow and Emerald Star are not 
alone in this place. Philza’s ringing antlers click, and a hundred 
hounds pace with nervous energy through the Neve forest, jaws 
snapping for blood they have yet to receive. Hubert’s body tremors 
with a power he had yet to be warned about, and Orpheus- 


-no one’s in the right state to tell Orpheus why Techno’s ripping 
Tommy’s room apart with his bare hands. 


So before Techno’s wrath starts using every person he ever saved or 
loved as a blunt instrument, Philza quietly makes sure Hubert’s 
comm has his IGN before blithely walking into Tommy’s room. 


Techno stands, arms caked in cracked plaster and wooden dust, 
chest heaving as he looks down at the halo of someone else’s 
broken things at his feet. 


“Are ya done?” Philza wearily bites out, a Covenant’s magic blunting 
his tone more than he'd ever dare on his own. 


’LL BE DONE WHEN THAT CURSED SCRAP OF LAND BURNS 
DOWN TO BEDROCK. 


“Aye, yer majesty,” Philza neutrally acknowledges. “I figured.” 


A deep, roaring growl DO NOT SPEAK TO ME OF KINGS, 
EMERALD STAR. REMEMBER YOUR PLACE. 


“Remember your place, Emperor Snow,” Philza gravely offers in 
return, “an’ everything you’re gonna fuck up for the next 20 fuckin’ 
kiloblocks if you let yourself go like this for much longer.” 


LET IT BURN. PAIN AND VIOLENCE ARE THE ONLY TEACHERS 
THIS PLACE SEEMS TO UNDERSTAND ANYMORE. 


“Is that how it is now?” Philza sadly whispers, eyes turning red as his 
hand curls on the kitchen knife held behind his back. “Then I’m so 
sorry, mate. We're about to become very good students.” 


With little more warning than that, he stabs Techno in the shoulders 
and runs out of the house. Techno barely has enough time to follow 
him before Philza doubles back, surging forward to knock them both 
into the pond under the bridge. 


Techno huffs loudly, glaring at the infinitely peaceful skies of Philza’s 
flying room. Let me out. 


Philza shakes his head, an unhinged smile on his face. “Can’t do 
that, mate. Not until you calm your tits.” 


Techno growls, sword twirling as he leisurely summons it into his 
hand. Even you would betray me? Force me away from my 
vows? 


“?’m making sure you don’t fucking lose yourself out there, Techno,” 
Philza whispers, wresting his own sword out of his cane. “And we're 
gonna stay here as Jong as it takes for you to remember that.” 


Techno’s hard gaze doesn’t quite break, but it’s a close thing. You’d 
die before you ever succeeded. 


Philza’s blood red eyes soften with fondness as he mantles his 
wings. If | have to. 


The Blood of the Covenant raises his sword and strikes. 


-<>Y<>- 


The difference between the Angel and the Covenant lies in the 
death. 


Death, for the Covenant, is only ever a means to an end. He may 
relish in the dance, but never the death. But Death for the Angel? 
Death was an end unto itself, and the Angel has long since made an 
art of violence. 


That, and he’s a sore loser. 


That's the real reason Techno and Philza never fight each other 
beyond playful sparring, never seriously ask themselves who would 
win in a real fight when pitted against one another. 


Because Philza is a pragmatist with a thousand means to an end 
and he fucking cheats. 


(He knows Techno would forgive him, just this once.) 


He bites down another golden apple, the magic seeping like a 
sickening comfort into his bones. It soothes at his bruises, matching 
ivory flesh to ivory flesh, the nervous energy of its empty saturation 
like a tight knot in his stomach. “ls that all you fucking got? You're 
gettin’ slow, mate, you're barely even leavin’ a scratch on me!” 


Techno doesn't grace the taunt with an answer, though Philza can’t 
bring himself to feel surprised. He stopped bothering to speak at 
around... how many clicks ago was it? Philza doesn’t actually know 
how long they’ve been down here, and it wasn’t exactly safe enough 
for him to check. He never was good with time. (Techno was, but 
he’s in no state to answer.) 


It’s fine. They’re not exactly fit to die of old age down here. Philza 
can wear Techno down for as long as they need to, the same way he 
has every time this happens. 


He just thought this wouldn’t happen any more. It felt like the 
righteous anger of Techno’s early years had mellowed over time- he 
hasn’t been this pissed off since before Wilbur was even born! But 
Tommy’s gone now, gone to some fate Techno has yet to reveal, 
and... 


...well, Techno always loved too much. Not the way Philza did- gods 
forbid- but he took his losses harder than most. 


He is the Blood of the Covenant. He doesn’t know anything else. 


Another lightning fast sword swing. This one, Philza knows he can't 
dodge in time. He raises his gauntlets just in time for netherite to 
knock against netherite, leaning back with the harsh recoil as his feet 
skid backwards into the soil. 


The talons of the Hands of the King curl against Techno’s wrist, 
forcing his grip loose enough for Philza to fall back safely. Philza 
looks down at his hands and hysterically wonders if he ever thanked 
Ender for the gift, all those centuries ago. 


(And then he remembers why he never got around to it. Fuck that 
guy. ) 


Ew 
Ender cringe moment 
Tiredza momence 
Technosupport? 


Supportza? 


Philza sighs. “At least some of us are doin’ our fuckin’ jobs, 
Chatters.” A crow sharply tilts its head, and Philza leaps past a 


sword strike that sinks into the ground, carving a ludicrously deep 
gouge in the hill behind it. “Remind me to get you the good shit after 
this. Good gods.” 


Hoho? Crumbs? 


Pet the chatters pet the chatters 


Philza chuckles. 


He could win, if he dared. That would, however, require actually 
killing or seriously hurting Techno, and he’s not too far gone to try 
that, no matter how much of Techno’s anger forces red on the edge 
of his vision. But he’s been at this for a long, long time. He doesn’t 
want to fight forever. 


...Well, that’s not quite true. He can feel the morbid urge of an Angel 
to fight his Covenant forever, or as many eternities as it takes for 
them to fight no more. Oh, he could. He could. 


But that would be cruel, for both their sakes, and they have dogs to 
feed. Philza knows how to take the damn L when he sees it. 


“God dammit,” he whispers in Talon as he starts to sway on his feet. 
“Beni’s never gonna let me hear the end of this.” 


Night dark wings snap to attention, and Benihime opens its eyes. 


“My turn,” it trills. 


It scrabbles up the wall of a cliff, cackling as it leaps forward to kick 
Techno directly in the snout and bounce off his head. 


None of Philza’s usual moveset is working long enough to do the 
trick. Benihime will need to try something different, and it'll need to 
buy the time to figure it out. 


Step one- get some fucking personal space. That should be easy. 


Benihime ties a long ribbon of cloth to the handle of its sword and 
swings it through the air, blade singing with long, erratic arcs. 
Philza’s definitely gonna hate it for that, but that’s really just a bonus. 


“Come on,” Benihime teases as it steps closer, sword still whipping 
around like a machine, and it takes note at the way Techno steps 
back. “Just a little maiming. As a treat. It won't hurt, | promise.” 


Techno circles Benihime cautiously, eyes warily mindful of how close 
the blade is swinging to Benihime itself. If Techno wanted, he could 
disarm the elytron god in an instant, jamming his own weapon into 


the arc of Benihime’s sword at the risk of the blade flying back into 
Benihime itself. 


But he doesn’t. He doesn’t take the risk. He’s pissed off enough to 
want a fight, but not quite enough to stop caring if the Angel gets too 
hurt. 


Benihime can work with that. 


It drops its sword, letting it fly carelessly elsewhere into the jagged 
endless grass. Techno, seeing the opening, raises his sword. 


And Benihime doesn’t dodge. 


Its eye twitches as Techno’s blade stops the barest pixel from its 
neck. Its eyes turn back to a calm blue as it tilts its head. 


“What's the matter?” Benihime asks as it leans its neck into the 
sword. “I! thought you wanted a fight.” 


Techno takes a stuttered breath and moves the sword away on 
slightly shaking hands. 


“Are you tired? Aren't you tired?” 


Techno growls uneasily. 


“Shh. Shh. It’s alright. We can stop.” Benihime steps closer and 
closer, until its close enough to wrap its arms around Techno’s broad 
neck. “We want to stop, don’t we?” 


Its arms tighten with an unyielding grip. Techno stiffens, trying to 
move away, but Benihime’s hardened wings and knife-like feathers 
wrap around Techno’s back like a snake. 


“Listen mate, | love you very much,” Benihime softly whispers, “but if 
you don't calm your party tits down this fucking instant, I'm gonna tap 
your spinal fluids like a fucking syrup tree and my thousand children 
will feast on your flesh. Okay?” 


Techno snorts loudly, hands curling desperately as his sword is 
forced out of his grasp. 


“And when you die,” Benihime gently croons, “the crows will tear out 
your throat, so your laughter will always be on the wind. We will rend 
your body limb from limb to let your hooves dance on the earth. May 
your blood be every river, your tusks every mountain, your teeth 
every stone.” 


It rocks softly, quiet trills murmuring sweetly like a lullaby. 


“And the Angel of Death will hunt the ghost that remains,” it tenderly 
promises. “Across the asphodel and endless night, until our sword is 
all you remember. | will hunt you forever. Do you understand?” 


Techno’s eyes droop slowly, inevitably, as death takes hold of him. 
For what is sleep, if not death in miniature? 


“Go to sleep,” Benihime sings. “Go the fuck to sleep.” 


And he does. 


Technoblade falls, sinking down into the earth, and an Angel falls 
with him. 


“| did it.” Benihime looks up into a perfectly clouded sky and takes a 
strangled breath. “Phil, he’s asleep. He’s finally asleep.” It lets out a 
long, inarticulate noise as it collapses into Techno’s body. “Oh, gods, 
my bones. What the fuck did you do to our bones, Phil?” 


I’ve been on the bone hurting juice this whole fucking fight. Live with 
it, bitch. Did you really just infodump crowsworn eulogies at him until 
he fell asleep? That’s so creepy, dude. 


“You know | only say what we're both thinkin’. You’re the creep, 
creep.” Benihime groans with pain. “How the fuck did you last this 
long?” it complains. 


Built different. 


“| hate you,” Benihime lies. “I hate you so much, and | hate your 
stupid old man bones. How do we ever fucking stand it?” 


You know how it’s always been, Philza whispers in the thread of an 
Angel’s mind. We’d do anything for him. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Techno wakes up in his bed with no memory of falling asleep and the 
distinct impression that he may have been mauled by a bear. 


So that’s always a great sign. 


His snout rumbles with a discontent noise as he forces his eyes 
open. There’s a familiar weight nestled against his side, and he looks 
down to find Philza, body half strewn against his chest, the wreckage 
of a half-repaired green cloak held in stardusted hands. Before 


Techno can be comforted by the age-old sight, he finds bone-deep 
weariness darkening his friend’s eyelids, tired breaths moving over a 
bruised body. 


“Phil?” Techno worriedly whispers. 


Philza’s face breaks out into a worn smile. “Hi mate. You with me?” 


“Phil, you’re wounded. What happened to you?” 


Philza chuckles quietly. “You did, you bastard. Gimme a little warnin’ 
before you get lost in the sauce next time.” 


Techno’s eyes fill with sadness. “I hurt you.” 


Philza mumbles wordlessly, hand awkwardly splaying on Techno’s 
face. “Il fuckin’- it was a mutual maulin’, aight? Safe, sane, an’-” 
Philza lets out a wheezing cough. “-aight, might not ‘ve been the first 
two, but it was fuckin’ uhhhh- consentin’ an’ all that bullshit. | 
shanked you a good dozen times before y’ finally took a damn nap 


about it.” 


“Ah, that explains why my body feels like it’s been lovingly chewed 
on by a polar bear,” Techno snarks. “Only you would manage to put 
so many stab wounds in me and survive.” He sighs and leans into 


Philza’s hand. “Sorry you had to sort me out, Phil. | guess Tommy 
tore me up worse than | thought.” 


“It’s alright, mate.” The path of Philza’s hands wanders thoughtlessly 
around Techno’s face. “I’m just glad you’re fine now. It’s all sorted 
out.” 


“l-” Techno puts his hand over Philza’s. “Phil. | need to tell you 
something.” 


Philza’s sleepy smile shifts with a teasing tilt. “You’re not hiding 
anything diabolical from me, are you?” 


“l- the mountain by the river. Past the turtle farm. There’s a vault 
there.” Techno takes a long breath. “Wall to wall with wither skulls.” 


“Oh, that’s lovely,” Philza airily sighs. 


“Lagos and |, we'll be bringing ‘em to L'manburg in seven days. 
We're turnin’ that place into a chunk error, Phil. There’s no other 


” 


way. 


“And Lagos’s alright with that?” Philza wonders. “Blowin’ his server 
down to kingdom come? Won't that hurt?” 


“He asked. Even if | say no, he’ll do it himself.” Techno closes his 
eyes with shame. “I tried, Phil, | tried to let there be a better way, | 
just- | couldn't. | wasn’t strong enough. I’m sorry.” 


Philza’s scarred eyes cloud with an unreadable expression as his 
hand briefly cards through the beard of Techno’s mane. “And you 
want to just blow it all up?” he asks, as if somewhere far away. 


” 


“| do,” Techno weakly confesses. “I do. 


“Okay.” Philza’s head leans back against Techno’s body. “Maybe it’s 
for the best. They’ve danced on Wilbur’s grave long enough.” 


“| don’t know if this is the right thing to do, Phil,” Techno presses. “I 
just- how much worse will it get before it collapses on itself? How 
much longer do they have to keep hurting their own people?” 
Techno’s voice gains a despairing note. “How many times do they 
have to kill us before they’re satisfied?” 


“It will never be enough,” Philza gravely whispers. “I don’t know if 
they even realize it.” 


“And what if this is the wrong thing to do?” Techno begs him. “What if 
this just makes things worse?” 


“Then we did everything we could,” Philza softly answers, “and I'd 
still follow you to the ends of the earth. Through fire and flames.” 


“Why?” 


“Because you're my friend.” Philza’s smile loosens as his eyes cloud 
with exhaustion. “My precious oink oink. My beloved scrimbly.” His 
hand on Techno’s face drifts aimlessly as his tired brain careens 
beyond all reason. “My- my dearest darling scrungly... lad.” 


“Phil, have you slept at all since you brought me up here?” Techno 
bluntly asks. 


“| passed out before you woke up, does that count?” Philza blithely 
smiles. He chuckles sedatedly as he rubs Techno’s ears. “The white 
on your ears is shaped- shaped like hearts. Little fucked up hardcore 
hearts. The- the gold in your fur there is like the eyes. Did | ever tell 
you that?” 


“| was thinking about you alot when | ran from Manberg,” Techno 
admits. “And... when you were away in Lmanburg. Guess it shows.” 


“You’re so fuckin’ shaped. Definitely...” Philza’s eyes flutter as he 
attempts to stay awake. “...definitely one of the shapes of all time.” 


“Enough to turn my tusks into mountains and my teeth to stone?” 
Techno teases, pulling at a memory sitting half forgotten in his brain. 


“Yeah.” Philza closes his eyes. “Yeah.” 


Techno breathes the quietest laugh and goes back to sleep one last 
time before the world falls apart. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


canon facts in dsmp continuity: 

-cc!phil mentioned redza (dsmp canon benihime) Fucking Would 
swing a sword around like a madman 

-techno would canonically lose to phil/redza in a real fight 
because he wouldn't bring himself to hurt phil 

-Redza Is Aware Of Fact Number Two And It Would Exploit This 
-the gouges in the training room were canonically made by 
techno. techno, canonically, does not remember this 


11. The Devil Works Hard... 


Summary for the Chapter: 


...out the fox works harder. 


Fundy was just having a nice day with his work, y'know? 


A long, slow day of his own making. His dirty paws sunk into the clay 
and carving shapes from nothing. It’s childish work, but he doesn't 
mind it. He could stand to be a little childish before the world falls 
apart. 


But as he was cutting fabric for little doll clothes- little dresses and 
suits, smiling faces in Shrinesday clothes- he realized. 


Nothing’s going to change. Regardless of the outcome. There’s not 
one thing that’s gonna change. 


There’s gonna be a war now- and then what? Two weeks from now, 
three weeks, one week? It’s all gonna go to shit again, eventually. 
This world doesn't know anything else. 


The war today is not gonna matter. 


What is gonna matter is how Fundy plays his part in it. 


So he makes his childhood dolls. His rea/ ones, not the lifeless 
marketable parodies lining his shelves for sale. 


He watches his new little friends come to life, and he wipes his face 
with his bloody hands. 


“| think what’s most important today,” Fundy grimly smiles down at 
them, “is that we’re gonna have fun. We're gonna have a lot of fun.” 


Today is not about the fight. Today is not about whether L’manburg 
blows up or not. Today is finally about how Fundy can get the biggest 
win out of the situation, no matter what happens. 


Because now that he thinks about it, who cares? Who fucking cares. 


If he offers himself to Technoblade, it will paint a target on his back. 
He considered it, of course, but he thought better of it afterwards. 
People like Techno and the Prophet can survive scrutiny because 
they have the strength to fight it. Fundy does not have the strength to 
survive an entire server if it decides he’s a terrorist. (He doubts 
Techno would even trust the offer, after what happened to Philza.) 


And if he sides with L’manburg? He'll fucking lose. Like he always 
has. 


Fundy’s tired of losing. 


Today, what Fundy would like to do is see people cry. 


Oh, at first he cared! He was born in L’manburg, raised by Wilbur 
Soot as an entire nation was built around him. And when Wilbur blew 
it up, he felt affected by it- because he didn’t know better. 


He thought the nation was everything he had. He thought the nation 
was his home. 


What a fucking joke. 


In this server, there is no home for him. He will never be accepted. 
When Wilbur was on that podium about to appoint a new president, 
he looked his son in the eyes and chose someone else. 


So maybe the world deserves to fall apart a little. Let the world feel 
as he did, for once. 


As he steps up to L_manburg’s streets one last time, he savors it. 


He savors the abandoned decorations that no one has the time to 
retrieve while they use their last days to pack up their things. He 
savors their defeated faces, their disdainful glances at a country that 
never lived long enough for anyone to really call home. 


But most of all, he savors how little people even bother. The people 
have already been slipping through the cracks for months - well over 
half the citizen body was gone by the time of the Prophet’s promise 
of destruction, and the remaining half don’t need any convincing to 
drop the place like hot coals. Everyone here’s just getting ready to 
abandon the place, barring a pitifully small group of soldiers, cabinet 
members, and sympathetic friends who don’t realize this nation is in 
its last death throes. 


Today’s gonna be a great day. Fundy’s gonna look back on this day 
as one of the happiest memories of his life, and he’s gonna do 
everything he can to keep it that way. 


Because Fundy’s still a member of the Lmanburg cabinet. He was a 
member of the Battalion. And he _ still knows where all their 
equipment is housed. 


“Oh, no,” Fundy sarcastically trills as he pokes the stomachs of his 
dolls, setting them free in the storage room as they run around 
leaking raw creeper powder out of their bellies. “Oh no, what a 
terrible accident.” 


As he walks away, one doll follows him into a street corner until it 
has no more powder to bleed. He tenderly takes it into his hands, 
contemplating the trail its left in the street. 


“Look at you,” he croons. “You worked so hard. Yes you did, yes you 
did. That’s why people are trying so hard to save Lmanburg, 
because they all worked so hard. Just like you. Everyone in the 
world works so hard.” 


Fundy’s eyes harden as he strikes a match. 


“That’s why everyone loses.” 


The match falls on the ground. Somewhere else, too far away for 
anyone to have ever suspected him, L’manburg’s last defense 
shatters into a thousand thousand pieces. 


Good fucking riddance. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Yes we know about the important ranboo-centric scenes that 
happen during this timeframe. we're saving them for the next 
book. 


12. The Doomsday Clock 
Summary for the Chapter: 


President Underscore's final address. 


HELLO, EVERYONE. I’M... TUBBO. BUT | GUESS YOU ALREADY 
KNOW THAT. 


AND THIS WILL BE MY LAST ADDRESS AS YOUR PRESIDENT. 
AS- AS ANYONE’S PRESIDENT. 


DOOMSDAY IS IN 21 CLICKS. 


... WASN'T STRONG ENOUGH. 


| WASN'T STRONG ENOUGH, | WASN’T HARSH ENOUGH, | 
WASN’T- | WASN’T SMART ENOUGH TO AVOID THIS. | FAILED 
YOU, WE- WE ALL FAILED YOU. 


’M SORRY. 


| GUESS THIS IS THE END. 


WE WON'T BLAME ANYONE WHO CHOOSES TO LEAVE AT THIS 
POINT. WE WON’T BLAME ANYONE WHO ALREADY HAS. 


FOR THOSE OF YOU THAT STAY- THERE’S NO WINNING THIS. 
YOU KNOW THAT. EVEN IF WE SUCCEED, WE WON'T WIN. WE 
LOST THE MOMENT THE PROPHET MADE UP HIS MIND. 


THAT’S HOW IT IS. THAT’S HOW IT’S ALWAYS BEEN. 


GODS, | HOPE THAT’S NOT HOW IT’LL ALWAYS BE. 


WHY DOES HE GET TO BUILD WALLS? WHY DOES HE GET TO 
CHOOSE WHO LIVES AND DIES? WHY HIM, ALRIGHT? HOW 
FAR DOES THE WILL OF GOD GO, HOW- HOW ABSOLUTE IS 
ONE MAN ALLOWED TO BE, MORTAL OR OTHERWISE? 


FOR ALL OUR MISTAKES, FOR ALL OUR FLAWS, WHY DOES- 
WHY DOES THE PROPHET GET TO POINT HIS FINGER AND 
CUT US ALL DOWN? 


BECAUSE MAYBE IT IS FINALLY TIME TO LET LMANBURG GO, 
BUT NOT FOR HIM. NOT FOR THIS. 


NOT WITHOUT A FIGHT. 


BECAUSE- BECAUSE IF WE JUST LET HIM DO THIS, THEN 
WHO'S NEXT? 


WHAT HAPPENS THE NEXT TIME HE DECIDES SOMEONE’S 
NOT ENOUGH? 


WE WEREN'T THE FIRST DOOMSDAY. 


| HOPE WE’LL BE THE LAST. 


... Gods have mercy on our souls. 


13. Ideal 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Ideals and dreams go hand in hand. 


I've been trying to have these whole ideals, y'know? 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno tries and fails to fill out a hollow potion bullet, tweezers 
shaking from the tense hardness of his wrists. 


There’s no time. He needs to make sure the hounds are ready, he 
needs to make sure the house will be secure when he leaves, he 
needs to check his armor, he needs to make sure he has enough 
potions, but he doesn’t have time, he’s out of time, there’s no time 
THERE’S NO TIME- 


Weathered talons grasp at the objects in his hands. 


“lll do it,” Philza whispers. “How many do you need?” 


-<>Y<>- 


I'm like- first I'm like- 


Oh, I'll use violence. 


Oh, I'll be their brothers. 


Oh, I'll be a pacifist, I'll show mercy. 


And it just- no one cares! 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tommy’s watchtower has fallen, foundations overgrown with moss 
and mushrooms and the angry knotted roots of saplings. 


“| got rid of it,” Philza says when Techno asks. “That place belongs to 
the crows now.” 


“Oh.” Techno takes a halting breath. “Okay.” 


Philza’s antler flicks. “Did you want it to stay?” 


“Gods, no,” Techno snarks, a harsh snort flying out of his snout with 
a disdain he can’t bring himself to feel. “I just- he’s... he’s really 
gone, huh? He actually left.” 


“They all do eventually,” Philza distantly surmises. “Whether they 
mean to or not. It’s in their nature.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


No one cares. It doesn't work. 


Ideals don't work. 


The only thing that works in this world... is that you treat others as 
they treat you. 


-<>Y<>- 


“You’re fighting again,” Hubert whispers. 


“Yeah,” Techno admits. “I’m sorry.” 


Hubert’s face isn’t disappointed, per se, but his eyes grow sad. 
“Come back.” 


Techno breathes out a laugh. “Only because you asked.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Those that have treated me with kindness- | will repay that kindness 
tenfold. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Techno snorts with amusement. “You’re dressed up.” 


Philza harshly straightens the golden clasp of his cloak, jostling the 
new epaulettes on its shoulders. It sits over a new kimono as dark as 
crow’s feathers, tied with a night purple sash around his waist. “I 
blame you entirely for this, you know. It’s your fault for ruining my 
funeral clothes.” 


Techno raises an eyebrow. “You still look like you’re dressed for a 
funeral.” 


“Yes, but not mine this time,” Philza distantly corrects. “Just everyone 


else’s. 


“What?” Techno asks, a softness in his eyes despite the sardonic 
tone. “Your clothes aren’t good enough to die in anymore?” 


Philza hums, hands running over the sleeves sewn inside his cloak. 
“| think | worked very hard. It'd be a shame to die in these clothes.” 


Techno pauses, a half-finished firework caught in his hands. 


“Don’t die for this,” Techno whispers. “Don’t die for me.” 


“| don’t plan to. Besides-” Philza roughly inspects his rifle. “I’ve been 
thinkin’, y know? That place drove my son into the fucking ground an’ 
| still tried to keep it floatin’.” His gaze darkens. “I knew it was all 
gonna go to shit an’ | tricked myself int’ givin’ a damn anyways. They 
wanted to give me n’ Wil a fucking medal for the bullshit on the 16th, 


did | ever tell you that?” 


Techno frowns. “Then why did you stay?” 


“| didn’t care if it hurt me. | thought- | thought maybe it wouldn't 
matter, as long as it could still work out for everyone else.” Philza’s 
hands stay strong and steady as he clicks the mechanisms of his 
pearl pistols. “Like fuck it didn’t. | lived there. | helped build that 
place, and they-” He sighs. “And | still wasn’t worth changin’ for. ‘Cus 
fuck me, right?” 


He slots everything back into place. 


“So, I’m thinkin’ I'll dance on their fuckin’ graves as much as | damn 
well feel like it. They danced on mine for months.” 


Techno chuckles despairingly. “To the gates of hell, then.” His smile 
twists into an uneasy frown. “Il hope the world will be better for it. | 
just wish things will change- that anything about this life will change.” 


“It needs time, | think,” Philza hesitantly says. “The land, it needs 
time to- to heal from this shit, without people trying to rebuild their 
mistakes. It needs time to forget the seeds we planted in it.” 


“Cauterizing the wound,” Techno grimly surmises. “Maybe that’s 
what Lagos wants.” 


Philza’s unseeing eyes shift with thought. 


“He seemed happier when he stopped by yesterday. He’s looking 
forward to the place being gone. It’s really- that place really kind of 
fucked him up, innit? Maybe he'll be a bit more like himself, after this. 
Y’know? And we can just... talk to him about things. It’s been a while 
since we all talked.” 


“Yeah,” Techno whispers. “It has.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


And those that have treated me with injustice? 


That use me, that hunt me down, that hurt my friends? 


| shall repay that injustice a thousand times over. 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno and Philza flinch as a soft noise clatters behind them, 
whirling around with their weapons half drawn. 


Lagos sputters defensively as he steps through the window, 
brandishing the vodka in his hands. “Jeez! Don’t have a heart attack 


in the retirement home yet. You guys ready to set up? Got some 
things we need to cover before we go.” 


Techno sighs. “As ready as we'll ever be.” 


14. A Dream Is A Dream Is A Dream Is A Dream 
Summary for the Chapter: 
(What else are memories if not dreams themselves?) 
Notes for the Chapter: 


contains brief exotic text. 


Lagos woke up in his undisclosed bed in an undisclosed location, 
swallowed several enderpearls whole like some kind of fucked up 
snake, and decided that was probably enough preparation to go find 
Techno’s house again. 


From his undisclosed location. 


Listen. Listen, it’s fine. Eating enderpearls is a great way to get 
neutral magic into the system. This is extremely normal behavior for 
magical creatures. Gods are magical creatures. 


It’s fine. 


(If anyone sees Lagos vibrating in place like an alarm clock, no they 
didn't.) 


And he brought a uuuuuuuUuUUUUUUUUUUUUUUh- 


-alcohol. That’s there, too. That’s a thing he remembers for going to 
other people’s houses- it was something he did when going to 
people’s houses? It's a thing and he’s sure doing it now. Too late to 
back out. 


Just like how it’s too late to not break into Techno’s house through 
the window. Which startled Techno and Philza a /ittle bit- wow, 
Philza’s here, that’s so whack, how’d that happen- but it’s fine. 
Climbing through Techno’s window is a completely acceptable form 
of visitation, and Techno’s resignedly familiar sigh only proves it. 


Lagos doesn’t really remember why he avoided Philza and Techno. 
Why did he ever do that? These guys are great. He knocks back a 
shot with Philza and watches the two old men run around in a panic 
of potion preparations and inventory micromanaging. It’s familiar, 
like- 


A dove flying over a soldier’s encampment and swooping between 
the curtains of a blue Antarctic flag. The shards of a golden crown 
floating with agitation over a snowstruck mane, a heavy frown over 
golden eyes. 


“Hello again, Emperor Snow,” a Dreamweaver might have said. 


The Emperor chuffs harshly. “If you’re going to sit on your thumbs, 
come help me extend these invisibility potions, | need them for my 
archers.” 


“And why should |?” a Dreamweaver asks. 
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The Emperor smiles. “You know you love the chaos, Lagos.” 


“-and I’m just so prepared,” Techno rambles, snout twitching with 
nervous energy as his words pull Lagos away from his memories. 
“Im so prepared, you guys. Oh, gods, I’m so underprepared.” 
Techno’s hands run over his mane. “Has anyone seen my glasses?” 


A crow tilts its head with amusement. “On your face, dumbass,” 
Philza fondly reveals. 


“Oh, gosh.” Techno lifts his glasses up to his forehead. “I need my 
mask- do | need my mask? It’s either the mask or the glasses- am | 
shooting or tanking? What do you need from me?” 


“Do we want to... talk somewhere alone?” Lagos' eyes drift 
uncertainly in Philza’s direction, and Philza unflinchingly stares back, 
an unreadable smile on his face. 


“Nah, nah- Phil’s one of us,” Techno assures, and- 


Lagos snickers, the clay of his human face pushing up into an 
amused squint. “Gods, you are such a housewife sometimes.” 


Philza, with the same smile as ever, punches the raven head of his 
cane directly into Lagos’ throat. “So sorry, mate!” Philza cheerfully 
chirps. “Old age, you know? Nerves aren't what they used to be.” 


Lagos wheezes as he rubs his throat. “I just made this throat, fuck.” 


“That was your mistake.” 


Philza- 


-snickers, the noise uncannily birdlike as he watches Techno 
scramble for more potions. 


“| need you to give me 20 tocks,” Lagos explains while Techno 
works. “I need you to just stall while | build redstone machines up in 
the sky, and they won't see me.” He sighs wearily. “You're gonna 
need to fight 20 people for 20 tocks- and | need you to live, 
otherwise we lose.” 


Techno laughs roughly. “I feel like the risk is a bit one sided here, 
Lagos. You're gonna be chilling up in the air and I'll be getting 
obliterated.” 


“That’s true,” Lagos concedes, “but you have withers. And you do 
have potions, and the hounds.” 


“Listen, Lagos,” Techno clarifies, “I'll do it, | just want to complain a 
bit to say how unreasonable you're being.” 


“It's true, it is unreasonable.” Lagos tilts his head. “But to be fair, 
you've done it before.” 


Another haze of preparations- Techno disappearing to his vault 
briefly, Lagos hearing himself insist on the two of them stocking up 
for enderpearls- and it’s fine. 


It’s familiar in a way Lagos doesn’t quite understand, but it’s nice. He 
looks up from loading up a pearl pistol and- 


-and Techno and Philza are- 


-just standing next to each other. Techno’s head is leaned down, 
Philza’s antlers click back as he looks up, wings half-mantled. 
They’re practically drowning in each other’s space. 


“| don’t want to lose you, Phil,” Techno desperately whispers. “Are 
you sure about this?” 


“lam 100% sure,” Philza answers. 


Techno quietly presses a totem into Philza’s hand. “Phil, | need you 
to infiltrate. | want you to be hidin’ on the sidelines, alright? And 
when | send the signal-” 


“-you can summon withers?” a Dreamweaver incredulously asks. “Is 
that even possible?” 


“Anyone can do it if they’re not a coward,” Philza says, eyebrow 
raised as he cradles a wither skull in his talons. “Y’ just need to know 
how. Techno wants to teach me.” 


“Yeah, but- you hate the undead, don’t you?” the Dreamweaver 
asks. 


“| don't hate them,” Philza whispers. “Il want to set them free.” 


“You get antsy from just one undead soul,” the Dreamweaver 
concernedly points out. “A wither is liable to have hundreds of souls 


in it. Are you sure you'll be okay?” 


“| just need to be angry enough, | think,” Philza concludes. He tilts 
his head as he smiles. “Don't worry about me, mate, I'll make sure I-” 


“-stay safe, Phil,” Techno murmurs, a fragile note in his voice. “Don't 
die for this.” 


“You don’t die for this,” Philza echoes back. 


They care about each other so much. So, so much. 


It makes Lagos feel... sick. Sad? It’s making him feel things, and 
remember weird shit, and he doesn’t like it. 


He swipes the vodka bottle he brought and takes a long swig. 


Whatever. It doesn’t matter. 


Doomsday is calling. 


15. O Woe, To Thee, Ye People Of Order, 


Summary for the Chapter: 


| hope your homes continue to smolder. 
And that you'll never rise again- 
And woe to those that called me a friend... 


Notes for the Chapter: 


O WOE, TO THEE, YE PEOPLE OF ORDER! 
| HOPE YOUR HOMES CONTINUE TO SMOLDER 
AND THAT YOU'LL NEVER RISE AGAIN- 


Doomsday calls. 


Doomsday calls on the wings of a thousand thousand crows, a 
murmurating, writhing storm of night dark feathers- a storm of talon 
and beak and bone with a thousand thousand scarlet eyes that 
blackens the skies with its blunt paintbrush. 


Doomsday calls- as it always has for longer than gods remember- on 
the footsteps of a Covenant, hooves planted angrily into the street. 
And it calls in what follows in his wake, on the fangs of a hundred 
hundred wolves, a wall of cloud grey fur and endless snarling howls. 


Doomsday calls into a land silent with anticipation and sickened with 
infection. 


There are no birds to sing when the crows come for their pound of 
flesh, tearing into the foundations of every building kept standing by 
an Angel’s efforts. There are no animals to flee when the hounds 
descend like a flood upon the earth, an unyielding current tearing 
down the last armor of resistance. 


...New L’'manburg tried its best. Even when the storm of crows 
parted into angry mouths and spat withers from out of the sky, their 
cracked lips vomiting sickly destruction upon the city. They tried their 
best. 


But their best was not enough. 


Their best forgot to look up. 


Up in the sky over L’manburg. L’manburg, L’manburg, Our 
L’manburg. L_manburg, that poisoned well, that false oasis. 


Our L’manburg, it says as it swallows divinities whole and spits back 
corpses, gorging itself on the blood of gods once, twice, thrice over 
and ever screaming for more. 


Built from divine blood, fed and forged with the covetous fires of the 
Son, stolen with greedy fingers from the crib of its own domain and 


knowing nothing but what it was made to be, the nation that takes 
and takes and takes. 


Our L’manburg that digs thorns into its own domain, that spurns its 
father until he breaks, that breaks the wings of Angels and bleeds 
Covenants dry. 


Our L’manburg. 


A black sky of crows parts, the gaping eye of the storm revealing 
nothing more or less than the Prophet himself, delicately balanced 
on a sprawling obsidian spiderweb suspended in the sky through 
sheer force of will. 


The open parted sky looks down at Lmanburg, that wretched and 
writhing and ravenous thing, godless bastard child thrice over. 


And the skies wept. 


And when its tears passed through that obsidian spiderweb, fire 
rained down upon the lands. 


-<>Y<>- 


When the world falls apart, a child starts to cry. 


A tall ramilin with wine red horns startles, her bearded face twisted 
with worry as she ducks down to face the child at her feet. “Oh my 
gods- how did you get here? | told you to stay home!” 


The child shakes his head, ears quivering under his curling mop of 
pearlescent hair as his green eyes flood with blinding tears. 


The ramlin sighs, stowing away the sword she would have used to 
fight the flood of wolves storming the city as she kneels down in front 
of the child. 


“Shh, shh.” Despite the bright explosions burning around them, the 
ramilin takes off her purple glasses, unveiling her small green eyes. 
“I’m not mad, okay? | just got worried about you. We’re gonna be 
Okay.” 


She pulls the child close to her chest, even as his tiny body flinches 
with every bit of fire that burns deeper and deeper into the ground, 
sobbing as if every strike was a blow against his body. 


“Go to sleep, baby,” she whispers. “Papa Puffy’s got you. And when-” 
she takes a shuddering breath. “-and when you wake up tomorrow, 
it'll be just like a bad dream.” 


The child nods, his tears staining her shirt as his tiny hands curl into 
her brown and white hair. 


“The captain’s name was Babel,” she sings, voice fading into the sky 
as she walks away from L’manburg’s ruins. “And his ship was 
Babylon, and you could hear him babble on until the Babylon was 
gone...” 


-<>9Y<>- 


When the world rips at its seams, a lover runs through the woods, a 
burning ache in her muscles. 


Primo is gone- he’s been gone for weeks. But no matter how hard 
Selena tries, no tears fall from her eyes, not even in grief. Her legs 
protest with pain, every burning raindrop on New L’manburg’s soil 
like an arrow in her back, but she cannot stop running. It’s all she 
knows. 


(It’s all she has.) 


Without Primo, the steadfast shield to her swift sword, all she can do 
is run. 


So she runs. 


Runs to hunt, runs to live, runs to find him. Because she will find him, 
no matter how many times the world falls apart. 


It's only a matter of time. 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza rams small black skulls into the heads of the staff Techno 
gave him and slams it into the ground again. Soulsand sparks and 
slithers up from slots notched under the heads, and a newly withered 
abomination flies out of his hands, a dark and vibrant mesh of soul 
and sorrow and bone. Its undead flesh crackles with anguished fury 
until Philza’s antlers ache. 


It’s too much. (It’s not enough.) 


Philza lets out a nervous, compulsive laugh and summons another 
block of soulsand. 


He hears someone down below, some player utterly unrecognizable 
past the blinding, deafening explosion of color his summoned withers 
flood his senses with. 


“Since when was this a Philza Minecraft thing?” 


...Since when? Since when? 


Since when what, exactly? 


Since when could he have been dangerous? 


Since when could he have been angry? 


Since when could Old Saint Phil have done something other than 
break? 


“SINCE | WAS FORCED TO KILL MY SON, YOU IDIOT!” 


-<>Y<>- 


Primo had been winning the current round of strip poker with Wilbur 
and Schlatt before the train station started shaking. 


Wilbur’s feathers ruffle with annoyance over his shirtless body as the 
cards scatter over the floor. “Great, now we’ve lost our hands! We're 
gonna have to shuffle this shit all over again!” 


Schlatt- who is wearing nothing but jean shorts and a shirt with a 
horribly drawn on L’manburg flag saying L’manburg Does It Worse- 
raises his eyebrows skeptically. “I’m pretty sure that'll be a bonus for 
you at this point. You’ve been getting shit hands all round.” 


Wilbur flips off Schlatt. 


Primo’s laughter turns into an unhinged, hacking cough when the 
next wave of the quake hits. 


“You good, bitch?” Schlatt hesitantly asks. 


“lm fine, man,” Primo deflects, “I just-” 


Another quake hits, and Primo doubles over, biting down a pained 
cry as green and blue start dripping from the station ceiling. 


Schlatt’s eyes nervously flick to the ceiling. “That’s never happened 
before, has it?” 


Wilbur frowns. “Definitely fucking not.” He tosses his shirt at Schlatt, 
drapes his coat over his head like a makeshift umbrella, and gathers 
up Primo’s body in his arms. “I don’t wanna find out what happens if 
we get hit with that stuff. Let’s get inside!” 


The three of them scramble into Wilbur’s broken train car- though 
Primo isn’t exactly cooperative, feebly attempting to squirm out of 
Wilbur’s hold. 


“Get off me, man, | don’t need your fucking charity carry-” Primo 
yelps as Wilbur practically tears off his poncho. “Hey, hey, what the 
fuck? | was winning, no fucking cheating!” 


“Game’s_ over,” Wilbur tersely announces. “Il need to check 
something.” 


“| have a girlfriend, you know,” Primo grumbles as Wilbur undoes the 
buttons of his shirt. 


Schlatt snorts as he moves to shrug the shoulders of Primo’s shirt 
down. “Is it another one of those whacky not-Dreamweavers like you 
running around?” 


A very telling silence follows. 


“| always knew god was a narcissist,” Schlatt whispers gravely. 


Wilbur turns Primo to lie on his stomach and sucks in a horrified 
breath. 


A blue burn is spread across Primo’s back, a black lattice of hairline 
cracks creeping along bloodied flesh as newer, fresher wounds 
slowly eat it away in time with each explosion that rocks the station. 


With each drop of divine blood that drips from the ceiling. 


-<>Y<>- 


Lagos walks along an obsidian spiderweb and suddenly sways on 
his feet, balance threatening to tip over the edge into the beckoning 
chasm below. 


Taloned gauntlets grab his shoulders and force him upright. “You 
alright, mate?” Philza might have asked. 


Lagos only laughs, bones buzzing painfully with magic and burning 
with every drop of fire that assaults the ground that was once his 
domain. 


His nerves feel like they’re ablaze, but good fucking riddance. The 
pain, at least, is real. Alive. (Divine.) 


“Never better,” he cackles, a manic edge to his tone. He shambles 
over to the sickeningly organic pouches littered throughout the web, 
that constantly drip blinding light and fire. “Help me load more 
creeper powder into this.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


When the world falls apart, Daydream doesn’t know it. 


All she knows is that the sky is screaming at her and it hurts. 


“Make it stop!’ she shouts into the earth. “Make it stop, make it stop-” 


SHH, SHH. Something that doesn’t quite have her brother’s 
weathered hands gathers her into His arms. | KNOW. | FEEL IT, 
TOO. 


“Make it stop,” she begs Him. “Please, it hurts.” 


| SO SORRY, SISTER, the God whispers. | CAN’T. BUT I CAN 
SHARE YOUR PAIN. 


The golden rings hiding His face rise and rise until it swallows them 
both, and their bodies crack as the world falls apart. 


-<>9Y<>- 


When the world falls apart, Tommy Atkins doesn’t see it coming. (He 
never does.) 


And how could he? He was only a hero. He was only a soldier. 


...He was only a boy. 


When the world falls apart, two gods and a prophet rain down on the 
land a full ten clicks earlier than promised. 


Oh, no, a Covenant mockingly snarls, his mask an impassive skull 
upon his angered face, did we lie? Were we not honorable about 
an outnumbered fight in your favor? 


This is war, Tommy, a thousand thousand crows scold in his wake. 


Where is your army? the Covenant asks him, arms spread as a 
storm grey flood of hounds swirls around him like a hurricane. 
Because I’ve got mine right here. 


When the world falls apart, Tommy doesn’t see it coming, and he 
couldn't even if he tried. He never saw the hounds coming, nor did 
he remember the withers- he physically couldn't. 


The last few months, where he learned of all these things under 
Technoblade’s care, were memories of the house of a god. A god of 
covenant that he has since spurned, whether he realizes or not. 


Did he expect to keep the secrets of a trust he betrayed? 


No, he does not get to keep the secrets given to him in confidence, 
not the way he keeps the stolen axe in his hands. All he gets to keep 
is the hurt, the anger, the sorrow. The sorrow that he’d almost loved 
an Angel and Covenant like family before he left. 


A family now bearing down on him with guns and steel. 


And Tommy gets to keep the knowledge that he is a child and they 
know it, too. They know it in every gunshot that knocks away his 
balance but never hits his body, in every sword swing that hammers 
on his shield like a battering ram, but never the knitted turtle hat still 


on his head. Philza too far away, Techno all too close, a dance of 
gods caught in Tommy’s orbit and never closing in for the kill. 


He’s only a boy, after all. 


And Tommy hates it, that care. Their caring, saddened faces. 


Philza, eyes blood red beyond recognition, darkened antlers turned 
with grief whenever his veil parts enough to show his face. Techno, 
his mask clutched in one hand as his chest heaves for air past the 
rising smoke and a sob half-caught in his throat, golden eyes so 
clear Tommy can see his own frightened reflection in them. 


“Techno, look at me!” Tommy shouts across the wreckage, hands 
raised with surrender. “Do not shoot!” 


“Tommy,” Techno breathlessly growls. “You had your chance, 
Tommy.” 


“Technoblade, listen to me! For once in your life, you didn’t have to 
do this!” Tommy stammers. “The discs, they were for me! We could 
have had a government, you could have-” 


“l don’t care about the discs, Tommy, | was upfront with you from the 
start! The government has to go!” 


“Techno, you're being selfish!” 


“Selfish?” Techno spits back at him. “SELFISH? You’ve used me 
from the start, Tommy! You’re wearin’ my clothes as we speak!” 


“You said we betrayed you!” Tommy shouts. “You said we were the 
ones who-” 


“You betrayed me, like, twelve times!” Techno stresses, a keening 
note rising in his voice. 


“Technoblade, look at me!” Tommy takes a labored breath. “You said 
you hated governments, you said we were the ones who betrayed 
you- you're the one that killed Tubbo when J. Schlatt told you to! You 
were the one that betrayed us-” 


Techno knocks Tommy aside with the blunt end of his rocket 
launcher. “You betrayed me yesterday! You used me as a weapon!” 
You've never thought of me as a friend, Tommy, you just used me 
from the start.” Despite the flames, frost spills from his angry snout 
as he knocks Tommy to the ground. “You saw me just as the Blade. 
That’s all | was to you, THE BLADE. A weapon.” 


Techno loads his rocket launcher again. 


“Well, guess what, Tommy?” he coldly surmises. “I’m choosing what | 
fight for now, and I’m going to destroy the government. It’s gone, 
we're chunk erroring this!” 


“TECHNO, LOOK AT ME-” 


“| am looking at you, Tommy!” Techno barks as the world falls apart. 
“lam the one that did this!” 


“You were my friend!” Tommy pleads. “You were the Blade!” 


A crossbow bolt sinks into Techno’s cloak. He growls loudly and fires 
his launcher back at whoever fired at him. 


“You were our friend,” Tommy waveringly stresses. “And you know 
what? | thought friendship-” 


“You never thought of me as a friend, Tommy,” Techno dismisses. 


“For once in your life, listen to me. You were my friend-” 


“| LISTENED TO YOU FOR WEEKS!” Techno snaps. “I listened to 
you for weeks, what did you do?” His arm spitefully extends to 
Tubbo- Tubbo, standing shellshocked as his country burns to the 
ground. “You went back to Tubbo, the guy that exiled you? That 
chose his country over you?” 


“People,” Tommy shouts, “are above the government-” 


“I'M A PERSON!" 


The world goes silent. The echo of Technoblade’s grief-stricken howl 
tears across the widening chasm. 


“You are, Techno,” Tommy dismisses, “and so are we! The discs- the 
reason- it’s because they were stolen from me-” 


“DISCS AREN'T PEOPLE!” 


“Nothing was taken from you here, Technoblade!” Tommy shouts. 
“YOU’RE SELFISH! You destroy what people love for your own self- 
gain!” 


“All of these problems are because of your government,” Techno 
refutes. “Your government has caused all these issues- | believe in 
freedom, Tommy-” 


“You don't believe in freedom,” Tommy sneers. “You're as bad as the 
government, Techno.” 


Techno’s answered growl is as deep and horrible as a_ bear. 
“Remember when | was sittin’ there, against the whole government, 
and you and Wilbur just sat there on the sidelines and watched? Did 
you step in? Did you step in?” 


Tommy goes silent. 


“Were you guys the ones that stepped in and said, don’t worry, 
Technoblade. We know you're in a high-pressure situation, but we'll 
fight the world for you, Technoblade. No, you guys watched.” 


Technoblade steps forward. 


“You know what / did, when you were surrounded by 30 people? The 
whole world was against you? | walked in. | was willing to fight all of 
them for you, Tommy. | would have been there. That is the difference 
between us. DON’T SPEAK TO ME OF LOYALTY!” 


“YOU WERE MY FRIEND AND YOU BETRAYED US!” Tommy 
repeats. “THE THING ABOUT THIS GOVERNMENT- IT DIDN’T 
INTERFERE WITH YOU!” 


“YES, IT DID!” Techno points out. “We can’t have freedom with the 
government!” 


“You have your own freedom! Just let people love what they love!” 


Techno lowers his weapon. 


“Tommy... | used to think like that, Tommy. You know what they did 
to me? They hunted me down, a whole Butcher Army, and they tried 
to execute me. | tried bein’ peaceful, Tommy. But the government 
made it clear that we could not co-exist.” 


“All you did is repeat history but worse,” Tommy hisses. “You can’t 
just live in a cottage after you blow up the government. Actions have 
consequences.” 


“Actions do have consequences, Tommy.” 


Technoblade reloads his launcher and points it in front of him- right 
at Tubbo and Tommy's chests. 


“These are the consequences.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


L’manburg’s tree has stood tall for longer than the country has 
existed. 


It was young, once, when a fledgeling Wilbur Soot first found it and a 
Daydream christened it sacred, but those years are long gone. Now 
itis old, and strong, strong, strong. 


The tree has stood through fire and war and destruction, and it will 
stand for as long as Lmanburg exists. 


This tree is the lifeblood of the nation. 


So when the world falls apart, Niki Nihachu strikes her match and 
sets L’manburg on fire one last time. 


She silently salutes her nation, tick by tock and click and clock, as 
L’manburg’s roots and branches and leaves burn to the ground- until 
even its beating golden heart melts away. 


And that it could ever be burned at all is proof enough, for Niki’s 
broken heart. L’manburg would never be the shelter Wilbur 
promised, all those years ago. 


It was never meant to be. 


“Goodbye, L’manburg,” Niki whispers to the dust that remains. “You 
were a true friend. You were a home.” She clutches Wilbur’s wing 
shawl around her shoulders. “You were everything we had.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


-now leave me be, for this is the end. 


16. You Can't Teach An Old Dog New Tricks 
Summary for the Chapter: 


But it still knows what happens when it misbehaves. 


The world has ended and Chekhov Sam-Seong hasn’t realized it yet. 


Because it hasn’t. Not for him. 


The world doesn’t end until he walks into the ruins of 216 Saint’s 
Row and sees a blue sheep spilling its shattered porcelain bones out 
of its torn body. 


“Who- who did this?” Chekhov stammers as he gathers up Friend’s 
broken parts. “Who did this?” 


“Hunter did, and Technoblade,” Tubbo wearily whispers. “And Phil.” 


“Phil?” Chekhov whispers. 


No, no, that can’t be right. He worked on Friend for ages and ages, 
long before Wilbur was even born! And- and he helped build 


L’'manburg, he wouldn’t- he wouldn't destroy it! He worked so hard, 
everyone worked so hard. 


He wouldn’t. He couldnt. 


...But he did. 


Chekhov looks out at a smoking crater and finds an Angel amidst the 
wreckage. 


“Phil.” 


Philza looks up, tense expression fading into a half-smile. “l am 
here.” 


“Why- why did you- why did you blow up L’manburg?” Chekhov 
stammers. 


And he wants Philza to smile. To open his wings with a hug and 
smile at how Chekhov must have got it all wrong, because he never 
would have done such a thing. 


“We needed to send a message,” Philza mutedly murmurs instead. 


Send a message. 


... Send a message. 


(Chekhov’s lungs taste like smoke.) 


“You knew Friend was in your house,” Chekhov whispers, dying 
embers scattering across his eyes. 


Philza’s eyes soften. “He’s only a doll, eyas. He’s got infinite canon 
lives-” 


“YOU KNEW FRIEND WAS IN YOUR HOUSE!” Chekhov shouts. 


Philza’s wings mantle slowly over Chekhov's head. “He’s got infinite 
canon lives, don’t worry-” 


Chekhov's lungs spark and sizzle and burn until the flowers 
burrowed in his chest catch fire, a blinding blue sunfire spilling 
around his body. 


“YOU KNEW!” Chekhov's foot slams into the ground, and Philza 
flinches back from the flames, eyes wide and haunted. “STOP! 
STOP! YOU KNEW FRIEND WAS IN YOUR HOUSE! YOU KNEW 
EVERYTHING EVERYONE OWNED WAS IN THIS TOWN!” 


Philza’s wings shake as he takes a breath. “I did-” 


“! DON’T- | DON’T- | don’t want to listen,” Chekhov sobs. “I don’t 
want to hear what you have to say. | don’t wanna have to hear what 
you have to say.” 


“We didn’t have a choice, eyas,” Philza softly (stubbornly) says. “We 
tried- / tried to-” 


“And now look at what you’ve done,” Chekhov hisses. He points at 
the smoking crater that had been his home for his entire short life. 
“Look at what you’ve done. You did this. Don't try and blame the 
fucking government- you did this. It’s your fault!” 


He steps forward. Philza, for the first time, steps back. 


“It's your fault,” Chekhov repeats. “IT’S YOUR FAULT! ITS YOUR 
FAULT!’ Chekhov's foot slams into the wooden ground beneath 
them, and Philza flinches. “WILBUR WAS WRONG! YOU’LL NEVER 
BE GOOD! YOU'RE JUST- you're just bad! You’re a bad Angel, and 
a bad person, and a bad dad, both of you!” 


The Angel shrinks back, tail curled nervously around himself as he 
lets out a halting keen. 


“And maybe Wilbur was awful,” Chekhov snarls, “and terrible, and 
fucking selfish, and everyone’s glad he’s gone. Who made him that 
way? You ruined him! AND THE ONLY REASON,” Chekhov 
screeches, “THAT WILBUR NEVER CALLED YOU OUT ON IT, WAS 
BECAUSE HE LOVED YOU TOO MUCH TO ADMIT TO YOUR 
FACE THAT THE ONLY THING YOU EVER DID FOR HIM WAS 
FUCK HIM UP!’ 


Chekhov watches the Angel’s wings rattle and shake, and he waits. 
He waits for whatever it might say next, what empty words it might 
give to try and mollify the ghost of Wilbur Soot. 


But... it never does. 


The Angel just shrinks in on himself. Stock still, cane held close like 
the imminently confiscated toy of a scolded child. 


“Yes, sir,” Philza softly chirps in rusted old Talon. “It won’t happen 
again.” 


Chekhov stills. He’s been a lot of things to Philza- Ghostbur, 
Chekhov, Wilbur (when Philza is too drunk to know better)- but never 


sir. No one was ever sir to Philza- even President Tubbo had never 
been sir except to mock him in some joke. 


Wilbur watched his father stare gods in the face and laugh. 


And now Chekhov watches the Angel of Death shrink away like a 
sinner called to judgement by its god. Like an old dog, expecting to 
be hit for not doing a trick the way it was asked. 


He remembers, suddenly, that he’s larger than Philza. He sees his 
own shadow looming over Philza’s tense body- Philza, wide eyes 
blindly fixed at some point past Chekhov’s shoulder with his head 
tilted down. An audience of crows as still as dolls, seen and not 
heard, their master the perfect picture of a demure, admonished 
child. 


This is- this is wrong. 


“Phil, I-’ He clasps his shaking hands on Philza’s shoulders. “Phil. 
Look at me.” 


Philza’s eyes snap into focus, smile perfectly wide and trusting. 
(Hollowed. Haunting.) “Hi, mate.” 


Philza has always, always been smaller than him. It feels wrong- 
Philza had always felt bigger than all the gods combined, he couldn’t 
possibly be so small. 


But he is. 


“I’ve read the history books,” Chekhov stutters, “you- you- you slayed 
the dragon. You slayed Wilbur. You are the Saint of the Dreamlands, 
we understand. Everyone understands that, Phil.” 


Philza’s eyes shift with confusion. 


“But-” Chekhov takes a halting breath. “-look what you’ve done. How 
can you look at this history and see yourself as a hero?” He looks 
out into the wreckage, and Philza’s eyes follow him. “Sending a 
message, Phil- sending a message?” 


A silence falls. Philza slowly, slowly realizes that he is meant to 
speak. (Allowed to speak.) 


“Yeah,” Philza starts. He cycles through a litany of uncertain smiles, 
before settling on some other flattened expression. “Not to start 
another government. Not to take...” 


Another too long pause. 


“genuinely nice, wholehearted people, and turn them against each 
other with power and corruption.” His hand skirts the down of 
Chekhov's face. “I don’t want to see it happen again.” 


“So you make me suffer,” Chekhov flatly surmises. 


Philza’s face falls. 


“| don’t know what Wilbur did,” Chekhov warbles, “and I’m really 
trying to remember, but | know what / did. | just wrote books. | 
built...” he feels a fragile smile break across his face. “...remember 
the lanterns we used to make? | built them. | built... houses for 
people. | built this town, just like | built Logstedshire, and | watched 
them both blow up. | didn’t- | didn’t hurt anyone. And yet I’m the one 
who pays.” 


His hands tighten on Philza’s shoulders. 


“Tommy didn't even live here anymore,” Chekhov points out. “Tommy 
didn’t have a house here. I... / sowed the seeds of peace, and yet 
I’m the one who pays for war.” 


He stifles a sob. 


“| know I’m forgetful,” Chekhov concedes as tears well in his eyes. “I 
know I’m an amnesiac, and | know I’m the comic relief in everyone’s 
stories, but | still feel this. | still feel things. And | try my best to make 
sure no one else feels it.” 


He’s crying now. And if he looks out past the tears, Philza might be 
crying too. 


“I’m sorry,” Philza whispers. “Maybe you'll understand one day.” 


“| hope so. | don't think | ever did.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Tommy, | take it back,” Chekhov murmurs. “Tommy, | take it back.” 


Tommy frowns. “What do you take back?” 


“| feel- look at me, I’m burning in the rain right now.” Chekhov leans 
back, letting the rain fall down on his face. Letting it drip down and 
put out the fire burning in his bones. “Tommy, | want you to bring me 
back to life.” 


Tommy goes wide-eyed with shock. 


“Tommy, | Know how | said | don’t want to be brought back to life- 
‘cus that would mean me, as Chekhov, would stop existing-” 


They've talked about this before. Chekhov doesn’t know if he’s like 
Benihime. If Wilbur ever comes back... 


...maybe that’s it. Maybe that’s the end of Chekhov Sam-seong. 


“-but | want you to bring me back to life.” A sniffle. “I don’t want to be 
Ghostbur anymore.” 


Chekhov tried to be better. He really did. 


But that was the problem, wasn’t it? He could never be the better 
Wilbur- because he was never Wilbur at all. 


Maybe he’s had run of this body for long enough. 


Maybe... it’s time to give this body back to the person it was made 
for. See where life takes him from there. 


And if that’s where his train track ends? He can live with that. 


(He doesn’t have a choice.) 


17. Our L'manburg 


Summary for the Chapter: 
The L'manburg national anthem, written by late Founder Wilbur 
Soot and released posthumously in his name by Chekhov Sam- 
seong. 


This was the last broadcast ever made by the L'manburg 
Presidential Channel, one day after the country's destruction. 


| heard there was a special place, where men could go emancipate, 
the brutality and tyranny of their rulers. 

Well, this place is real, you needn't fret- 

so, look upon the sun that sets 


on sprawling, grand, and standing proud L’manburg. 


My L'Manburg, my L'Manburg... 


My L'Manburg, my L'Manburg. 


For freedom and for liberty, our nation sought to build on these, 
a victory for all under democracy. 


Well the darkness came and then it went, we built a home and 
watched it sink, 


and from the rubble, there emerged L’Manburg. 


My L'Manburg, my L'Manburg... 


My L'Manburg, my L'Manburg. 


With bloodied hands and weakened knees, 
our people rose like the phoenix, 
our empty fields and canals ‘round L’Mantree. 


With sweat and tears we armed our ranks, we laid foundations in our 
land, 


and from every lips from here up to infinity: 


We sing L’Manburg, we sing L’Manburg. 
We sing L’Manburg... 


...o our L’Manburg. 


18. After The End 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The world just ended. Tell me something nice. 


“Tell me something nice.” 


Techno frowns down at his friend. “Heh?” 


“The world just ended,” Philza sadly smiles. “Tell me something 
nice.” 


They've played this game before. The world just ended- tell me 
something nice. 


It’s not about the end of the world, not really. It’s about what comes 
after. 


The world didn’t end. Tell me we’re still in it. 


“If anyone ever gets around to making a statue of me,” Techno says, 
“| wanna ask them to make a prayer bell instead.” 


Philza snickers despite himself. “What, you want people to think you 
were a big floatin’ chonk of metal?” 


“A statue’s just a rock, Phil,” Techno defends. “A prayer bell, you can 
actually use.” 


“Just a little dinky bell.” Philza mimes swirling something in his 
hands, making a clicking noise in his mouth. 


“One of the big ones,” Techno corrects. “Like the kind they’d put in 
bastion squares. A community bell you could walk around, so big 
you could pray for the entire world.” 


Philza’s eyes soften. “That sounds like you.” 


“Your turn,” Techno offers. “Tell me something nice.” 


“You first,” Philza quietly deflects. “I’m a bit short on rememberin’ 
nice things right now. I’m gonna need a little help.” 


Techno smiles. “Our first night in Antarctica. You’d been scouting the 
land all day- you came back swearin’ up a storm about how trash the 
place was to build on. | couldn’t understand half the words you said. | 


was just spacing out thinking about how the snowflakes kind of 
looked like stars caught on your wings.” 


“I'd started to hate the stars before | met you,” Philza confesses. 
“Cus they move, y’know? | realized that if | lived long enough, the 
constellations | grew up with wouldn't exist anymore. It felt like losin’ 
a piece of the people | shared the sky with.” He turns to Techno, just 
slightly. “And then | met you. Seein’ the stars in your eyes again, | 
didn’t mind so much if it changed. Cus at least you’d have gotten to 
see ‘em.” 


“| remember you keeping star maps,” Techno recalls. 


“| still do,” Philza reveals. “Even the old ones. There’s this one star | 
started keepin’ track of back in the day. S-Major-1995. It’s more of a 
comet, really- it skips across the sky every few decades or so. 
Showed up like clockwork for as long as we’ve been alive.” He 
smiles. “It’s like having an old friend.” 


“Only you would manage to have a parasocial relationship with a 
space lightbulb that turns on once a century,” Techno snarks. 


“Your turn again,” Philza says. “Tell me something nice.” 


“Bread flavored ice cream,” Techno snarks. Philza cackles until he 
hiccups, and Techno chuckles in turn. “Okay, okay, here’s a real one. 
You know the dog that was staying home all the time- Em? Didn't 


want to go outside, sat out the L_manburg fight? Turns out his mate 
Leto had puppies the other day.” His cloak shifts. “Your turn.” 


“One of our neighbors gave me tea,” Philza softly says. “Not even to 
pass onto you, or to share with the house- they gave it to me. 
Because they knew I'd like it. It’s blueberry. It- it was nice.” 


“Edward had a lemon for the first time.” Techno breathes out a laugh. 
“| couldn’t warn him in time. You should have seen his face, it looked 
like it was gonna pucker out of existence. Your turn again.” 


“I'm alive.” Philza tilts his head. “I think I’m okay with this.” 


“Don't say that,” Techno forcelessy scolds him. “You’re gonna make 
me cry. Think about my poor clout, Phil, it'd never survive.” 


The eyespots of dark wings turn to look at Techno with sudden 
focus. “Can | say something nice?” Benihime asks. 


“Always,” Techno answers. 


“It’s you.” 


Techno looks down, and Benihime’s unabashed smile is all that 
answers him. 


“How dare you?” Techno asks as tears totally don’t well up in his 
eyes. “I can’t believe you've done this. I’m going to throw you off a 
cliff in your sleep.” 


“You won't,” Benihime dares. “You love me.” A pause. “And we both 
know I’d throw you off a cliff first.” 


“No, you won't,” Techno refutes. “Kill me like a real man, coward.” 


“’m a feathered biped,” Benihime bluntly says. “Il don’t think | 
qualify.” 


“Ah, but will your sword know the difference?” Techno presses. 


“| would.” The Angel puts its hand on Techno’s arm. “I'd know the 
difference. The world would end without you, mate. Who would | tell 
nice things after that?” 


“Yourself,” Techno softly decides. “So don’t go ending my world 
either, my friend. | want to tell you nice things, too.” 


19. Bye, L'manburg 


Fire rains out of the skies for days. Ash coats the air like snow. 


But one day, Doomsday ends. 


The sun rises in a world without L’manburg. 


A Prophet dangles off the edge of an impossible obsidian spiderweb, 
his flame spattered cloak and tawny clothes fading against the dying 
light from a firestorm of his own making as the rain starts to wash the 
ash away. 


“| heard there was a special place,” a hoarse voice lilts past a 
cracked mask, “where men could go and emancipate, the brutality 
and the tyranny of their rulers.” 


Lagos' eyes were green, once, and maybe they still are- but all of it’s 
washed away by the sickly purple glow flooding out of his iris, 
bleeding out like tears down his face and cracked lips. 


“Well, this place was real, but now it’s gone.” Lagos tilts his head, 
and blackened shapes tear out of the man’s hood, like dragon’s 


horns. “The end of Doomsday fell upon the timeless, grand, and now 
destroyed L’manburg.” 


The sun rises like a halo between cracked horns- for a moment, a 
devil Prophet might have been the god the world no longer 
remembers he was meant to speak for. 


But he was real, once. Pained and shattered and lost, but real 
nonetheless. 


He was real. 


(He was alive.) 


“Bye, L’manburg,” Lagos hums, “Bye, L’manburg. Bye, L’manburg. 


Bye, L’man... burg.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


anyways that's season 6. see ya next round m8s, we got 
cranboo and jack (manifold) comin in swinging 
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On the subject of roommates, ghosts, and forgotten things: second 
impressions are just as crucial as the first. 


1. It's Not Fair, Is It? 
Author's Note: 


This work is part of a whole ass book series. if you manage to 
read this whole thing and have the audacity to comment "i don't 
get [insert thing that you would understand IF YOU FUCKING 
READ LIKE I'M TELLING YOU TO)" that's your own damn fault. 
cope. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


I’m so sorry, the clerics had told Jack’s parents when he was born. 
He’s a hero. 


When Jack Thunder first opened his eyes, they were red and blue. 
The marks of the Manifold- the infinite and all encompassing Space. 


Not a god of space. The Manifold was the god of space in the way a 
river might be a god of rivers, or a leaf the god of leaves. The 
Manifold was more than a space- it was Space itself, and all things in 
it. 


Space itself. And Jack was to be, one day, the hero of that space- its 
highest ambassador, its greatest adventurer, the first and final sword. 


... That poor kid. Gods have mercy on his soul. 


It broke his parents’ hearts, but he hadn't known it then. What was 
there for a child to know? All he knew is that his parents would cry, 
and it was his fault. And one day, they couldn’t take crying anymore, 
so they gave him away to someone else whose heart wouldn't break 
So easily. 


Fit was a strange man. A good man- sort of- but a strange one. 


An elytron older than gods, but never a god himself. A man with 
worldwalking copper wings, silver down, a brown beard that 
swallowed his face, and a godforged arm. He had an eye for stories, 
and a voice for one too, and he taught Jack the histories of the 
Space he would one day be a part of. 


Jack of the Manifold is eight years old when he meets another hero 
for the first time. 


Tommy Atkins Innit was his name- a tall spindly human with electric 
eyes and a scar crawling up the left side of his face. Tommy had 
brawled his way into Jack’s life, and Jack had thought it was destiny. 


When Tommy leaves for a strange new land called L'manburg, Jack 
follows after him. He puts down roots in a country yet to be, and 
when the Battalions came calling, Jack thought maybe this was it. 
This would be his hero’s journey, and he could finally live his life 
without the destiny of Space hanging over his head. 


His first death is at the hands of President Soot. Friendly fire in the 
chaos of the Manberg-Pogtopia war- the second war he'd lived 
through. Jack had barely even noticed he died until he woke up in 
bed with one less life mark on his wrist. He hadn’t minded then. 


He retires from the military with full honors and bought a lovely new 
house on his pension. He starts collecting artifacts of the histories 
he'd lived through, and he thinks maybe this is it. Maybe his destiny 
is to live through the story of a new nation, and keep its history. 


Retired Leftenant Commander Jack Manifold is twelve years old 
when he finds out what being murdered feels like. 


Tommy, unclaimed hero, was a changed man after the wars they 
lived through together, and not for the better- Vice President Innit 
was a surly reckless drunk from the time he took office to the time he 
was exiled from his own country, and he only got worse. Jack had 
committed the crime of passing him by on the Nether road on a bad 
day, and Tommy hadn’t even flinched when he pushed Jack off the 
edge. 


Jack is on his last life when L’manburg falls apart, and he can’t even 
bring himself to mourn it. No mourning, no sadness, not even anger. 
Just a sense of disappointment. 


...Jack doesn't live past thirteen. 


This time, it was not murder or tragic accident. He lived, and then he 
didn't, that’s all. 


Now here, a question of the ages. If a tree falls in a forest, and there 
is no one to hear it- no one, even, to see it- did it ever make a 
sound? 


The answer is quite simple. Sound is a product of perception, of 
vibration. If a tree falls, and there is nothing to hear it, then it simply 
falls. There is no sound. 


But now for the second question- and answer quickly. A hero’s life 
depends on itt. 


If a man dies alone, and there’s nobody around, did he ever really 
die? Did he even make a sound? 


Or does he just stop moving? 


Does he just... fall? 


-<>9Y<>- 


[ Jack Manifold fell through the world. | 


-<>Y<>- 


On the road to hell, there was a railroad line. 


But hell did not lie in its destination. Hell was inside the train. 


Hell was its engine, and when Jack Manifold fell, he fell inside and 
burned. 


The fires of Death’s engine burned him alive- beyond life, beyond 
death, beyond all rhyme or reason or notion of return. 


It burned him until fire was all that remained. The fire of hatred, the 
fire of sorrow, the fire of delusion. 


The fire of determination. 


And with his body and soul burned away, his mind was emptied. The 
whisper that had followed him all his life, heard only in scratched 
vinyl and radio static, was suddenly clear. 


His fire burned in endless Space and it spoke to him. 


CAN YOU SEE NOW? 


If he was in pain before, he’s long since stopped feeling it. The fire 
seems distant now, like all the old memories tied to his soul. “I see 


” 


you. 


WHAT AM I? 


“Everything,” he whispers. “Everywhere.” 


AND WHAT ARE YOU? 


“Dead,” Jack whispers. “I-” he takes a choked breath. “/ died.” 


He died. He died. 


He takes a deep breath. 


And another. 


And another. 


And another. 


And another and another and another, but he feels no air in his 
lungs, no lungs to breathe, not the barest scrap of body to grieve 
what has happened to him, only fire, fire, fire- 


IT’S NOT FAIR, IS IT? 


“No one helped me,” Jack sobs. “I died, and no one helped me. They 
didn't even notice | was gone. | don’t understand, | don’t- why does 
the universe hate me so much? What did | do wrong?” 


It’s not your fault, the Manifold softly whispers. The world does 
not hate you- it never has. 


“Then why am | here?” Jack begs. 


To see what has been broken, now that you have fallen through 
the cracks. Tell me what you see, hero. 


Jack looks into infinite Space, and he Sees. 


He sees the long dream of Life splintered into six pieces, shards that 
crack against the mirror of Death. 


Life has shattered, hero. Death is breaking. 


“That doesn't make any sense,” Jack murmurs. “Phil- Phil’s the 
Angel of Death. If something’s gone wrong, he would have known, 
wouldn't he?” 


The wake of Life’s shattering has blinded the Angel, and it 
seems Death is preoccupied. How are they to see what is 
broken? They do not even know what they must search for. 


Even the river of Time seems to stray in that strange land 
you’ve called home. 


“And what of Space?” Jack dares to ask. 


For now, an unharmed observer. But | doubt it will last. 


“And I’m stuck here dead,” Jack surmises. 


How does that make you feel? 


Jack goes silent. 


“Angry,” he finally says. “Like- | worked so hard, and no one ever 
noticed.” 


His fist shakes with anger. He finds that he has fists to shake at all. 


“| get kicked down while the universe points and laughs. Everyone 
gets to forget about me while Tommy gets to be the hero all over 
again.” 


Jack takes a deep breath, and another, and air floods into his 
burning lungs. 


“He killed me, and then turned around and killed L_manburg ‘cus he 
couldn't stop dicking around! HE KILLED ME AND DECIDED HE 
WAS ALLOWED TO FORGET ABOUT IT? 


And the anger rises like fire, fire, fire. Fire in his flesh, his bones, 
rising through his nerves and crackling behind his eyes. 


“He doesn’t get to be a hero after ruining everyone’s life,” Jack 
hisses. “Over my dead body.” 


Then live. Feed the fire of your soul with your wrath and live. 
Live, and seek out what has been broken. 


“But I’m already dead,” Jack points out. “I can’t just walk out.” 


You are not dead, Jack Manifold. You did not die. You have 
fallen through the cracks, through the space between life and 
death. And you are the hero of space. 


Jack pauses. 


What space do you choose, Jack Manifold? Where are you? 


“l- I'm... inside a canyon,” Jack decides. “I fell off the edge and got 
stuck inside.” 


How will you get out? 


“Every rock can be climbed.” Jack smiles. “And | think | deserve 
some fucking footholds.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Niki’s hazel eyes widen. “You look like hell.” 


“Thanks,” Jack manages to wheeze out, the ghost of constellations 


still burning across his spine. “I just got back.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years my beloved 


2. i don't know 


Summary for the Chapter: 


(i don't know) 


When the world falls apart, it drags Ranboo down with it. 


Because Hunter had Ranboo’s memory book. Not the one he kept 
for show- the other one, the rea/ one, where Ranboo kept track of his 
most crucial and private memories. Such as a detailed record of all 
his dealings with Technoblade the wanted terrorist, Tommy the 
escaped exile, and Philza the missing kidnapping victim. 


Hunter had Ranboo’s memory book, and he gave it to Tubbo to 
what- spit it in Tubbo’s face? To laugh at the president’s ‘disloyal’ 
cabinet. One last kick in the shins before fucking off to prepare for 
war. So now Tubbo knows. And with how loudly Hunter crowed 
about his little discovery, so does everyone else. 


So Ranboo’s doing great, thanks for asking. 


Oh, he could care less about being called a traitor. It would be 
wrong, first of all, and the label meant little to him regardless. But 
Hunter had his book without Ranboo ever remembering giving it to 
him- hell, he didn’t even remember putting the thing away! 


Hunter had access to his most private book, wrote in it, and gave it 
to someone else. 


And now with Hunter and Techno long gone from the scene, the 
L’manburg crowd has nothing else to take their anger out on but him. 
How quickly their fondness for him fell apart! Countless jokes of how 
their beloved minutes man was a harmless cat who could do no 
wrong, and now they tear over his every move and word like a pack 
of ravenous wolves. 


Oh, but they were wolves, were they not? Wolves that made their 
living by pretending to be wounded sheep, licking bloodied maws 
under false skins of wool and softness- it was always in their nature. 
Ranboo had known it all along. 


The people of L’manburg never trusted each other, and they trusted 
their cabinet least of all. Smile and wave, but never offer your best to 
an outsider, and never let your neighbors discover you’re anything 
less than a poor, humble, loyal citizen. 


(Letting anyone know he had money to spare was the worst mistake 
of all. People would constantly joke about debts he never owed 
them, just on the off-chance he’d forget otherwise. ) 


L’manburg was tied together with thread stingier than sea silk, on the 
false unity of an underdog identity they’d long since stopped actually 
being. 


And now look at what’s happened. It’s finally imploding in on itself 
like a house of cards, and there’s no one else for them to blame but 
him. 


Traitor. Liar. Pretender. 


“Because | don’t care about countries,” Ranboo whispers to Fundy 
when he dares to ask. “I don’t care about countries. You, Niki, 
everyone- even Techno- | would consider Techno my friend.” He 
looks up. “Phil. Phil’s my friend. Tubbo’s my friend. Tommy’s my 
friend.” 


He rises and he rises until he stands- he notices, now that he is not 
hunched for the sake of their comfort, how long his shadow casts 
over them all. 


“And I’m sorry,” he simply says. “I’m sorry that whoever I’m friends 
with may not correlate with whatever country you're affiliated with 
this week. But | care about people, okay? | don’t care about 
countries. | could care /ess about countries. Why don’t you realize 
that?” 


Home isn't where a country is. Ranboo could build a dirt shack, and 
then he'd have a home. 


And sure, they fought for Lmanburg in their little wars, because they 
were so obsessed with correlating with a side. But no matter how 
much nobility these people try to spin onto their founding fathers, the 
fact still remains. 


It was a drug van. Nothing more or less than that. If there weren't 
any of these stupid factions, if they just chose people above all else, 
none of this bullshit would have happened. Why don't they 
understand that? 


L’manburg blows up- then what? L’manburg doesn’t blow up- then 
what? 


Hunter has always had control. And if they keep going the way they 
go, he'll always have control. 


There’s no way that it’s gonna work, there’s no way that it’s gonna 
work- 


-it might work. 


It could possibly work, but... it’s never worked before. Why do they 
still have this hope? It doesn’t make any sense. No one’s in the right, 
here. Everyone is wrong. 


Even me. 


“No, no, everything’s going to be fine,” Ranboo mutters to himself. 
“We're all gonna band together and everything’s going to be fine. It’s 
gonna be good! No, it'll be alright.” 


He watches paper lanterns float off in the wind. 


“No, it won't be,” he whispers. “This entire place is gonna...” 


This might be the last time he sees L’manburg. 


Oh, why did they have to care so much about their homes? About 
their buildings, that took them so long, instead of the friendships that 
took even longer- why does that matter? Why do they care so much 
about countries? 


Why do they care? 


...Why does Ranboo care? What does he care about? 


Probably- probably the closest people he has are... Techno and Phil. 
All his other bridges are far beyond burned now. 


Because of the book. The gods damned memory book. 


“HOW DID HE GET IT?” Ranboo shouts. “I kept it on me, | kept it on 
me at all times, | had it - there's no way that he got it, there’s no 


” 


way... 


He curls his body tighter in his tiny obsidian room. 


“Someone stole it,” he tells himself. “Someone stole it and it’s just 
gone.” 


Tubbo has it. Tubbo has everything that Ranboo’s been doing. The 
closest person Ranboo might have had, and he’s gone now. Lost for 
sure. The way he looked at Ranboo after what Hunter said- gods, 
Ranboo’s never gonna get that out of his head. 


...Ranboo doesn’t know what's going to happen tomorrow. When 
Doomsday finally arrives. He has no one to talk to about this. Just- 
just himself. 


Why doesn’t anyone realize? Why doesn’t anyone understand- 


“No,” Ranboo stops himself. “No, we can’t do this right now. You 
were able to put on a brave face before. You were able to lie before. 
So why did you show your true emotions? You know that never 
works.” He paces around the room. “You know that has no way of 
working. You know that has no way of working. But why, why did you 
do that, why did you say that, you didn’t have to say those things, 
BUT YOU DID- why? Why? There’s no reason.” 


There’s no reasoning for any of this. 


Don't pick a side. Choose people. But how can he choose people 
when everyone's against him? 


No, no one- no, everyone- they don't they do they DON’T- they do 
understand. 


“| don’t understand,” Ranboo whimpers. 


Hello? 


“Ah.” Ranboo stills. “So, you’ve come to my panic room now.” He 
looks up. “How did you do it? How did you find my book? How did 
you know?” 


There’s no use asking the voice in his head. No matter what 
character it plays, it only knows as much as him. But even Ranboo 
doesn’t know what he knows. 


Well. The voice playing Hunter pauses. /t was in your chest. 


Ranboo frowns. “I never put it- | never put it in my chest. Why- why 
now?” he asks. “Why suddenly now, when you could have just done 
this earlier? Why not blow it up immediately?” 


The voice makes a non-committal noise, as if it had shrugged. Eh. 
It’s fun. 


“That’s what it’s always been, huh?” Ranboo sardonically surmises. 


It’s just a game. 


A shallow answer, but Ranboo never expected anything less. He 
never knew Hunter all that well in the first place. Any imagined 
version of the man appearing in his mind would never have much 
depth to him. 


“Yeah. It’s just fun for you, huh? It’s fun for you to watch everyone 
suffer a little bit.” 


A lot of fun. 


Ranboo snorts. “Yeah, | bet.” He stares at the wall. “Did | do the 
wrong thing, Hunter?” 


The voice hums. You did. 


“| was just tryin’ to choose the people,” Ranboo defends. “Everyone 
just keeps on choosing sides, and it doesn’t work. It never works.” 


Well. You unintentionally chose a side by NOT choosing a side, it 
points out. 


“What do you mean?” 


The side of a traitor. 


“No, | didn’t- | didn’t betray anyone!” 


You betrayed everyone. 


“| tried to help everyone!” Ranboo insists. “That’s what | did! | was 
able to help L_manburg, | was able to help Techno, | was able to help 
Tommy-” 


You also hurt Techno. Hurt Tommy. Hurt... Tubbo. 


“But... it must outweigh- it must outweigh the other sides, right?" 
Ranboo’s eyes dart around the room. “The good must outweigh the 
bad.” 


Hmm! Depends on your perspective. 


“|... don’t know what else | could have done,” Ranboo finally says. 
“There was nothing else | could have done.” 


Did you help Tommy destroy the community house? 


Ranboo pauses. 


You must have. You must have, right? You must have, you just don’t 
remember. 


And there’s no way. Ranboo doesn't just forget- alright, he forgets 
some things, but not something like this! He remembers important 
things! He remembers burning George’s house, he remembers 
Tubbo touring him through L’manburg for the first time- he'd 
remember destroying the community house, surely. 


But he’s done bad things before. 


And... he’s been in the habit of not writing down bad things, recently. 
He hardly uses the memory book for events anymore, he just keeps 
track of who his friends are! 


It couldn't be him. (But would he remember if it was?) 


Well. You have a bad memory, right? 


“Yeah,” Ranboo lamely confirms. 


That’s not good. 


“You're telling me. | barely remember anything. The memory book 
was the one thing that made sure | remembered who my friends 
were.” Ranboo looks down at his hands. “But if | can’t rely on the 
memory book, then what can | rely on?" 


| don’t know, the voice somberly says. Not yourself. I’m not even 
real. 


It’s not real. It wasn’t real. /t wasn’t real. 


“| blew up the community house,” Ranboo hollowly murmurs. “I 
helped everything.” His eye twitches. “No, you couldn’t have! You 
couldn't have done that, there’s no way you could have done that. 
No!” 


He laughs desperately. 


“You wouldn't do that. You wouldn't do those things. | know you 
wouldn't. No way.” 


A shaking breath. 


“But | must have. | must have done that-” Ranboo claws at his head. 
“But there’s no way, there’s no way | could have done that, | - | don't 
even have access to TNT! Where could | have hidden it?” 


His tail lashes irritably, purple particles vibrating with agitation around 
his body like rising smoke. 


“It's not you- it is you- it is.” He throws his head to the side. “There’s 
no way you just don’t remember those things. The only-” A breath. 
“I'm the only one in control. I’m the only one in control of me.” 


He remembers important events! He always does! So why wouldn’t 
he remember this? 


...But obviously, he must remember this, because it couldn't have 
been anyone but him. 


(Couldn't it?) 


There’s no way it could have been him- but it was him- but it wasn’t- 


“| have to remember,” Ranboo whispers into his empty room. “I have 
to remember at least who my friends are.” 


Friends. Friends. (Friend?) Friends. Tommy. Techno. Tubbo. Fundy. 
Niki. Phil. 


What is he going to do tomorrow? 


Help them. | have to help them. 


But how? 


How? 


But he can't- but he can- but he will. And nothing’s going to blow up 
tomorrow. Nothing’s going to blow up tomorrow. Everything’s going 
to be okay. 


It has to be- it has to be fine. 


He has to help them. It’s what he has to do. 


...Could he be wrong about this? 


“| don’t know. Because | can’t remember.” 


| don’t know. 


| don’t know. 


| don’t know. 


| don’t know I don’t know | DON’T KNOW | DON’T KNOW | DON’T 
KNOW I DON’T KNOW | DON’T KNOW- 


3. Adoption Arc Real? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


It's an improvement from being homeless, at least. 


[Ph1LZA has joined VC...] 


[Ph1LZA has joined VC...] 


[Ranboo has joined VC.] 


“Hey, Ranboo.” 


“Hi, Phil,” a weary voice crackles through the comm. 


“Did you make it out okay?” Philza asks. 


“Yeah, I’m... still alive.” 


“Good, good.” Philza tilts his head as he checks the greenhouse he 
built for Techno’s bee farm. “Where are you right now?” 


“Um...” Ranboo’s voice stalls. “/’m gonna be in L’manburg in a tick.” 


“Okay. Okay.” Philza pricks at a sprig of rosemary with his talons. 
“Did you need a place to stay or are you good?” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Listen, if he needs a place to stay, he can crash in, like, the dog 
house,” Techno jokes. 


“In the kennels,” Philza laughs. 


“Not in my house.” Techno looks aside. “I’ve taken in a bit too many 
people that have betrayed my trust to have him in my house. But 
maybe we can give him a little bit of shelter, | don’t know.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“[... | think I- | think | do need a place to stay,” Ranboo hesitantly 
decides. 


So, so hesitant, though for what, Philza isn’t quite sure. Hesitance to 
accept help, hesitance to accept Philza’s help, hesitance to have 
needed help at all- there is no answer that doesn’t hurt Philza’s 
heart, at least a little. 


Ranboo! 
Ranboo my beloved 
RANBOO SUPPORT RANBOO SUPPORT 


Adopt ranboo 


And speaking of Philza’s heart. 


Ever since he left Lmanburg- and the confusing cocktail of hurt that 
Fundy and Tubbo have carved into his heart- it seems the peanut 
gallery of his infinite crow brain has decided they’re empty nesters. 
Chatters had constantly shadowed Tommy like a fledgeling in need 
of care, and they’ve got a stubborn new soft spot for Techno’s 
apprentice, Orpheus- gods, they’ve even gone around getting 
attached to every single one of Techno’s dogs. 


And now, with Tommy gone, it seems they've turned their sights on 
Philza’s old enderman neighbor. Good grief. 


He loads up his pearl pistols, getting ready to head back towards 
L’'manburg. 


What's left of it, anyways. 


“It would have been so cool if you’d just landed right in front of me,” 
Ranboo jokes as Philza walks up the torn edge of the Prime path. “It 
would have been the best entrance.” 


Philza’s tail lashes as he sidles up the stairs, wings flapping on reflex 
to keep his balance on the precarious platform. “Oh, this- this 
staircase has seen better days, oh boy.” 


Ranboo offers his hesitant hand, pulling Philza to the more stable 
place on the top. “A lot of this place has seen better days, in case 
you didn’t realize. A lot of this place has seen better days.” 


“Oopsie-doopsie,” Philza snarks, hopping slightly onto the upper 
section of the path. “Yeah. We needed a change. Had to be done.” 


Gods, Doomsday shouldn't ever have happened. It shouldn't have 
ever had to happen. Philza would be the last person to say it was a 
good thing, what they'd done. 


But hate the method as much as he might, he cannot bring himself to 
regret its aftermath. Lmanburg had to go. 


“Yeah, actually,” Ranboo mutedly agrees, sedately crunching down 
on a bag of fish and chips. “I kind of understand why.” 


Philza’s ear flicks, and he idly wonders if Ranboo’s been eating 
enough. Enderman are hardy, sure, but Ranboo sounds and acts like 
he’s on the younger side, and he’s so small- 


Philza raps his cane into the ground, a sharp click escaping his 
beak. Don’t do this to yourself. You know your heart can’t take it. Not 
again. 


“Do you have everything you need?” Philza asks anyway. 


“Yeah, honestly,” Ranboo admits, shouldering his pack. “Il had a 
bunch of mending books in a secret barrel under my house, but- | 
guess I’m not getting those.” 


Secret barrels in his own house. Gods, he sounds like Techno. 


They make their way into the Nether- Philza tries not to hover as 
they weave through the harsh terrain and lava lake bridges. Ranboo 


knows where he’s going, Techno made sure of it. Besides, it doesn’t 
seem like the young man’s much in a mood to talk. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Y’know,” Ranboo finally dares after a long stretch of silence, “for 
someone who fills up creeper holes a lot, you sure made the biggest 
creeper hole this server’s ever seen.” 


“| felt like it needed to be done to get the point across,” Philza simply 
says. “They just weren't listening.” He hops down the stairs to the 
Neve portal. “Power corrupts. I’ve seen it happen before. | thought it 
wouldn't happen again, but it did. It just slowly... it just takes time, 
and | didn't realize.” 


“You know what was my favorite part about that whole thing?” 
Ranboo suddenly says. “It was you explaining lag mechanics while 
everyone was blowing up.” 


Ranboo had never seen server lag before Lmanburg’s destruction. 
But then the fire rained, and it didn’t stop, and it was like reality took 
a lunch break. Hounds clipping in and out of existence, rubble that 
flew up into the sky and never touched the ground again. 


And all the while, as the world was fighting for its life, he heard 
Philza’s voice drifting down and calmly explaining the basics of 
magical distortion to his audience of crows. 


“It was Techno,” Philza reveals, a slight smile on his face. “He was 
panicking. Thought someone else might have done something, | was 
just tellin’ him everything was alright. Anyways, here we are.” 


It may just be the fact that Ranboo can properly see Techno’s house 
now, but it seems more... alive, somehow, than when he saw it last. 
Lived in. 


It’s the bridge connecting the two houses. It’s the large horse calmly 
docked in its stable as dogs loiter by cobblestone steps, a symphony 
of pattering paws and loud pants and scattering snow. Beautiful, 
deadly flowers crawling over Philza’s half of the property like 
creeping vines, a fire roaring out of Techno’s chimney, the smell of a 
potato-carrot stew brewing in someone's hearth. 


It's nice, almost. 


“Now, Techno doesn’t want you stayin’ in his house,” Philza gently 
explains as he takes off his hat, “cus we’ve already got Edward and 
Orpheus in there. But!” He points to the area just behind the house, 
nestled into a cliffside by the river. “I’m plannin’ on building a kennel 
over there. | could build you a small place to start with right next to it, 
if you wanna help look after the doggos. Crash on my couch in the 
meantime.” 


“Oh- oh, | wouldn’t want to take up space in your house,” Ranboo 
stammers. 


“It’s fine, | crash at Techno’s most days anyway,” Philza dismisses. 
“And it shouldn't take more than a day or so to give you your own 
place to sleep.” 


Ranboo nervously clutches his bag. “Why are you doing this?” 


“Doin’ what, mate? Giving you a place to stay?” Philza tilts his head. 
“You need help, and we can give it. That’s all there is to it.” 


“You were perfectly fine leaving everyone else to fend for 
themselves,” Ranboo presses. “Why am | different?” 


Philza pauses. His cane lifts, never quite touching the ground where 
he stands, and his feathers shift with thought. 


“They just lost their homes,” Philza sadly whispers. “We don't have 
the right to stick out our hands any more than we already have. No 
one’s going to take our help after what we’ve done- not right now, not 
like this. And anyone who would?” He shrugs. “My flock is far behind 
me, Ranboo. | doubt I'll take them under my wings again.” 


He turns to face Ranboo. He doesn’t look Ranboo in the eyes- 
Ranboo isn’t even sure if he can- but the wide tunnel of his gaze 
makes Ranboo feel uncomfortably known, regardless. 


“This house is Techno’s sounder,” Philza gravely says. “Alright? The 
house, the hounds, and all the people in it. And maybe if you stay 
long enough, and kind enough, you'll be that sounder, too.” His eyes 
harden. “I am not Techno.” 


Philza’s cane hammers into the ground. 


“Techno is my flock. He is the only flock | have in this house. Do you 
understand?” Philza’s antlers click forward, a slow red climbing down 
the mottled canvas of bone. “If you stay good to Techno, I'll stay 
good to you. | don't need to tell you anything else.” 


Ah. 


Ranboo always wondered what death threats feel like. 


“Good thing | don’t have any plans to be bad to Techno?” Ranboo 
offers. 


Philza’s wide harsh eyes fade out into a tired smile again, wings 
relaxed at his sides. “That’s a canny lad. | think we'll get along just 
fine.” He opens the door to Techno’s house. “Come on. He doesn’t 
want you sleepin’ here, but that doesn’t mean you can’t pop in for 
lunch. You up for settin’ the table while | wrestle Techno out of bed?” 


‘l-” Ranboo trails off uncertainly. “I’d rather just sit down for a bit, to 
be honest. Everything's just... a lot.” 


Philza’s eyes soften. “That’s alright, too. Want me to send Edward 
your way?” 


“I'd like that.” 


Ranboo sits awkwardly on the couch. Upstairs, he hears a voice. 


“Phil. Phil, l’'m already up- Phil, | was just reading, you don't have to 
do this- Phil, please, my old man back-” 


A sharp squeal is heard, followed by a loud crash. A light sprinkle of 
dust falls from the ceiling. 


Ranboo tries not to laugh. 


4. Every Veteran Ever 


So Ranboo’s pretty sure Philza hates him. 


But, like- secret hate. Inside voice hate. Or something. 


Listen, there’s been a weird energy going on in the house lately and 
there are only two possible answers to this- either Philza kind of 
hates him for all the L’manburg shit, or Ranboo’s being paranoid 
again. 


But it’s not paranoia if Philza’s really trying to get him. Right? 


Right. 


... hough there is a slight possibility that Philza’s just some kind of 
ex-military. Because in retrospect, he kind of acts like every 
L’manburg Battalion veteran ever, except with 70 years less sleep 
and even more weird, vaguely concerning knowledge. 


(No wonder him and Tommy got along so well.) 


So maybe Ranboo /s being paranoid, and Philza being a little jumpy 
around him doesn’t really mean anything about Ranboo, but still. 
What if it does? 


Oh, gods, it probably does. This is the end of Ranboo My-Beloved. 
He will die the most karmic of deaths, stabbed to death by Philza 
Minecraft during some kind of accidental war flashback, and he will 
deserve it. His honor, in shambles. How will he ever repay his crimes 
against the innocent and the elderly? Who will wash the sin from his 
unholy, desecrated, water-allergic hands- 


“Hey, kid, ever seen a pearl stasis chamber before?” 


A what now. 


“What’s a stasis and why do you chamber it?” Ranboo fearfully asks. 


“I'll show you,” Philza ominously offers as he knocks at the door. “It’s 
right outside.” 


He doesn’t bother to put on his hat or coat, ambling outside as his 
crows practically disappear into his dark kimono. Ranboo hesitantly 
follows the shorter man off the house bridge and into the yard. Right 
at the side of Philza’s house, there’s this... 


...Ranboo’s not sure what to call it, really. 


It's this odd, gangly tower of stone and molten glass- almost like a 
very tall brewing stand, just sprouting out of the snow. The water 
inside even bubbles mysteriously. 


“Pearl stasis chamber,” Philza repeats with a slight smile on his face. 
“We used this thing to move Techno’s dogs out from L’manburg after 
we left Doomsday. | ported, what- 50, 60 dogs? Been a while since | 
had to build one of these things, so it’s a bit scuffed, but it works. 
Figured | might as well show you before | take it down.” 


“So... it teleports people,” Ranboo hesitantly concludes. “With like a 
flip of a switch or something?” 


“Yep!” Philza snickers. “As long as you dropped a pearl in first. You 
could be halfway to the farlands and | could still yoink you back 
here.” 


“That sounds... incredibly illegal,” Ranboo points out. 


“They mostly just use this shit for military stuff. Civilian use is way 
illegal, though,” Philza brightly confirms. “Banned in 24 different 
servers. Including this one!” 


“Oh, that’s horrifying,” Ranboo bluntly admits. 


“Wanna try it out?” Philza asks. 


“Yes ; ” 


5. | Missed You 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Mr. Loved was Beloved, once. 


There’s a ramlin in the Snowchester peninsula that calls himself Mr. 
Loved. He’s new in town, but then again, most people are these 
days. A lot of people are new in town after that Lmanburg place 
down south fell apart. 


Mr. Loved is a short sturdy man with strong arms and a heavily 
scarred face. No one questions the scars- he’s a smith, a damn good 
one at that, and most people attribute it to a previous work injury. 


(They aren’t wrong. Getting shot by fireworks was, indeed, a work 
injury.) 


What Snowchester does not know is that former Lmanburg 
president Tubbo Underscore Beloved used to hide his scars with 
makeup, scars that Mr. Loved is now sporting on his face. They don’t 
know about the blond hair hiding under his hat that he’s planning on 
dyeing a different color- maybe a brown, or a bold pink. 


They don’t know, and they don't care. Mr. Loved fixes their tools and 
their radios and their comms, and does not let his visitors go upstairs 


when they come to his house. His son is too young and sick to deal 
with strangers, or so he claims. 


Snowchester doesn’t ask questions about Mr. Loved. It never even 
crosses their mind. 


People don’t think about what happens to presidents when they stop 
being in charge. 


(Mr. Loved thinks about it. He’s living it. He thinks about it, and then 
he doesn’t, because if he starts thinking about it he might never 
stop.) 


Mr. Loved looks in the mirror, and watches day by day as the scruff 
on his face starts to grow like a wooly mane, as his hair starts to fall 
over his eyes. 


It looked like the way Schlatt did once, in a way that makes the 
Cigars packed in his coat pocket burn. He cut his bangs to try and 
make it stop, but that just made him look like Philza, and that was 
kind of worse, honestly. 


If he doesn’t sleep enough, he starts looking like Wilbur. When he 
smiles, he looks like Tommy. 


He’s- he’s kind of given up on trying to stop seeing other people 
whenever he catches his own reflection. 


At least he still has Michael. Michael, at least, looks like him most 
days, even when he can't. 


It was hard to move Michael away. Mr. Loved had put a hat over 
Michael’s head, just enough to cover the child’s eyes, and hoped for 
the best. Hoped that they would simply be another member of the 
faceless crowd of L’manburg refugees, a rugged ramlin man and his 
adopted pig moblin child, rather than a disgraced president and a 
smuggled baby zombie. 


Most people pity children, anyways. Michael was probably half the 
reason Mr. Loved was allowed a house with a bulk few stacks of 
emerald coins and no questions asked. 


(Mr. Loved was a child when he found out what dying feels like. 
Being a child didn’t save his fucking life.) 


“Hey, eyas,” Mr. Loved whispers as he kneels down on the floor next 
to Michael. (They didn’t get to save things like furniture when the 
world fell apart. He should get around to that.) “What you got there?” 


Michael snuffles at Mr. Loved’s callused hands, turning away from 
his crayons. He’s taken to drawing pictures- there’s not much else to 
do right now, really- but it’s nice to watch, at least. 


Michael draws a lot of things. Soul lanterns, large piglins fighting 
ghasts, people playing around outside in the snow. 


And... Ranboo. He draws Ranboo a lot, too. 


Tubbo sighs and opens up his comm. 


-<>Y<>- 


Tubbo_: hey 


Ranboo: oh! | thought you blocked me 


Ranboo: or that uh 


Ranboo: you WOULD have 


Ranboo: after 


Ranboo: y’know 


Tubbo_: nah. Sounds like work 


Ranboo: are you doing ok. Got a place to stay 


Tubbo_: fucked off up north to snowchester. Took the kid with me 


Ranboo: oh thank god 


Tubbo_: fuckin hell m8 did you think i was gonna ditch the kid? Ouch 


Ranboo: LISTEN 


Tubbo_: i'm kidding. (kind of) 


Tubbo_: do You have a place to crash at right now? I’ve got a house, 
it's got the tall ceilings and everything 


Tubbo_: if you want. No pressure or anything, we really kinda had a 
whole divorce arc right before it went to shit huh. Just like 


Tubbo_: don’t be homeless man 


Ranboo: i'm fine. Some friends picked me up i’m staying at their 
place 


Tubbo_: oh pog. Can i come over sometime 


Ranboo: UH 


Ranboo: NO IDEA HONESTLY. NEVER ASKED. I'M GONNA SAY 
NO UNLESS ONE OF THEM SAYS ANYTHING 


Tubbo_: ah too bad 


Ranboo: | mean if you want, we could meet up around the area? It’s 
just the house i’m not sure about 


Tubbo _: it’s fine i don’t want you to get in a row with your landlords 
or some shit. You could come over to my place if you want tho 


Ranboo: are you sure about that? | know my whole thing really upset 
you a lot. | know i really went off after the festival but. | get that it 
hurt. | didn’t want it to, but it did. 


Tubbo_: shit happened alright? | put you in a shitty position. 
Something something bad husband moment 


Tubbo_: listen michael just misses you 


Tubbo_: you know he was all lonely in l’manburg. Having you around 
really helped 


Tubbo_: didn’t think about how much he’d miss you cus like. He 
didn't know you that long. But he misses you a lot. 


Ranboo: we were barely a family. You said it yourself, it was only 
ever pretend 


Tubbo_: maybe he misses that too 


Ranboo: people are going to call it childish if they find out what we’re 
doing 


Tubbo_: he is a child. Weren't you, too? 


Ranboo: ... 


Ranboo: i missed you too. 


6. That Happens, | Believe 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Something about fathers that build, and their broken hands. 


“Hey.” Techno leans back against the wall. “Can we talk?” 


Crows turn to him as the Angel looks up from the inner workings of a 
blue mechanical sheep, the wide eyespots of its wings blinking with 
lazy familiarity. Benihime isn’t exactly who Techno was planning to 
talk to, but he can work with this. 


“Haven't seen you in a bit, mate,” Benihime starts. “Were you 
hibernatin’ or did you just run into Phil instead?” 


“Eh, bit of both.” Techno’s eyes roam over the work on the desk. 
“You haven't worked on Friend like this in a while. Doing repairs?” 


“Chekhov left it in my old house,” Benihime explains. “Got caught in 
Doomsday, he was real upset about it. Practically exploded at me.” A 
pause. “He forgot about it after. He knows he was upset, but he 
forgot how.” Its eyes shift with worry. “His memory’s getting worse. 
He used to have a good handle on it, but now he’s losin’ little things, 
too. He’s been goin’ without a host for too long.” 


“And now he wants Wilbur to come back,” Techno bluntly points out. 


Benihime stills. “Did Phil tell you about that?” 


“Chekhov did. For a guy so high on the spice of life, he’s sure eager 
about getting close to death.” Techno raises an eyebrow. “Why do 
you ask? Was one of you planning on bringing it up?” 


Benihime hums vaguely. 


“What's your whole read on the situation, anyways?” Techno 
wonders. “Phil's talked about Wilbur, but we never really heard your 
thoughts on it.” 


“| want what Phil wants,” Benihime deflects. 


“Are you sure?” Techno presses. At his friend’s questioning glance, 
he sighs. “Benihime, its been months. Neither of you have 
mentioned something like this before, and now after L’manburg’s 
gone, you’re getting into necromancy? ” 


“He won't be undead,” Benihime dismisses. “We won't be fighting 
our aspect.” 


“lam not worried about your aspect,” Techno corrects. “] am worried 
about my friend, who looks like they're trying to punish themselves 
after destroying their dead son’s grave. Do you actually want Wilbur 
to come back?” 


A pause, and then... 


“Do you... not?” Benihime slowly asks, voice growing smaller with 
every word. 


“l- gods, | don’t even know. Listen, I-” Techno lets out a frustrated 
growl, running a hand over his snout. “He was my student. And my 
sounder. Our goals aligned in the revolution, even if the methods did 
not. But-” He sucks in a breath. “Angel, he was not a good man. We 
loved him, but he was not a good man. Not in the end.” 


Benihime stays silent for a long, long time. 


“| loved him too much,” the Angel sadly whispers. “He deserves the 
chance to be more than what | made him. Me and my broken 
hands.” He tilts his head. “He still deserves that much... | believe.” 


7. Love Of The Son 
Summary for the Chapter: 


A father's love is a terrible thing to behold. 


Eret never knew Wilbur as well as he should have. Perhaps if he’d 
known, if he’d had more faith, things would never have gone so 
wrong. 


(The crown is never too heavy to bear, but the King feels its weight 
some days more than others.) 


But Eret knew him, even still. He knew Wilbur just enough to know 
what they had in common, those uncanny secrets no one will ever 
understand. So when Wilbur’s dead body walks up to him, with a 
different name, more gray hairs than Wilbur ever had, and a litany of 
blue flowers pouring out of his ribs, Eret cannot find it in himself to be 
surprised. 


Wilbur’s body- Chekhov Sam-seong, rather- had turned to Eret of all 
people, seeking any advice on resurrecting the dead. Which Lord 
Eret-of-rine politely insisted he knew no such thing, for that was dark 
magic that Kings had no business meddling with. 


So anyways, Eret dusted off his old necromancy books and got to 
work. 


The closest he got was summoning a shade, but with Wilbur’s old 
body still intact, it should work. Especially with the Angel of Death 
participating in the proceedings. 


... The Angel of Death does not look like a frightening man. 


He’s shorter than his son, dressed in so many loose layers that he 
looks small, weightless. His footsteps leave no trace on the ground, 
a carelessness waiting to be swept away by the next gust of wind, 
his cane seemingly the only thing that anchors him to the earth. 


Even his smile, while kind, is not entirely present- it is kind the way a 
statue is kind, the way a lovingly made painting is kind. Present 
because it is made to be, not with the intent of something alive. 


The Angel of Death does not look like a frightening man, and that’s a 
terrifying thought. 


(The Angel of Death has politely asked for Eret to stop calling him 
that, and the name Phil will do just fine. Really. He insists.) 


“So.” Eret pushes up his shades. “Phil. The reason you are here is 
because you killed Wilbur.” A pause. “At his request.” 


Philza hums. 


“And we found the place you did it. Which is now a fucking crater.” 
Eret stares down at his notes. “But there was a small shrine there at 
the original spot, which | fixed. So, | believe if we carry out the 
ceremony, we stand a chance at maybe bringing him back. At least 
that’s the hope! That’s the hope.” 


“Is that the shrine?” Chekhov asks, pointing at a large structure of 
blackstone and iron bars floating along the distant shore. 


“That's the prison,” Eret corrects. 


“Oh. Who's inside the prison?” 


“No one, | think,” Philza answers. “Though I’ve never been inside, so 
| can’t be sure.” 


“lve been inside the prison!” Ranboo offers. “It’s terrifying.” 


He then fails to elaborate. 


“There’s some parts of the shrine that... may be a bit uncomfortable 
to you,” Eret warns. “But | believe they are necessary.” 


The shrine was a monument once- a monument to the original 
L’'manburg detonation, and the lives lost to the resulting explosion. 
It’s a simple blue wall of rich lapis colors, with gold corners and a 
L’manburg flag in its center. 


It's the closest thing to a grave Wilbur ever got. 


Chekhov squints at the salmon totem set at the foot of the shrine. 
“What the fuck is this?” He picks it up, squinting at something Eret 
can’t see. “Who the fuck are you? What’s a- who’s Saylee?” 


Philza, for his part, lets out a small chirp of recognition, antlers 
clicking forward. “Sally.” 


Eret never knew much about Sally. He never even knew who she 
was. But Wilbur kept that little wooden salmon with him until his 
dying day, leaving it safe in his Pogtopia room right before he blew 
L’manburg to high heaven. Eret had kept it afterwards- just a little 
something to remember the man by, along with all their regrets. 


If there was ever a time to return it, it’s now. 


“Tryin’ to bring back a lot of things in your life,” Eret explains. “All the 
little things- to help bring the memories of your old life. The way you 
lived before.” 


Chekhov lets out a pleased noise. “I do like the blue! What happens 
now?” 


“Uh-” Eret turns uncertainly to Philza. “I believe if Philza kills Wilbur 
in this spot, with the same sword Philza used to kill Wilbur, months 
ago-” A breath. “In theory, if he kills you here, on this spot, you 
should be free.” 


“Wait!” Chekhov leans to Eret. “Should I- should | do the lines? ‘Cus | 
remember really clearly, dying. So maybe | recite what | said, and 
Phil recites his thing, and then kills me with the same sword-” 


He stops. 


“It's not gonna hurt, is it?” he suddenly asks, voice turning small. 


“No,” Eret whispers. “It shouldn't.” 


“Okay.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza is not Chekhov’s father. Not really. He hasn’t been Chekhov's 
father since Wilbur was nine, and a little boy signed away his wings 
because the world would never be enough for him. 


Philza loved Wilbur more than almost everything in this life. It would 
be cruel to take the chance of that reunion away. 


He’s not Chekhov’s father. He has no reason to hold any love for the 
person that has taken his son’s place. 


But Chekhov remembers. He remembers being the person that was 
Philza’s son. 


(What child wouldn't be frightened to see their father raise a sword at 
them?) 


“Phil,” Chekov nervously warbles, “I’m scared. This doesn’t feel 
right.” His wings shake. “I don’t wanna go.” 


“You’re comin’ right back,” Philza softly says. “It’s fine-” 


“No, | won't,” Chekhov says. “I don’t know if | want him to be back, 
’m- I’m not Wilbur. I’ve never been Wilbur. He'll be back, and- and I'll 
be gone. | don't-” He looks away and sucks in a breath. “No. No, | 
need- | need to be killed.” 


“There’s a fox out there that needs a father,” Eret quietly reminds 
him. 


“And there’s a world out there that needs a ruler.” Chekhov looks out 
into the ruins of what was once L’manburg. “When | look at this 
crater, | don’t- | don’t see somewhere Chekhov made better. | see 
somewhere that is- that is owned by weakness.” His voice crumbles. 
“Eret, I’m not a strong man.” 


“You were a strong man,” Eret corrects. 


Chekhov shakes his head. “I’m not a strong ghost. And- this world 
needs strength right now, and I-” He lets out a keening noise, 
huddling next to the wall of the shrine. “Phil, do it.” 


Wide-eyed wings stare back at him. 


“lll just look at Sally, and hold my blue, and you put the sword right 
through my chest, in the scar where it hurts. And I'll be back, and the 
world can be strong again.” 


I’m just a pair of wings. I’m useless on my own. 


“What’s it like?” Chekhov fearfully asks. “When you’re not Beni 
anymore? When you switch out? Is it-” a stressed warble dies in his 
throat. “-is it like you die?” 


Benihime’s eternally shell shocked expression softens. 


“You don't die,” it whispers. “You just stop, that’s all. You let the reins 
fall out of your hands. All you have to do is fall.” 


“Promise?” 


The Angel’s hands clamp down on its sword. “On my wings.” 


“Okay.” Chekhov closes his eyes. “Do it.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


[Chekhov Sam-seong was sacrificed to the Son.] 


8. The Morbid Onlookers Of Greedy Crows 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The sensationalism of watching something peck upon a corpse. 


When Tommy sees Philza sink his sword through Chekhov's back, 
he’s not thinking about why. 


Tommy isn’t thinking about the altar, or the candles, or Eret watching 
nervously nearby. 


He’s not thinking about the way Philza’s wings shake as he guides 
Chekhov's body down, the way the sword drops lifelessly against the 
ground without so much as a drop of blood. 


Tommy doesn’t think about any of these things. 


All Tommy can think is that he’s seen Wilbur die all over again, right 
in front of his eyes. 


No one says a word as they watch this- this sickeningly private 
display. Philza sinking down all too slowly, his arms held fast around 
his son’s corpse like an ever-constricting snake, nose pressed into 
the unpreened down of Chekhov's face. His knees knock onto the 


blue tile, tail wrapping around himself as his wings move to mantle 
over the dead thing he’s made, a blanket of shame around his 
mistakes. 


Eyes so wide that not a single thought can escape them. 


Tommy whispers Wilbur's name, and it suffocates into the sacred 
silence. There is no reprieve of sound, nothing to ground this new 
reality- only the ragged breaths of a boy too mortal to understand 
what’s in front of his eyes. 


Chekhov had been holding blue dyuers as he died- a cake of blue 
powder pressed into the shape of a sheep, crumbling from the last 
violent spasm of his talons, now shimmering dully under the cast of 
the moonlight. It hangs heavy in the air, mixing with the heady smoke 
of the altar candles, choking out Tommy’s despair in favor of a 
muted, horrifying tranquility. 


The water of the altar fountain is sullied with ash. 


And then, Eret’s words break across the quiet- a tentative rock 
skipping over still waters. 


“Did it work?” 


Philza’s stardusted hand shudders over the torn space of Chekhov’s 
chest, quaking talons rattling a garden of once vibrant blue flowers, 
now rapidly wilting into papery ash. 


“Phil, what have you done?” Tommy fearfully asks. 


Philza flinches, eyes darting around the room. 


“| stumbled upon this-” Tommy stutters over his words, a growling 
noise caught in his mouth, before his hand rests over the knife on his 
belt. “What the fuck is going on?” 


“It was Eret’s idea,” Philza quickly murmurs into Chekhov's body. 


“We thought it would work,” Eret continues. 


“They were trying to resurrect him,” Ranboo quietly offers. 


Tommy stumbles towards the altar on heavy footsteps, fingers 
shaking towards Chekhov's lifeless, powder-caked hands. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“It should have worked,” Eret mutedly reiterates. 


Philza sucks in a weary breath. 


He’d been looking up stuff about this whole resurrection thing from 
what’s been appearing in Death’s libraries. But he thought Eret found 
something different- something more concrete than the faded 
recollections of the dead, something more based in fact. 


But the scriptures Philza had been reading, they all call for a totem. 
All of them. 


“All my research,” Eret worriedly defends as she inspects the altar. 
“It's been pointing towards this! | don’t understand why it...” 


“What have you two been doing?” Tommy’s voice breaks. 


Philza’s crows watch, from a distance, as Tommy’s eyes harden, a 
rough hand unsheathing his knife as he glares at Philza, an angry 
voice building in his throat. 


Ranboo’s wide hands grab Tommy’s knife-laden arm, pulling him 
back. “Hey. It’s not Phil’s fault.” 


“Oh, no,” Tommy sardonically concedes. “Phil’s just a bad guy.” 


Philza lets out a despairing laugh. Yes, that sounds about right, 
doesn't it? Greedy, greedy Phil. Desperate, paranoid thing, every 
misguided and reckless attempt to mend his mistakes throwing him 
farther and farther from grace, by the virtue of his own selfishness. 


The body in his arms stirs. Philza loosens his hold as it starts to 
seize, blue flowers pulsating with fire as they come back to life. 


Chekhov sucks in a heaving, rattling breath, a shocked flock call 
flying past his beak. 


Still Chekhov. Not Wilbur. 


Philza’s shoulders sag, and he cannot tell if it is from relief or 
disappointment. 


“At least he’s not a double ghost,” Tommy optimistically points out. 


“At least he still exists,” Eret waveringly jokes. 


“At least | didn’t just erase him from history entirely,” Philza 
hysterically adds. 


Oh, gods, what was he thinking? If that had gone any more wrong- 
and it nearly did- Chekhov would have been gone for good, likely 
sent to whatever long lost place Wilbur's fallen into. Philza would 
have killed his own child twice over on the hopeless chance it might 
have brought Wilbur back to him. 


It's a sobering thought. And as he opens his wings, arms still too 
locked in place to let Chekhov go, Philza realizes it's not a thought 
he likes. 


“| thought I-” Chekhov coughs roughly. “Il died! That was canon! That 
was a canon death!” 


Philza’s hands are far too gentle as he helps Chekhov sit up. “Where 
did you go? What did you see?” 


“It was- everything went dark, and then | was-” Chekhov lets out a 
frustrated shriek. “That was bloody anticlimactic! | thought | was 
gonna be dead! Now I’m just double ghost! I’m G-Ghostbur!” 


He places Philza’s hand on his chest. 


“| felt the sword go in my back. | felt-” Chekhov’s face clears with an 
unsettling calm. “I felt free. | felt free, | felt like I’d done it, | felt like | 
broke free- and then | went somewhere dark, and there were two 
people there. And then I’m instantly back.” 


“Who were-” Philza frowns. “-who were the two people, eyas?” 


Chekhov sputters. “Il don’t know! | didn’t get to see, | just- this doesn’t 
make any sense.” 


“Were they the same height as you?” Philza presses. 


Maybe that’s why Wilbur wasn’t able to return- because there’s not 
one Wilbur anymore. 


Sharding- it’s a rare occurrence, only happening to souls subjected 
to very unusual damages, but Wilbur hadn't died a clean death. If- if 
Wilbur’s been sharded, then- 


-oh, gods. 


No. No, Philza would have felt it. He killed Wilbur by his own hands, 
he would have known if Wilbur had sharded. He needs more data. 


“Did we do everything right?” Chekhov uncertainly asks. “Did you do 
the ritual right?” 


“According to Eret, that was correct,” Philza says. 


“According to my research, and as much as | know, we did- we did 
everything in my power to do right.” Eret turn hesitantly to Philza. 
“But Philza said there may be another way.” 


“The other way I’ve been researching calls to use a totem of 
undying,” Philza explains. “Y’know how when you hold a totem, it 
prevents you from dying?” He tilts his head. “That’s not actually true. 
You technically die and come back to life- it gives you enough 
energy to come back. And it’s within an area of the person holding 
the totem.” 


“Oh.” Chekhov’s ear flicks. “Do we have one of those?” 


“| don't,” Philza corrects. “They’re very rare.” 


Of course, there’s always Techno’s, but that’s Techno’s, not his. A 
totem made by the Covenant, himself a revenant in his own right, 
might react in a vastly different way when used by Chekhov. It would 
be better to get fresh totems, with more precise intent, but that will 
be a costly endeavor indeed. 


(But they can’t afford to keep testing things on Chekhov. As 
desperate as Philza is, he will not sacrifice someone else’s life for his 
son.) 


“They’re one of the rarest items in the world,” Eret notes. 


Chekhov sighs. “And no one would waste that on a ghost.” He ducks 
his head into Philza’s chest. “Hint, hint. Nudge, nudge. Phil.” 


Philza giggles. “I don’t have one!” 


(No one notices that Sally’s totem is gone.) 


“Maybe we need to find Friend,” Chekhov suggests. “Maybe that’s 
what was missing, we didn’t have Friend.” 


“Would having Friend help?” Philza softly asks. 


“| left- | left him wandering around back with a herd of real sheep,’ 
Chekhov says. “Can- can we go find him? Is that okay?” 


“Yeah, alright mate.” Philza pulls Chekhov up to his feet. “Whatever 
you need. Let’s go take a walk.” 


The next time Chatters looks for Tommy, the boy is gone, and Philza 
isn’t sure if he’s glad for the absence. He’s not sure what he would 
have done if Ranboo hadn’t moved to block Tommy’s knife. The 
Angel of Death doesn’t allow itself to be touched by strangers. 


(He’s hurt too many stupid boys in his lifetime to add another to his 
graveyard of bones. ) 


Looking for Friend wherever Chekhov left him is a whole clown 
circus and then some. After several incidents in which Chekhov kept 
mistaking whole fucking bears for sheep (something he apparently, 
alarmingly, does quite often). 


They briefly get distracted by a pen of real sheep that Chekhov falls 
into, who all promptly shy away from a corpse twice over in favor of 
their grass troughs. (Some of them do, however, cast morbidly 
curious eyes at the Angel of Death.) 


They walk past a ruined house- so much of this server is ruins, ruins 
and abandoned things- when Chekhov suddenly drops to the 
ground. 


“Shit, shit, shit-” Philza props him up by his shoulders. “Eyas, can 
you hear me? Come on. We were getting Friend.” 


Ranboo tilts his head. “Maybe he’s in that dark place again?” 


“Maybe.” 


The flowers on Chekhov’s chest slowly retreat into his body. 


Philza sighs, hands soothing at Chekhov’s sweater. “Just stay away 
from those two people. Whoever they were, just stay away from 
them.” His hands shake, just a bit. “Come back.” 


Chekhov's neck twitches sharply as flowers and vines sprout out of 
the crown of his head, gently curling down the sides of his face like a 
mockery of ram’s horns. 


Don’t die from my mistakes. Not you, too. 


Chekhov opens baffled, snake-slit grey eyes. 


-<>Y<>- 


[Jebidiah Schlatt has joined the game.] 


Notes for the Chapter: 


the premise of people other than eret, phil, and ghostbur in this 
scene felt oddly voyeuristic in the original streams. which i don't 
call a bad writing decision, but i feel a lot of people missed the 
creepiness of it because there was a lot of comedic stuff 
happening in that stream. 


"yeah let's walk in on this guy re-enacting murdering his son and 
have opinions about it." 


9. Fundy's Failed Fretting Father Figures 
Summary for the Chapter: 
He doesn't know what he expected. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


everybody say thank you concoctions for transcripting 


“Hello, Mr. Soot,” Chekhov whispers. 


“Hello, Mr. Sam-seong,” Wilbur whispers back. 


They stand there in silence for a moment, a pair of actors struggling 
to remember their stage directions. 


“SO!” Wilbur sits down roughly on a train station bench. “What’s the 
stitch, Casper the friendly ghost? Did you jump off a cliff or 
something?” 


“| had Philza_ kill me,” Chekhov explains. “It was a temporary 
stabbing,” he continues, catching the horrified look on Wilbur’s face. 
“We're trying to bring you back.” 


Wilbur snorts. “What the fuck do you want that for?” 


“People need you,” Chekhov points out. “I’m not- | tried being you, 
being better than you, but it was never going to work! Tommy and 
Fundy need you! Phil needs you! I-” Chekhov lets out an uncertain 
noise. “-fuck. | need you too. Much as | didn’t want to admit it. I’m 
starting to fall apart at the seams.” 


“Of course they need me,” Wilbur sighs. “They don’t know any 
better.” 


“Come on, man,” Chekhov presses. “Do it for Phil, at least.” 


Wilbur’s sad eyes look up at him with disbelief. “Do you know how 
long I’ve been down here? How long | screamed for someone, 
anyone to help me? To even fucking talk to me!” He points to the 
bloody lattice of blue talon marks gouged into the station wall behind 
his bench. “I tore out my talons twice trying to claw out the walls! If | 
could get out, / would. You're wasting your time here.” 


“Well, fuck me, | guess.” Chekhov lets out a punching breath and 
takes a seat next to Wilbur. “This is actually the second time I’ve 
been here today, | think. First time was the one on purpose, and 
then...” he trails off. “...1 don’t know what happened after that, really. 
Weird.” 


Wilbur snickers. He looks off to the side, the dim light of his cigarette 
bouncing off his broken glasses. 


“Lagos was here.” 


Chekhov tilts his head. “Again? You mentioned that last time.” 


This is the first time they’ve met on Wilbur’s playing field, but it’s 
certainly not the first time they’ve spoken. As much as Chekhov had 
angrily told Wilbur to piss off after trying- and failing- to contact with 
Philza, Wilbur had returned anyway, and Chekhov had eventually 
run out of insults to hurl at his former host. 


So they talked. It’s a whole thing now. They may as well talk again. 
It's not like there’s anything else to do in this place. 


“Yeah. This is like... the third time? That I’ve noticed, at least.” Wilbur 
shrugs. “He might have done it more. | don’t know how the fuck he’s 
doing it- not even sure if he’s actually Lagos, or some kind of weird 
apparition from the station glitching out.” 


Chekhov hums. “Has he said anything to you?” 


“| don’t know if he even realizes we’re there. He just looks around for 
a bit and then fucks off again.” Wilbur’s eye twitches. “Primo starts 


getting one hell of a fever when he stops by, too. But he’s been like 
that since... whatever the fuck’s been happening up there. It’s hard 
to tell.” 


“Huh.” Chekhov looks around. “Hey, where’s Schlatt? Didn’t you say 
he’s down here with you?” 


Wilbur follows Chekhov’s eyes and frowns. 


“Wait, what was your body doing before you got here-” 


-<>Y<>- 


It takes a little too long for Fundy to realize that Tommy’s offhand 
comment about Wilbur’s upcoming resurrection attempt is probably 
an invitation. 


To what, Fundy isn’t sure. To spectate? Participate? Any answer is 
equally uncomfortable, but the knowledge of that oh-so innocent 
date and time sits heavy in Fundy’s mind like a bear trap, waiting for 
him to be dumb enough to step on its pressure plate. 


Unfortunately, Wilbur Soot didn’t raise a quitter, but he did raise a 
fool, and it turns out those two things are a terrible combination. 
When Fundy finally heads out, he realizes that he failed to ask where 


the ritual would take place, leaving him wandering aimlessly around 
L’manburg’s wreckage on the off-chance he properly finds Tommy. 


He does not, in fact, find Tommy. 


He does, however, find Eret. Which makes things incredibly 
awkward, on account of that whole adoption thing that never went 
through. 


Then Philza was there- of course he would be there, Fundy doesn’t 
know why he thought Philza wouldn't. Philza was there with Ranboo 
of all people, and the two of them cluster nervously together as 
Fundy approaches. 


And if that wasn’t enough... 


“The fuck is this?” Schlatt’s baffled voice sounds out of Chekhov’s 
body, twisted flower stems crawling like ram’s horns around his face. 
“Oh my gods, | was jerkin’ off, what the- where am |?” 


Chekhov turns, and Fundy sees demonic slit eyes peering out of his 
father’s corpse. 


“ Fundy?” 


This is shaping up to be a really awkward reunion of all of Fundy’s 
failed father figures, and he would like it to stop. 


“Where am I?” Schliatt looks down at his hands, at the grass, at the 
sun. “Wait. No, no, no-” He roughly pushes Chekhov's body away 
from Philza, staggering to his feet. “Fuck this. Fuck this, | don’t 
wanna come back to this god damn server!” 


Fundy steps forward. “Wait, what are you-” 


Schlatt laughs roughly- it’s strange to hear his laugh from clear 
lungs, without the rattle that had become part of his voice as Fundy 
got older. “No, you don’t understand. I’m canonically dead. 
That’s what I want.” 


He lets out a sharp, wet hacking sound- like a glatt or something. 


“Nah, dude.” Schlatt warps a worn smile on Chekhov’s face. “It’s- 
it’s not gonna happen. I’m sorry.” 


His eyes roll back, and Chekhov reasserts himself with an indignant 
screech. 


“PM STILL G-G-GHOSTBUR!” Chekhov shouts, wings snapping 
loudly. “What the fuck?” He squints. “Why do | want a cigarette?” 


Philza’s hands hover concernedly around Chekhov. “No, eyas, you 
definitely don’t. You definitely don’t want a cigarette-” 


“And whiskey,” Chekhov whispers. “And protein powder.” 


Ranboo sidles over suspiciously to Eret. “What happened to no 
effects, Eret?” 


“This isn’t working,” Philza murmurs. “We definitely need a totem.” 


“We can do that some other time, | guess,” Chekhov concedes. “Or 
we can try and do this again! We can do a third one, if that’s okay.” 


Philza frowns heavily, the deep concern visible even past his 
shadowy veil when he puts his hat back on. “I’m actually incredibly 
worried, | don’t think this is gonna work- no, no, no.” He leans on his 
cane. “Whatever we just did on that last time, going through this 
multiple times clearly has an adverse effect. You... may or may not 
have someone else in your head.” 


“We may only have one last chance at this,” Eret concludes. “And we 
have to make sure it goes right.” 


Chekhov sways slightly on his feet. “I think | need to lie down. I- 
thank you for trying.” 


“You can go and rest in my carriage for a bit,” Eret offers. “Il can drop 
you all off wherever you need to go.” 


“| was just gonna head home,” Philza offhandedly says. 


He’s standing... very close to Ranboo. With the way Ranboo looms, 
half ducked down to see something in Philza’s hands, the older 
man’s wings are half-mantled around the enderman. 


Like the way he used to, when Fundy was young. 


“Im... not gonna go with you guys,” Fundy decides as he watches 
the budding display. “If that’s alright.” 


Fundy watches Eret’s carriage ride away with his grandfather. 


He follows the old wooden wheels along the road, until he doesn't. 
He stands alone among the wreckage of the community house as 
they slowly disappear from his sight, and his four tails turn to five. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


i want you to know everyone else loudly protested me including 
schlatt Canonically(TM) jacking off before i, all too late, clarified | 
only meant the line schlatt said on stream, and was not in fact 
going to write an entire scene of him jacking off 

-aenor 


10. No Kings 
Summary for the Chapter: 


A crown is not something that can be taken off. 


A Carriage driven by skeleton horses stops on the edge of the road 
into the Neve forest. 


“| could take you all the way home,” Eret offers again as they step 
out into the snow. “It wouldn't be any trouble. Besides, | assume we'll 
be seeing quite a bit of each other in the future, with our upcoming 
expedition. It would be useful for me to know where to find you.” 


That was, after all, the agreement. Eret would be part of their 
continued efforts in the future to revive Wilbur, and their next step 
was finding a woodland mansion that would accept their quest for 
totems. 


But Philza feels more like the Angel he insists against being named, 
when his cold eyes pass over the King’s crown. “How do you feel 
about government, Eret?” 


“Ah, y know.” Eret shrugs vaguely. “It has its pros and cons. Not a... 
huge fan of the government.” 


The crown is a fickle weight. A cage of traditions and duties and the 
endless dance of politics. Eret would not wish it on any soul, good or 
ill. 


(And that is why the crown will stay with Eret, and Eret alone, for as 
long as he lives.) 


“And how would you say is the best way to run a country?” the Angel 
of Death calmly asks. 


Calm. Still. An unmoving statue, a hunter waiting to strike. 


It occurs to Eret- in that slow, creeping way danger occurs to a prey 
animal- that this man has recently razed an entire city-state to the 
ground for its abuses, and now he asks a King what it means to 
govern. 


This question has a wrong answer. 


“,..Mild anarchy,” Eret hesitantly answers. It’s not a lie- he focuses on 
public works more than military or law, he always has. 


“Aren't you a King?” 


“Yep,” Eret admits. “That’s why | said mild.” 


A slow blink, echoing across a thousand thousand eyes. A lifeless 
smile, a voice as soft and weightless as creeping frost. 


Wrong answer. 


“Leave.” 


“Just- just a small amount of anarchy,” Eret politely insists. 


Philza is shorter than his son, but he seems to loom over Eret. Even 
Ranboo seems small in the face of his wings and unflinching gaze. 


(Eret doesn’t know when he started kneeling.) 


“No kings,” the Angel whispers. “We'll come fetch you when we have 
what we need. | can’t in good conscience bring you into this area- 
onto this property- if you are literally a king.” 


Eret moves to lift the crown from his head, only to be stopped by 
rough, star blackened hands, talons ghosting dangerously against 
his palms. 


“The fact that you were still wearing the crown when you arrived here 
is enough.” Lapis eyes soften. “Eret, | appreciate your help. We will 
come get you when we need you. But | can’t- Techno would not 
appreciate me bringing you onto this... premises. Nothing personal.” 


“Alright.” Eret nods. “Farewell, gentlemen.” 


Ranboo awkwardly waves goodbye as him and Philza disappear into 
the forest. 


Eret thinks he understands why Wilbur was always so formidable, 
now. 


(He would have to be, to even stand in the presence of Angels. What 
mortal could ever truly phase him afterwards, in the face of that?) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


philza: 
ranboo: 


philza: did you see his eyes or was chatters jebaiting me again 
ranboo: holy shit yeah what the fuck was that 

philza: like herobrine or some shit 

ranboo: at least i could make eye contact but HOLY SHIT THAT 
GUY HAD NO PUPILS- 


11. Our Children 
Summary for the Chapter: 


A heart can only break so many times. 


“You know, I’m actually kind of excited for Wilbur to come back,” 
Chekhov says. “Now that I’ve seen where | could go.” 


A silence. 


“Oh,” Philza quietly says. “Are you?” 


“| think | am!” Chekhov brightly chirps. “Even if it doesn’t go the way 
we expected. | Know you said we shouldn't kill me again, but | 
wouldn't mind.” 


“| can't kill you again,” Philza murmurs. 


“It's alright,” Chekhov reassures, “it barely even hurts!” A shrug. ‘I 
know | said | was scared, but | just didn’t know what to expect- and... 
now | do. So it’s fine.” His hand curls on the neck of his guitar. “You 
know, | saw Wilbur. Did | ever tell you that?” 


Philza’s wings still. 


“He’s out there in one piece,” Chekhov quickly reassures him. “I’ve 
talked to him a few times, | think, but that was the first time | really 
saw him. When you sent me down there.” He looks aside. “Not that | 
know where there is, really. He doesn’t, either. It looks like one of the 
stations, but it’s all... fucked up and wrong.” 


“Do you think that’s what Jack saw?” Philza wonders. “Life is 
shattered and Death is breaking.” 


And that had been a whole trip and a half to hear. Sometime after 
Doomsday, Fit’s wayward child hunted Philza down in a manic mess, 
having apparently just fell through the world and straight into Death’s 
engines itself. Philza would have hardly believed it, and yet. 


And yet. 


No one can fake or mistake the look of a man that’s gazed upon 
death. 


Or the brand of constellations now burning on Jack’s back. 


“Maybe,” Chekhov concedes. “Either way, it’s something you need to 
take care of, right? And- and | can help with that. So- if there’s no 


other way. If there’s no other way, you can... do what you have to do, 
and | won't be sad.” Chekhov smiles. “I'll get to see Trixtin again! 
That won't be so bad, will it?” 


“You don’t understand.” 


Chekhov looks up with a curious chirp- up at Philza. At Philza’s 
hand, just barely catching on Chekhov's clothes. 


“You don’t understand.” Philza’s voice shakes. “Don’t- don’t ask me 
to do that again. / can’t. | can't kill you again. Please. Not you, too.” 


“?m not Wilbur,” Chekhov gently reminds him. “I’m not your son.” 


“You were my son,” Philza softly notes. “You were ours, once. And | 
know that we weren’t- we weren’t in each other’s lives for a long, 
long time, but- you know how it is. No matter what face you choose, 
I've always been a bit daft. And... | know this is gonna sound really 
selfish, but I-” His brittle smile is on the brink of tears. “Eyas, please. 
| can’t keep killing my children. My heart can't take it.” 


His hand drifts down to curl around Chekhov's. 


“| miss Wilbur,” Philza concedes. “I miss him every day, and | think 
about him all the time. But Wilbur’s not here. You are. And I...” A 


wavering sigh. “I’m not betting your life on Wilbur’s. Not until we’re 
100% sure. You’ve both been hurt enough on my account.” 


Chekhov grabs Philza’s hand. “Okay.” 


“Be safe, eyas.” 


“You-” You first. “You too, Phil.” Chekhov puts an awkward hand on 
Philza’s shoulder. “You, too.” 


12. You Don't Have Enough Friendship To Unlock This 
Dialogue Tree 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Unlocks at unknown level. 


In spite of living here on the man’s indirect invitation, Ranboo hasn't 
really seen much of Technoblade himself. 


Philza says Techno’s just catching up on a hibernation debt, 
whatever that means, and that it’s nothing against Ranboo. Ranboo 
would love to believe this, but these words are coming from the guy 
who may or may not be secretly traumatized by Ranboo, so, uh- he’s 
gonna take those words with a grain of salt. 


At least Philza’s nice. Or at least trying to be nice- he'll be doing 
errands and casually inviting Ranboo along, as if Ranboo was some 
kind of shut-in teenager who needed to get out of the house. 


This is wrong, by the way. Ranboo is not a shut-in teenager. He is a 
perfectly respectable unemployed person and there are only three 
(3) skulls in his comfort basement. He is a normal and sane member 
of society. 


Today’s errand is totem hunting, and Philza has apparently decided 
the earlier the better. 


Ranboo squints at the large, weirdly horned... box thing that Philza 
has set down in his living room at the literal crack of dawn. “I mean 
this in the politest way possible, but what the ever loving fuck is 
that?” 


Philza looks down at his box, and back to Ranboo. “It’s an 
enderchest?” 


“| have never seen an enderchest that looks like that,” Ranboo points 
out. “And | looked through enderchest options for weeks before 
settling on the one | liked.” 


Philza’s face clears with understanding. “Ah, it must not be common 
in the Overworld.” He pats the single protruding horn of his box. 
“This is a perching box! You see this shit when avian types go 
traveling. Gives you a decent place to sleep without pitchin’ a tent, 
just bundle up with a blanket or use your wings.” 


Ranboo tilts his head. Now that he looks past the vaguely beetle 
shaped exterior, he can actually kind of see the way its single, 
symmetrical branching horn is just the right size for Philza to perch 
on it. 


“Wait.” Ranboo frowns. “Are you saying you can sleep while 
perching?” 


Philza shrugs. “It’s not like it's hard. Beats tryin’ to scramble for an 
inn every night.” 


“Huh.” 


There’s a loud thump outside the door. Philza’s feathers ruffle loudly 
as Ranboo approaches the entrance, but it's not an angry intruder 
that approaches- it’s only Techno, stepping off a dog sled and hefting 
a wrapped package of something presumably food-like, given the 
presence of wax paper. 


“| made gummies with honey and bee flour because | lost control of 
my life,” Techno drawls. “Please remove this sin from my hands.” 


“Hold on.” Philza’s antlers click with confusion. “Hold on, mate, | just 
saw you loading a dog sled when | was walkin’ to Ranboo’s! Did you- 
did you load up a sled to walk across the fuckin’ backyard?” 


A long silence ensues. 


“In my defense, the backyard seemed so large,” Techno says. 


Philza’s tail slowly knocks against the floor as he laughs. “Good 
gods. You disaster of a man. | guess you won't be up for joinin’ me 
and Ranboo’s day trip, then.” 


“Oh, you guys are doing a thing?” 


“Yeah, we're gonna get totems. Wanna come along?” 


Techno squints blearily. “Right now?” 


“We did just get a map,” Ranboo notes. “So | guess we're leaving 
soon.” 


Techno stands awkwardly on the porch, letting out a long, long 
wordless noise as his brain weighs the option before him. 


“No pressure, mate,” Philza adds. “You don’t have to if you don't 
want.” 


Techno grunts vaguely and goes back to his dog sled. 


“That's that, then.” Philza’s crows turn to Ranboo’s general direction. 
“You ready to go?” 


“Uh-” Ranboo hastily stuffs the gummies in his inventory. “-yeah. 
Sure.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“I’m worried about Fundy,” Ranboo suddenly starts. 


They'd been talking about something stupid- Ranboo had shown 
Philza a flint and steel he’d enchanted with Mending, and Philza had 
chuckled, saying Ranboo was practically burning money doing 
something like that- when the thought of fire brought back... 
memories. 


Him and Fundy had not parted on gentle terms. That bridge had 
been burned like most of Ranboo’s past friendships, but even still. 
Looking back, Ranboo had been far too harsh on him. 


Fundy had taken the survivor’s way out, in the end. And moral 
qualms are a luxury that survival does not allow for. 


“He'll be alright,” Philza dismisses. “He'll be fine.” 


“No-” 


“He’s a resilient little shithead, he’ll be fine.” 


Ranboo shakes his head. “No, no- you didn’t see Fundy, um, on the 
day of the explosion.” 


Philza lines up a shot on a ghast with his rifle. “Yeah?” 


“lt- it was not good. It’s definite- it’s definitely not regular Fundy. He 
was- his face was like, red and everything.” 


Ranboo shivers slightly. The image of Fundy’s blood soaked face, 
tattered coat singed with ash as he watched the world fall apart. 


The howling shriek of his laughter never quite left Ranboo’s ears. 


“It wasn’t good,” Ranboo reiterates. “So | think- | don’t think he’s-” A 
sigh. “I’m kind of worried to be around him, honestly. Because... I’m 
worried that he might- like, i don’t Know, proper- like- might switch 
over to that version of himself.” 


Gods, can he get any shittier at talking? 


“Yeah,” Ranboo lamely finishes. “It’s not good.” 


Philza hums thoughtfully. “I'll keep an eye on it.” 


A normal response- from anyone else, at least. But Philza never did 
things halfway. Philza, who had helped Ranboo build a house, who 
had shown him how to use magic to waterproof his clothes, who 
would check on a sleeping Techno just in case. 


And his response to hearing about his own grandson is /'/l keep an 
eye on it. 


Ranboo tilts his head. “He... really hurt you, didn’t he?” 


“It’s alright,” Philza murmurs. “Everyone does.” 


“Even Techno?” Ranboo dares. 


A silence. 


“We should call Eret,” Philza tersely says, the eyespots of his wings 
all staring unflinchingly at Ranboo’s body. “We’re coming up to the 
community portal soon.” 


Ranboo laughs nervously. “Sorry. | Shouldn’t have pried.” 


“It’s fine.” 


Oh god, he hates me. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


this hasn't been phil's enderchest the whole time he just has 
multiple enderchests 


13. Roadtrip 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And every winter | think back to what we used to be 
in that past life we lived at 78. 

| reminisce about a past life- 

things change, | get it. 

Cause nothing lasts, right? 


Eret and Tubbo have always been decent enough friends. Even 
accounting for that- that one time Eret got Tubbo killed, they’ve 
always been decent enough mates. So when Eret just calls him up 
one day asking if he wants to go on a totem hunt, Tubbo makes sure 
Jack is free to look after Michael and promptly fucks off in the 
general direction of Eret’s castle. 


Listen, Tubbo just can’t stay angry at people! It’s a whole thing. He’s 
not even sure he knows how. (And it never ends well when he does.) 
He’d much rather just be friends. That’s a whole lot easier than being 
enemies. 


Even still. 


It's hard to rebuild bridges that have been burned on both ends. 


“Did you know | still have Wilbur’s banned music collection?” Tubbo 
says. “Finally ported it all into my comm using a trick | learned from 
an El Rapids guy.” His smile brightens as he catches the wooden 
earpieces docked in the pocket of Philza’s comm. “Oh, you have a 
playlist thing, too! How do you like it?” 


“It's... fine.” Philza takes out a map that’s been traced over with lapis 
pencil marks. Tubbo wonders if Ranboo did that, or the cartographer 
they got it from was kind enough to take the extra step. “We’ve got 
the map. You wanna come along or not?” 


He’s talking more to Eret than Tubbo, and there’s a tense line in his 
mouth despite the smile- clearly Eret invited Tubbo on her own, and 
Philza wasn’t expecting it. 


Welp. This is awkward. 


“Do you guys wanna stop by Snowchester?” Tubbo offers as he 
looks at the map. “It should be on the way.” 


“No idea where that is,” Philza points out. “Besides, we’re takin’ the 
Nether roof. Doin’ some big brain shit, | calculated about where we 
need to head out to reach it.” 


“Aw, what?” Tubbo bleats with complaint. “Taking the long way is half 
the fun with big trips.” 


“We're saving tens of thousands of blocks, Tubbo,” Ranboo points 
out. “Besides, the Nether roof is safer.” 


Tubbo puffs his cheeks. “Alright, you win this round, bucko!” 


The Nether roof is a barren space between the Nether’s world ceiling 
and the bedrock covered void of the Overworld, a flat sea of stone 
marked only by ash and the ever-encroaching darkness above. 


But it’s also one of the safest, fastest ways to place a Nether road if 
one can manage it, so that’s where they’re going today. 


...In The Charon, of course. Because it’s so, so many kiloblocks 
away. And naturally, a flying ship would be useful in such an 
endeavor. A normal, totally reasonable flying ship. 


It’s just- 


-it also happens to be Philza’s ship. And the ship Tubbo spent a non- 
zero amount of his childhood years in. 


This is fine. 


Totally. 


Definitely. 


-<>Y<>- 


It was not, in fact, fine. 


For one, Ranboo wasn’t sharing his gummy worms. Tubbo had 
reasonably asked his dear darling tax-evasion husband for some of 
the candy he was eating. And what did Ranboo do? 


He stared straight ahead and stuffed ten entire gummies in his 
horrific mandible mouth. 


How dare he? Scoundrel. Fiend. Horder. Tubbo will never recover 
from this spousal injustice. 


And second of all. 


The deafening silence of the unchanging Nether roof is starting to 
get to him. It really is. 


“Hey, | have a question for you guys,” Tubbo decides to say. “You 
know how water magic doesn’t work in the Nether ‘cus it evaporates 
too fucking fast? Anyways, if we could piss-” 


Philza sucks in a breath. “Oh, gods.” 


“-do you reckon we could trident using our piss in the Nether? 
Picture me that.” 


Ranboo stares blankly ahead. “My first canon kill is just getting 
closer and closer.” 


“Okay, no. No, back up.” Eret, who had been at the helm with Philza 
to keep an eye on the map, turns around in her seat. “Tubbo, if you 
put a sponge down, the water still instantly evaporates. So, | think if 
you piss in the Nether, your piss will instantly evaporate.” 


Tubbo cackles. “ILL BE PISSING FLAMES!” 


“No, no-” Philza lets out a tired sigh. “I don’t think that’s what 
happens.” 


“It’s an all natural flame thrower,” Tubbo jokes. 


“Oh, no.” Eret chuckles morbidly. “Why would you say that?” 


“| no longer want to be on this trip,” Ranboo grimly decides. 


“You can’t just jump out of the boat,” Tubbo points out. “It’s like a 
roadtrip!” 


“It is like a roadtrip,” Ranboo concedes. “Except one of the guys in 
the car is talking about piss.” 


“Chatters, thoughts on pushin’ Tubbo out of the car,” Philza loudly 
asks his crows. “I’m thinkin’ about it.” 


Jokes on Philza, Tubbo knows Chatters is into that shit. Sure 
enough, he can see the tell-tale signs of wagging tail feathers and 
clicking beaks currently delighting in Philza’s abject suffering. 


“This is why people think you were pushed out of a car, Tubbo.” 
Philza adjusts his cane in the ship’s control panel. “You do this shit 
every time we go on trips.” 


Eret and Ranboo glance confusedly at each other. “Every time?” 
Ranboo dares to ask. 


“Oh, yeah, we used to do trips all the time. Cus | used to live on this 
boat with Phil!” Tubbo leans back. “We were good mates back in the 
day.” 


“Ah, yes, those were the days,” Philza flatly exposits. “The days 
where | fed and watered you, and you repaid me by spouting cursed 
nonsense every time | tried to fucking drive.” 


“Excuse you, | am a genius,” Tubbo insists. “A pioneer of magic, if 
you will. Who else is brave enough to weigh the merits of Nether 
pissing?” 


“No one, because liquids do not instantly evaporate in the Nether!” 
Philza’s wings snap open with irritation. “They destabilize differently 
than in the Overworld, which makes it harder for water to 
accumulate, but they do not instantly yeet themselves into steam! If 
that was how it worked, ice trains would be fucking impossible in the 
Nether!” 


Tubbo flips Philza off, knowing full well that at least his crows will see 
it. “I’m underappreciated in my time.” 


Philza lets out an incoherent trill. “One of these days. One of these 
days, your science experiments are going to kill either god or 
yourself, and | will stand there and laugh. | bet you're still keeping 
that sea creeper you think | never found out about.” 


“But Dadza, | love him,” Tubbo snarks. “How could | live without 
Benson, my beloved research assistant?” 


Philza chuckles, a wide eyed squint in his unapologetic smile, and he 
could have almost been the strange man that opened up Tubbo’s 
fireworks box all those years ago. 


Almost. 


It's a slow, crooked smile, broken up by the amethyst vein of scars 
cracked across his face. The right side of his mouth ticks oddly, 
forced upward by a scar carving into his lip, and there’s a squint in 
his left eye that almost winks when he laughs, a half step out of 
sync. As if, for no reason in particular, he’d smiled twice in a row. 


A crow on Philza’s arm tilts its head at Tubbo’s own scars. The two 
of them remember, suddenly, that they are no longer friends. 


They remember why. 


Philza’s smile fades away, twice over. He turns back to the wheel of 
his helm and keeps driving, his face now unreadable past the 
shadow of his hat’s veil. 


The sad eyes on his wings can't quite bring themselves to look away. 


14. The Changes Of The Times 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Thinking back on history and other things. 


“SO WE STARTED OUT ON THE NETHER ROOF!” 


Tubbo’s accented Hyrmn carries across the bonfire into the amused 
crowd of pillagers that make up this particular woodland mansion’s 
residents. Having a King and an Angel as their guests was an 
unusual event indeed, so they offered a bit of extra hospitality for the 
occasion- a proper ravager roast, a shared moment of bread and 
salt. 


“And Phil, you know Phil-” The casual namedrop of a god prompts a 
few snickers. “He gets this bright bloody idea to cut through the 
Nether, shave off a few clicks of travel.” A pause. “Guess how many 
tries it took to get us here.” 


Tubbo takes a swig from his tankard. 


“Not once, not twice, but fucking five-” Tubbo squints blearily at his 
upheld fingers and frowns. “Shit. | mean six- six fucking times!” 


Ranboo looks away from the board game he’s playing with a group 
of evokers. (He’s losing. He’s losing so badly.) “We gave up on the 
seventh, does that count?” 


A silence. 


“FUCK!” 


“Does that make it seven failures?” Eret loudly wonders. “Or is the 
seventh a success?” 


“The seventh didn’t make it to the mansion either,” Philza finally 
pipes up, appearing with the rest of the missing mansion residents. 
“So that makes it a fuckin’ failure, too. But y’know what? It still 
shaved off a good few days o’ travel, so I’m gonna count that as a 
win.” 


Tubbo’s hiccup blends into a disgraceful snicker. “Oh, does the boat 
crash count as a win, too?” 


Philza’s wings snap open. “SHUT! That was a server crash and you 
know it!” 


One of the pillagers- their name might have been Andre, if any of 
them were daring enough to speak their names in the presence of 


gods- hums with thought. “We felt it here, too. Took it as an omen 
when you and the Rine arrived, but there weren't any other 
disturbances. What do you make of it, Crow-Ley?” 


Rine. Crow-Ley. Disconnected from the words and scriptures of 
stationary countries, these wanderers had their own names for 
things that lived past the bounds of player. 


Philza, for his part, doesn’t even blink at the unusual address. 
Ranboo wonders if he’s heard the name before, or if gods simply... 
knew. Ranboo isn’t sure if he should ask. “I think the Dreamweaver’s 
being a bitch,” Philza bluntly puts forth. “Anyone with half a brain for 
the magic can see it, something’s been goin’ scuffed.” 


Tubbo howls with laughter. “HIS PROPHET’S DEFINITELY ONE, 
THAT’S FOR SURE!” 


Andre nods. “On our annual quest we have noticed less... life. Hunts 
come back emptier. It should be spring, but the grasses are not as 
green as they once were, and we find trees hollowed when we axe 
them for lumber.” They look back to the mansion. “We’ve turned to 
the farms of our communal lodges more than we like, as of late. We 
do not want to be presumptuous, but this is not... an act you are 
aware of?” 


Philza shakes his head. “The house of Death ain’t in the business of 


layin’ curses on the livin’. 


Not in the business, not incapable. Implying that it’s possible. It's 
existential revelations like these that keep Ranboo losing at board 
games. 


“Listen, mates, the only curse ‘round here is whatever the fuck keeps 
Philza’s hat on,” Tubbo reveals in another cunning display of 
drunken wisdom. 


“IT IS NOT CURSED, I-” Philza devolves into a wordless bundle of 
disgruntled noises. “No, no, I’m not doin’ this shit today.” 


Andre nods. “It is good to hear you have no involvement. Still, | worry 
that cracks might form. We’ve been seeing-” Their voice drops to a 
low whisper. “-we've been seeing crimson again.” 


The others stop their own discussions. Ranboo feels the temperature 
almost drop. 


“You cut that shit out, Andre,” one of Ranboo’s board players 
threatens. “You know why we don't speak of such things.” 


“We dine with gods today,” Andre defends, “we can’t be cursed twice 
over! Keeping it secret does us no good but to better seal our 
graves.” 


Eret, who had largely been content to watch the fire burn, suddenly 
frowns. “Crimson, you say?” 


“It is the Server-Killer. The Red Eyes.” Andre looks aside. “It came 
many centuries ago, a red forest springing out the roots of the world. 
It bled into the rivers, infested the stomachs of livestock, turned 
player and spirit alike mad with blood and worship.” 


“ve never heard of such a thing on this server’s history,” Eret notes. 


Andre scoffs. “The nations do not know- it killed all their cities. Who 
would be left to tell the tale? But we were the ones who did not stay 
in one place long enough to suffer for it, so our stories remember.” 


“How was it destroyed?” Philza asks. 


“It wasn’t,” Andre whispers. “It couldn’t sustain itself on mortals for 
long. First it called for spirits, and then for gods. But...” 


“There was only one god in this server,” an evoker murmurs, eyes 
fixed on the winged blue spirit dancing on her hands. "As it has 
always been. When the Crimson came, gorging itself on the lifeblood 
of this domain, the wilds cried out, and hid him deep within the heart 
of the woods. The Visionary’s forest could never be found, even by 
the most tireless of the red eyed followers. It starved- but it didn’t die. 
It's still here in whatever ghoulish hidden form it keeps.” 


Eret sucks in a wary breath. “I’m afraid the thing you speak of may 
be hidden no longer. Something has been spreading in the server 
heartlands, and people are becoming drawn to it. Eating it. 
Worshipping it.” 


Tubbo turns his head sharply. “Is this that blood vine shit that’s been 
hopping around the Badlands? | thought they had that quarantined!” 


“Not anymore.” Eret’s mouth flattens. “They’ve been getting... pushy 
about it. It is likely even their noble houses have been 
compromised.” 


Andre sighs. “Then it has begun again. Only this time, there are the 
gods to feed it. First the Soulsinger, then you- we even hear of 
something appearing in the deserts to the west.” Their eyes flick to 
Philza. “Don’t dip into the pride of your godkind, Crow-Ley. | don’t 
want to find out how deep the crimson roots can run.” 


The board game player speaks up again. “It’s a curse, one we would 
not wish on our worst omen-makers! Visionary is already showing 
signs of infection with all his life dying. Maybe we are finally in the 
end times.” 


Oh, gods. They’re probably right. Maybe it is the end. Ever since 
Ranboo joined this server, it's just been one countless war after 
another- that can’t possibly be normal! What better omen for the end 
of the world than the end of nations? 


They’re all gonna die- 


“This world won't die,” Philza flatly decides. “Not from this.” 


“You can’t be sure of that,” Eret refutes. 


“Maybe not.” Philza perches blithely on his enderchest, cane set to 
rest beside him. “But Death is timeless, and I’ve reaped people who 
won’t be born for centuries. If they had a world to die in, so will you.” 


They aren’t comforting words- Ranboo’s not even sure if they’re 
meant to be. 


He feels comforted nonetheless. 


“Prime’s blessed grace, Phil, you can’t just say words,” Tubbo 
drunkenly drawls. “People have this lovely thing called mortal terror 
that happens whenever you open your mouth.” He hiccups. “Where 
the fuck where you, anyways? Ranboo and Eret have been done 
with their shit for a full two clicks! Y’ can’t just- just leave a man 
stranded with nothin’ but arson and a tankard of... of...” Tubbo 
squints down at his drink. “The fuck is this shit again?” 


“Ironman aged mead,” someone answers. 


“You’re tellin’ me an ironman aged this mead?” 


“Stick it in the belly a bit. Let it froth around with the spices while the 
ironman moves around.” 


“OHH?” Tubbo’s mouth opens with enlightened shock. “That’s why 
your outposts have tied up ironmen! | thought you were just really, 
really mean to constructs.” His head snaps back to Philza with 
renewed fervor. “And don’t drop the question, you feathery bastard! 
You can’t just hang me out to dry like that! | have abandonment 
issues, you know.” 


He has abandonment issues, and Ranboo had the gall to leave him. 
Dear gods. Ranboo is a horrible person. How could he commit these 
grave crimes? 


...Well, he didn’t know they would be crimes when he did them, but 
that just means he’s an even more horrible person, clearly. 


“We were here for totems, Tubbo,” Ranboo points out instead, 
because admitting wrongdoing is a weakness that leads to death. “If 
you wanted something to do, you could have just done a totem run 
like the rest of us.” 


“But | don’t wanna do a totem run,” Tubbo whines, flopping against 
his log seat. “I just wanna see a mansion, and- | don’t know, live in it. 
It'd be kind of cool to live in a big house like that, wouldn't it?” 


“But-” Ranboo shakes his two quartz and blackstone totems. “-free 
canon lives.” 


Tubbo snorts disdainfully. “Nothing’s free, big man. Not even life. I’d 
rather take my chances with the hand the gods dealt me, thanks. 
AND YOU STILL FUCKED OFF FOR BLOODY AGES, PHIL!” he 
suddenly shouts, voice pitching out into the sky. 


“You did take a good deal longer than the rest of us,” Eret softly 
says, their own golden totems close at hand. “Why was that, if | may 
ask?” 


“Well, these kinds of totems run off will to live, innit?” Philza shrugs. 
“Will to live isn’t really a valid thing, comin’ from me.” 


Ranboo’s heart drops. Something must have changed in his 
expression, because Philza’s mouth suddenly ticks oddly, hand 
adjusting his hat. 


“It's not that deep, really,” Philza insists. “I’m just... not afraid to die 
the same way everyone else is. And the magic picks up on that. | 
had to change how | sourced it.” 


“YEAAAAAAH!” Tubbo whoops loudly, waving his now empty 
tankard around. “Built fucking different!” 


A vindicator fills up Tubbo’s cup again. 


“Nope. No more.” Philza swipes the tankard from Tubbo’s grip. 
“You're already drunk, Tubbo. This is a pillager lodge, not a bloody 
pub. Don't go drinkin’ our hosts dry.” 


“Ah, piss off.” Tubbo lets the handle go anyways. “You’re not my 
dad.” 


“Yer right,” Philza neutrally agrees, “I’m only your fuckin’ driver. And | 
don’t wanna deal with hungover passengers while I’m driftin’ the 
damn Nether roof.” He takes what would have been Tubbo’s drink 
and downs it for himself. “And | will not deal with your next bonfire 
story sober. Lay it on me, you little shit.” 


“So you know how that saying goes ‘the birds and bees-” 


“Oh god.” Ranboo groans. 


“Well one day | got one of my bees and one of my birds, and | put 
them in just a regular cage cause ya know | heard the quote and | 
was excited! What would happen? What could possibly happen 
when you put a bird and a bee together.” Tubbo licks his lips. “Poor 
Spins... she didn’t deserve to become brunch. But the worst thing 
about this, was that at the time... | was crunching a whole plate of 
honey butter on bread. Gods, | was so hungry.” 


“Wow.” Philza blinks, eyes just out of sync from each other. “I was 
right, that was so much more bearable drunk.” 


"You’re more bearable drunk, old man.” Tubbo turns to the people at 
Ranboo’s gaming table. “Hey lads, ever heard about the very real 
sport of trident pissing? It’s very real and not at all something | made 
up on the way here-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


After some time, they decided to stay the night. Even if the Nether 
roof wouldn’t be vulnerable to night creatures, the Overworld will by 
the time they return. 


And they don’t have time to unpack all that. 


Luckily, they had just spent the day doing whacky magic rituals in 
proximity to a literal communal mansion, and said mansion had so 
very many extra rooms, one of which Ranboo was staying in- by 


himself, because that was the one room that had a bed large enough 
for him to sleep in without either curling up like a ball or dangling off 
the mattress. 


This would be all well and good, except Ranboo... kind of sucks at 
sleeping alone. 


It might be an enderman thing. He hates to ascribe any of his 
countless personal weaknesses to biology, but his growing council of 
free endermen had insisted in this regard. Endermen hated to be 
alone, whether out in the world or inside their minds. 


That's part of why he let stray cats into his house. They'd count as 
not being alone. But he doesn't have his cats with him, and it would 
be creepy to barge into any of the other rooms asking for a bed 
companion. 


Leaving him with no other options but to tire himself out to the point 
of exhaustion. As per usual. 


He stalked along the halls for a bit, admiring the expensive rugs 
lining the wooden floors. After that, he found his way to the roof, and 
with a well placed pearl pistol shot found himself back on the deck of 
the Charon. 


(Really, the fact that it was up in the air should have been his first 
warning, but he’s always been a very stupid man.) 


Listen, everyone else was supposed to be asleep, and he'd never 
looked around The Charon properly the whole trip! He just wanted to 
know what it was like. 


It’s not his fault there was an entire lantern-lit dinner sitting there in 
Philza’s cabin. 


It was a very normal looking light meal. A bowl of sliced golden 
apples next to another thing of roasted nuts. Moonlight is shining 
through the pink tinted glass of the window, and there’s the 
suggestion of some books half-open on the table- by all accounts, 
Ranboo could have walked into some uncomfortably private moment 
of two people taking in each other’s company. 


Unfortunately, one of them is Philza, and the other is a giant fucking 
enderman skull sitting where a second plate should be. 


“| hear knocking is all the rage these days,” Philza quips. 


“You have an enderman skull,” is all Ranboo can manage to say. 
“Why... do you have an enderman skull?” 


Philza opens his arms, the eyespots of his wings uncomfortably 
focused. “Meet my ex-husband.” 


A long pause. 


“Your ex-husband,” Ranboo repeats, as if agreeing to everything 
Philza says will let any of this make more sense. “The enderman 
skull.” 


“Yes.” Philza raises his eyebrows, expression blank in a way 
Ranboo’s never really seen from him before. “You’re a very rude 
young man, aren't you?” 


There are two options here- Philza has either killed his husband, or 
gone and married a skull. Both equally alarming answers, for slightly 
different reasons. 


But bringing that up would be rude, and Ranboo is not a brave man. 


“In my defense, | didn’t think there would be someone here,” Ranboo 
says instead. 


“Well, it was our anniversary. Of his death, of course.” 


“Ah. You must have- you must have loved him very much,” Ranboo 
awkwardly offers. 


Philza tilts his head oddly. “You know, | think | did! | guess that’s why 
| hated him so much.” He rests his hand tenderly on the crown of the 
skull, and his eyes grow sad. “I could never make up my mind why. 
But | always hated that he died.” 


His gaze snaps back to Ranboo, an unsettlingly friendly smile on his 
face. 


“And now you’re here. But | would like you to leave. Tell you what.” 
He gestures flippantly around the room. “You get one question 
before | gently yeet you overboard. Choose wisely.” 


“Um-” Ranboo looks around. He sees Philza’s two totems, the 
shapes of crows carved into spindled bone. “What did you change? 
In order to make your totems work?” 


A feathered ear flicks. “Oh, that was today? Hm.” A hand running 
over sungold hair. “Well, | guess you can know.” Lapis eyes soften. “I 
never minded dyin’, but I’ve always loved life, y'know? So I... used 
my will for others to live. | guess that was enough.” 


Huh. 


“You're a nice person, actually,” Ranboo suddenly decides. 


“Aw, mate.” 


“Like- really nice,” Ranboo continues. “Il don’t even know if you’re a 
good person, but you're really nice sometimes.” 


Philza’s smile widens twice over. “Not for long.” 


It suddenly occurs to Ranboo that they are alone on this ship, 
everyone is supposed to be asleep, and not once has the man in 
front of him said his name. 


The thing that might have been Philza throws Ranboo gently 
overboard by the collar of his suit, cackling as Ranboo lands on all 
fours. 


“Get some rest, tall child,” it laughs, the path of its eyes mirrored by 
the crows lining the deck. “We'll forget about this tomorrow.” 


15. Here's The Truest Thing I've Ever Known 


Summary for the Chapter: 


The heart is just a muscle, with a rhythm all its own. 
It doesn't stop when you decide not to move on! 
The heart knows nothing of your love, or of your loss. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


contains one sentence of exotic text. 


So, this is... 


“Attempt number 58, | guess.” 


Don’t push yourself on my account, love. 


“Yes, well, I’ve always been a right bastard about things | can and 
can't do. We're just gonna have to cope with that.” 


I know this and | love you. Good luck. 


-<>Y<>- 


Ranboo had been walking back home from one of his many normal, 
routine, and totally not suspicious outings to the local village near 
Techno’s house when he noticed a whole murder of crows loitering 
on the roadside. 


He thinks it’s the roadside at least. The snow’s kind of gone and 
covered everything again after yet another snowstorm, making the 
true path difficult to see- at this point, Ranboo’s working off nothing 
but his own muscle memory to take him home and that’s just not 
ideal, really. 


And now there’s crows. On the roadside. Just standing there and 
hopping in place like a dance party no one asked for. What is this, a 
comedy skep? 


Ranboo rolls his eyes and keeps walking. Unfortunately, because 
this is Ranboo and life hates him, he promptly falls into a powder 
snow pit, sinking disgracefully into the shallow cave hole below. 


That’s one of those things Ranboo was warned about when he 
moved here. The surface of Neve was crawling with shallow caves 
and treacherous pockets of groundwater, covered for most of the 
year by deceptive snowdrifts. He’s lucky his water enchantments 
protect him, even as the wet cold sinks into his bones more than 
he'd like. 


Ranboo sticks one of his bony arms out of the snow to point 
accusingly at the crows. “This is all your fault. You tricked me into 
thinking this snow was stable enough to stand on.” He snickers. 
“You'll be hearing from my lawyer.” 


The lapis eyes of the crows only shine with delight at his misfortune, 
golden eyelashes curved along the friendly squint of their faces as 
they laugh with an all too familiar voice. 


“You’re Philza’s birds,” Ranboo murmurs to himself. He stands 
unsteadily, the grey tufts of his black tail catching against the snow 
as his eyes dart around. “Phil? You around here somewhere?” He 
laughs nervously. “C’mon, you know I’m bad with surprises.” 


Surely, the crows must mean Philza is nearby. They are, by Philza’s 
own admission, clingy little shits, rarely far from his side, and those 
that wander off wouldn’t gather in such large numbers. But Ranboo 
sees no trace of the man at all but the crows themselves, huddled 
around this arbitrary patch of snow containing nothing of interest. 


Right next to a snowdrift Ranboo has almost been trapped in. 


Ranboo summons a spade from his inventory (which was there for 
non-murderous reasons, he promises) and starts digging. 


It’s stupid. This is stupid. He’s getting worked up over nothing- he'll 
dig up an entire chunk of snow, and it'll probably just be some lost 


coin purse Chatters saw with their.... weird feathery omniscience. 
And then they'll go and laugh at him for being dumb enough to do 
the work for them. 


But what if it’s not something stupid? What if it’s- 


-the dull surface of the spade catches on a thin piece of wood. 
Ranboo nudges it out of the dig with the blunt end of his tool, until 
the dark wood ends in a white raven’s head, blue eyes and golden 
heart tassels lying in the snow. 


Philza. 


Okay. Okay, don’t panic. It’s- it's probably not what it looks like! 
Philza’s fine, he just... dropped his cane in a snowadrift? It doesn’t 
have to mean anything. 


“It's fine,” he mutters to himself as he tilts his spade to dig at a 
shallower, gentler angle. “It’s fine, Chatters. | can’t believe you’re all 
panicking like this. | bet you close your eyes for a millitick and you all 
think Philza’s dead.” 


The snow slowly unveils a curtain of night dark feathers, blue 
eyespots cloudy and unseeing. 


No. No, no, no, no- 


Ranboo sinks down to his knees, ignoring how the cold stings and 
burns on his palms as he brushes away the snow on Philza’s wings. 


Philza is not sprawled out the way he ought to have been if he’d 
fallen some great distance. His limbs are huddled close together, 
talons curled limply into his palms, tail held so snug against its body 
it nearly nestles into his face. As if he’d simply fallen asleep in the 
snow. 


Ranboo’s hand ghosts over the frost-ridden down on Philza’s face, 
and the sight is cruel enough to give him a memory. A memory of a 
black tower in a sea of sand, an angry crystal suspended on its 
surface. A little bluebird, too small for Ranboo’s palms, curled at the 
base of the crystal. 


How sad, someone had said to him. /t must have frozen to death 
here. It would have had no way to leave, after all. Black fingers point 
at the crystal. /t mistook the sensation for warmth and died. 


“No,” Ranboo simply says. “AC, AOD DER, AOD AGAPLA...” 


Ranboo takes off his rain cloak and wraps it around Philza’s body, 
taking the man into his arms. 


“It's fine,” Ranboo says, a high note in his voice as he starts to run 
towards the house. “You’re fine, we’re fine, everything’s fine-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno was tenderly brushing the ash away from his beloved and 
invaluable phoenix’s feathers (Chrysopoeia is a delight, but she goes 
a little overboard sometimes with her dust baths) when Ranboo had 
kicked open the door, prompting Chrysopoeia to sneeze out 
surprised sparks onto Techno’s snout. (Rude. ) 


“TECHNO!” Ranboo shouts like Techno isn’t 5 blocks away from him. 
“PHILZA IS DYING!” 


Techno lazily looks down at the very snow frosted Philza swaddled in 
Ranboo’s rain cloak. “Oh, sadge. Tell him he needs to patch the 
greenhouse when he’s done doing that. There’s this one crack in the 
roof corner and | can’t reach it with my enormous and powerful piglin 
hands.” Chrysopoeia pecks at Techno’s wrist. “Yes, | know. | am still 
brushing you down.” 


“He’s so cold,” Ranboo whimpers. “So, so cold.” He sets Philza down 
on the couch and removes the frost-ridden crowsworn cloak from the 
man’s body, replacing it with warm blankets. “Oh, jeez, what else do 
you do with frozen people?” 


“He’s not frozen,” Techno corrects. “He’s just in torpor.” 


“He’s got ice on him,” Ranboo mutters to himself, completely 
ignoring what Techno just said. “I need- you need something to warm 
him up, what if the blankets aren’t enough...” 


At this point, most of the dogs that were coincidentally inside started 
clamoring up to Philza, sniffing curiously at his curled up body and 
trying to solicit affection. (Traitors.) 


“Yes! Dogs! Warm!” Ranboo scooches their plush furry coats closer 
to Philza. “Good dogs. Best friends.” He turns back to Techno with a 
suspicious squint. “I don’t know how you can just stand there when 
your best friend’s barely breathing.” 


“Because he'll be fine,” Techno stresses. “He’s done this loads of 
times.” 


“Loads of times?” Ranboo’s expression turns panicked. “Oh, gods, 
he told me his will to live was different, but not like this! How did | not 
notice this happening?” There’s a growing keen in his voice. “/’m a 
terrible neighbor.” 


Welp. This has gone beyond Techno’s control. Ranboo’s clearly 
gone past listening to any reassurance that Philza is not, in fact, 
freezing to death, and he will likely continue to do so until Philza 
wakes up enough to say it himself. 


Techno will laugh about it afterwards. Just not right now, because 
that would be mean- Ranboo’s conclusions are catastrophized at 
best, but the anxiety is real. 


Chrysopoeia, tired of no longer being the center of attention, 
promptly decides to harass her favorite idiot. She flaps away from 
Techno’s wrist and onto Philza, hunkering down to preen at his hair. 


Techno sighs and pats Philza’s head. 


Philza lets out a discontent noise, eyes barely cracking open. 


“Oh, thank fuck.” Ranboo gently grabs Philza’s shoulder. “Are you 
okay? Are you hurt? How many fingers am | holding up?” 


“Trxtin...” 


Ranboo stares off into the distance, a hollow look in his mismatched 
eyes. “By Prime, he’s lost his mind. The hypothermia already begot 
his ruin.” A loud sob enters his voice as his eyes well with tears. “l 
was too late.” 


As Ranboo sobs, tenderly holding Philza close in his arms like a 
boneless cat, Philza himself turns his head towards Techno with a 


surly expression. “Mate, what the fuck is this?” he flatly asks in 
Talon. “I was with my wife.” 


“Cut him some slack,” Techno defends. “He thought he found your 
dead body.” A pause. “| mean he didn’t, but in his defense, most 
people found as half-frozen corpses are in actual mortal peril, Phil. 
We can’t all engage in recreational near-death experiences.” 


“Ah.” Philza’s antlers click lethargically as he stiltedly pats Ranboo’s 
shoulders. “It’s okay, mate. We're okay.” 


“| thought you froze to death,” Ranboo sobs. “You were all cold and 
buried in the snow and | didn’t know what to do and I-” 


“It's alright. | wasn’t hurt, see? | was never hurt.” His expression 
shifts as his crows look at Ranboo’s water irritated hands, his face 
burned with tears. “Aw, mate. Did you hurt yourself?” 


“I’m sorry,” Ranboo apologizes. “| was being stupid.” 


“You were bein’ stupid,” Philza concedes. “And don't make a habit 
out of it, okay? If you start fussin’ while I’ve got my eyes open, I'll 
take out your shins. Bustin’ your back over an old man who doesn’t 
need the help won’t do either of us any good.” 


Ranboo looks away, cheeks colored with something like shame. 


This feels... different, than what Techno thought Philza would have 
done. Different than what he had done before. 


Every time Philza would get banged up, or have a rough night, 
Wilbur would notice and start fussing- like Wilbur was the father, and 
Philza the errant eyas. Wilbur always loved Philza too much from the 
moment he opened his eyes. And Philza, more often than not too 
tired to tell him otherwise, let him. 


“It's not your fault,” Philza softly says, wings hesitantly wrapping 
across Ranboo’s back. “All you did was give a shit, that’s not your 
fault. | didn’t think about what would happen if you saw me like that, 
and that’s on me. Alright? It wasn’t your fault.” 


“It wasn’t-” Ranboo’s breath catches. “It wasn’t my fault.” 


“There you are.” Philza puts his hands over Ranboo’s. “Let’s get you 
patched up, okay?” 


“Okay.” 
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For the rest of the day, Philza had an enderman shaped shadow. 


And he notices. He has far too many eyes for his own good, of 
course he notices. The real question is what he’s going to do about 
it. 


He’d told Ranboo he hated to be fussed over- cared for was one 
thing, but panicked protection and coddling was another. He’d grown 
up inside far too many walls to ever stand it again. 


But he did give Ranboo a fright the poor man never asked for. 


He sighs. 


“Do you want to stay the night?” Philza gently asks. 


Ranboo looks outside the window. “l- I’m sorry, | didn’t realize it'd 
gotten so late! | can leave, I’m being weird, I’m sorry-” 


“Im not asking if you’re being weird, Ranboo,” Philza corrects. “I’m 
asking if you'd sleep a little easier with me around tonight.” 


“l-” Ranboo hesitates. “Yes. I’m sorry.” 


Philza hums. “I’m gonna sit by the fire for a bit. I’m still kinda cold 
from this morning.” 


With nothing better to do, Ranboo ends up following him, sinking 
down into one of the many haphazard but very plush pillows set 
around the hearth. Philza’s properly reclined on his side, wings 
halfheartedly spread out to soak in the warmth of the fire, but 
Ranboo would be a knot of useless limbs if he tried to replicate that, 
so he just sits on his knees a bit, long tail trailing towards Philza. 


“Your tail’s very long for an enderman,” Philza suddenly comments. “1 
never noticed that. Like- almost twice as long, | think.” 


Ranboo blinks. “How would you know that?” 


Philza shrugs. “I’ve seen a lot of endermen.” 


“No, | mean- how would you know what / look like?” Ranboo 
presses. “How would you notice something right now? You never 
met me before the explosion.” 


Philza raises his eyebrows. “I can see out of my crows. I’ve told you 
that, right?” 


A long pause. 


“Phil, we are completely alone in this room right now.” 


“l-” Philza frowns. “Hold the fuck up.” 


His antlers click towards various corners of the room, but he feels 
nothing. There is a Chatters upstairs watching Techno read, two 
more watching the dogs, three checking to make sure no potions are 
left on the brewing stands, and four sitting on the roof outside. 


There are no crows inside this room. 


Philza can see a long, grey and black shape where he knows 
Ranboo’s tail is. 


...Last Philza checked, he was fucking blind. 


That doesn’t make any sense. That'’s- that’s not how it’s supposed to 
work. He lost his son, he lost his sight, he lost his wings. That's what 
happened. That happened. 


That happened, and that’s how it was, and that’s how it was just 
going to be now, because if it wasn’t like that anymore, then that’s 
not how things work. And if that’s not how things work, and he can 
see again and fly again and his stupid, stupid child is back again- 


-it doesn’t work like that. Because if it did, it wouldn’t be real. It would 
go away like it never happened, like Philza could have just gotten 
over it and it never happened, it wasn't real, not even this fucking 
emptiness rattling in his chest like a corpse caught in its coffin, it’s 
not real, it’s not real, I’M- 


A Chatters hops on Philza’s shoulder. 


He breathes. 


The world is real again. 


He can still see Ranboo. 


And he’s going to have to live with that. 


“Phil?” 


Ranboo sounds worried. Ranboo /ooks worried, and Philza doesn't 
need a scrap pixel of soul color to see it, as faded and fuzzy the 
image may be. 


“?m- I’m okay,” Philza whispers a half step too late. “I just... forgot 
what seein’ out of my own eyes was supposed to look like.” 


Ranboo towers over Philza, but he’s small for an enderman, and 
Chatters was right- his face really does have a sweeping grey 
crescent moon on the left side of it. 


“Oh.” Ranboo’s ears flick nervously. “Sorry. I’m probably not a pretty 
sight.” 


“That’s not it at all, mate.” 


“What is it, then?” Ranboo nervously asks. 


“| was right, that’s all.” Philza opens his hand and touches it against 
Ranboo’s awkward palm. “You had five fingers, just like me.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


philza got so used to seeing out of his crows that he couldn't 


see his own eyes returning to him. 
they still haven't, not quite, but the fact that they are is more 


than he could ever bear. 


16. Gone Fishing 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Phil! There's a weird looking fox outside. 


In defense of the elytron shade Wren Watson, he expects to pull up 
a fish when he goes fishing, and he didn't really think being a dead 
man would go and change that much. 


It’s fishing. With a damn fishing pole. He expects at least something 
vaguely fish-like. Perhaps even crustacean, if something very odd 
happened while he was pulling up the line. 


He doesn’t expect to pull up a salmon with fur. Or for said salmon to 
flop helplessly on the dock for a solid five tocks before turning into an 
entire fox lady. 


Because that’s just a whole thing now, apparently. 


“Ah- hi, mate?” Wren hesitantly starts. 


Talon’s still a thing people speak, right? He remembers it being 
pretty common when he was alive, and she’s dressed like those 
people who come out of the coastal part of Sky, kind of. Then again, 


Wren doesn’t know when- or where- the mysterious pond fox lady 
has come from. 


But he really, really hopes she can speak Talon, because he fucking 
sucks at Script. 


“You... really went ham on the docks there,” Wren _haltingly 
continues. “You alright?” 


“I, um- yes. Maybe?” 


She sits up on her knees, tucking a strand of faded hair away from 
her thin face. Despite the white- almost grey- mane of unruly hair, 
she looks unsettlingly young. It must have been winter wherever she 
was last, for her hair to look so drastic. 


Her green eyes look up at him and she stills. 


“What?” Wren defensively asks. “Do | have something fucked up on 
my face?” 


“No,” she quickly says, an odd rasp in her voice. “You just- you look 
just like my daughter, almost. When her winter coat comes in.” 


Wren snorts. “That's a new one. Ain’t anybody ever told me | look 
like a fox.” 


The lady waves her hand dismissively. “Oh, nothing like that. Her 
father was an elytron, that’s all. He was very pretty.” She trails off, 
eyes growing sad. “But | shouldn't be here. After | died, he kept me 
with him. | think? | don’t remember it very well.” She runs her hands 
over one of her tails. “And then he was gone for a long, long time, 
and now I’m here.” 


A silence. 


“Can | be really honest with you for a bit, mate?” Wren dares. 


“If you're about to say he left me, I’m going to bite you,” the lady 
informs him. “I don’t care if we’re dead. | bet you still remember what 
pain feels like.” 


“Oh, no, | just think your husband’s dead,” Wren bluntly clarifies. 
“Seems like the most likely solution here.” Blunt fangs clamp down 
on his wrist. “Ow. Please unbite my arm, mysterious pond lady.” 


She flips him off, mouth still clamped down on his poor, long dead 
illusion of physical form. 


“If you don’t let me go, the Angel of Death is gonna kick your ass,” 
Wren threatens. “Or I’ll harass him until he does.” 


That comment sets his arm free, but she doesn’t look the slightest bit 
intimidated. “Oh, Phil! He’s my father in-law!” 


Wren’s brain stutters to a halt. “Your what now?” 


“| met this very cute boy once,” she casually starts, “and then | met 
his parents, and then it turned out his dad was the Angel of Death. 
He looks like every grandpa ever, in case you were wondering.” 


Wren has a dead nephew. At least one. He’s going to unpack that 
later- preferably when Philza comes back, so he can scream about 
it. 


“That grandpa happens to be my baby brother, so | guess we're in- 
laws now,” Wren decides. “What’s your name, lass?” 


“Sally Soot!” she brightly reveals. “Who the fuck are you?” 


“Wren Watson, last | checked.” He looks around awkwardly. “Do you 
remember where you guys used to live? I’ve been around here for a 
long while, | bet we could find your husband...” 


“Wilbur. Wilbur Sam-seong Soot. It was an Overworld server 
called...” Sally scrunches her nose. “Dreaming Lands?” 


“Dreamlands?” Wren raises his eyebrows. “Ain’t that the fuck off 
server they don't want anybody goin’ to?” 


“Not in my time, it wasn’t,” Sally elaborates. “Wilbur knew the domain 
god ‘cus of Phil, so it was fine.” 


“Sounds like a start.” Wren starts walking off the docks. “Come on, 
let’s go.” 


Sally stalls, an uncertain expression on her face. “What if he doesn’t 
want to see me? What if- what if he’s already gone?” 


“Death is the timeless domain, dove. If he ain’t there, we can make it 
happen.” Wren laughs lightly. “And we’re flock, innit? If Wilbur’s 
anything like me or his dad, he’d break the world for what he loves. 
He can spare a moment for his wife.” 


17. Ranboo's Axe 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Beware of princes bearing gifts. 


Ranboo’s been settling pretty nicely, it seems. 


Him and Philza have put up a little extra cabin by the cliffs for him to 
live in- at least the start of one- and they spent the other day fixing 
up furniture. It’s far from complete, especially with the way Philza 
and Ranboo keep getting sidetracked by grocery runs and other 
things. Really, it’s more of a shack at the moment, a place for 
Ranboo to keep his stuff dry. As soon as it had a roof, he’d 
stubbornly camped inside the empty building in abject misery for all 
of a day and a half before Philza, equally stubbornly, herded Ranboo 
back into his own house. 


At least they’re getting along. Even if Philza is loudly denying any 
errant flock instinct occurring in Ranboo’s general direction. 


(Techno’s not the only one here with newly worsened trust issues 
anymore.) 


But lately, Techno’s been watching Ranboo make a lot of trips to the 
villages by himself. And that would be fine, because Ranboo is his 


own man- except that Ranboo really, really doesn't want Techno to 
see that he’s going out. 


Which is immediately suspicious. 


And Techno does try to be normal about it. After all, most people are 
normal and sane and don’t immediately think of murder and betrayal 
whenever another person starts acting remotely close to odd. But 
Techno is not most people, and neither is Ranboo. 


(He really wishes he could have been, sometimes. ) 


There’s a knock. Techno opens his door to find none other than 
Ranboo himself. 


And he’s just standing there. 


Menacingly. 


“Hello,” Techno says after a prolonged round of uncomfortable eye 
contact. 


Ranboo snaps back into awareness. “Hey there! Hi! Hi.” 


“How you doin’?” 


“Im doin’ good,” Ranboo easily says. He looks out the window. “l 
kind of- in case you haven't noticed, | kind of moved in over there.” 


(He said, as if he had not kicked open Techno's door the other day 
with a torpored Philza in his arms.) 


“Mm. Yes, | saw,” Techno agrees, as if he was not the person to 
invite Ranboo to live here. “Don’t you have, like, a shack or 
something?” 


“Yeah. It’s just a shack for now. Probably will... continue to be a 
shack.” A blink. “| have more pets, though.” 


“Yeah, you got some nice parrots,” Techno recalls. 


When Ranboo asked if he could have pets in his house, Techno had 
been thinking of a rabbit. Or one of Techno’s dogs. And Ranboo did 
get a rabbit, but he also got two cats and two parrots. He has so 
many pets- unlike Techno, who has a reasonable one horse and two 
hundred dogs. 


“They do make creeper noises, though,” Ranboo reveals. “And that’s 
terrifying.” 


“You'll just be sitting there, asleep at night, and then you'll hear a 
creeper one block away from your ear,” Techno snarks. 


“Yeah, | don’t really know what | was thinking. But it’s not like | can 
just kill them.” 


Techno did not laugh at that. He just breathed very loudly. No one 
can prove otherwise. 


He looks up at Ranboo’s head, spotting a simple golden crown on 
the young man’s grey and white hair. “| see you've been 
redecorating,” he jokes. “Are you plagarizing me now?” 


Ranboo lets out a burst of nervous laughter. “No, no! | swear I’m not. 
But, uh- remember the other day, when | asked you about your 
crown?” 


Ah, yes. The crown. The weird shattered thing of divine gold and 
blue jewels floating around Techno’s head for no particular reason. 
That crown. Ranboo had innocently asked why such a thing is on his 
head when he’s an anarchist. In Ranboo’s defense, it was a valid 
question. 


A crown is a symbol of worth. Of power. But unlike any mortal king, 
Techno’s crown was a symbol of his power over himself, not others. 
He would be the only person he ever rules. 


“That whole, uh-” Ranboo puffs his chest. “Being your own man! The 
only one in control of you! | think... | want something like that, too, 
y’know? So, uh- | made my own?” He shuffles awkwardly against the 
snow. “If that’s okay.” 


HAH 
If you can’t get technoblade at home, storebought is fine 
Blood prince 
Targay Technoblade be like 
OH? 
OHOHOHO? 


There must have been some kind of look on Techno’s face, because 
Ranboo’s confidence crumples like a dry pastry. 


“You don’t like it,” Ranboo quickly says. “It’s bad, | knew it, | just- | 
just wanted to do something cool-” 


“It's fine,” Techno corrects. “It’s- it’s fine. | don’t own the idea of 
crowns, man. Do what you want.” He blinks. “Is that why you’ve been 


mucking around the villages so much, lately? Were you bothering 
the smithing tables?” 


“A bit, yeah.” 


Techno hums. “Well, next time you want to borrow crafting stuff, just 
pop into my place. The tools are for everybody here to use, | just use 
them more.” 


“| wanted it to be a surprise,” Ranboo mutters. “Besides, | had 
something else | was working on, too.” 


“Oh?” 


“Well, | have a present, actually,” Ranboo elaborates. “Just so that- 
‘cus | know every single time that I’ve had to come here, I’ve had to 
give you something?” 


“That’s true,” Techno concedes. 


“And now I’m going to be here for... probably a little bit longer than 
any of the other times, I’d say,” Ranboo underwhelmingly points out. 
“Hopefully.” 


“Well, I’m a big fan of presents,” Techno encourages. 


“So, | made this.” 


And Ranboo puts an axe into his hands. 


A goldbone netherite axe. 


A piglin axe. 


“Because | heard you lost it while you were blowing up the country,” 
Ranboo explains. 


Techno’s worn, gold freckled hooves curl around the crimson stem. 
This is not the Axe of Peace- no, never, that was long stolen and 
gone. But a faithful echo of it, a memorial. An exact photographic 
memory, almost. Ranboo must have taken specific note of the 
original during Techno’s execution, in order to be so exact. 


It is not what Techno lost, but it is a sounder’s tooth, nonetheless. 


(And it fits perfectly in his hands.) 


“Well, | suppose this is a- a- I-” Techno’s breath shakes. “I guess this 
gift is s-sorta okay. | suppose | might find a use for this.” 


“Maybe,” Ranboo distantly says. “Maybe.” 


Techno lets out an uneven growl. “My heart isn’t warmed at all. J-just 
because you gave me this axe, doesn’t mean we're friends now, 
alright? Don’t get any ideas.” 


“Yeah, no,” Ranboo easily agrees. “It’s just kind of like rent.” 


Ranboo does not know what the Axe of Peace once meant to 
Techno. He does not know what void he is trying to fill, only that 
Techno was in need of a tool and he could provide it. 


(He’s just a good man. And Techno could use the company of good 
people.) 


The gold dust of Techno’s hands sinks into Ranboo’s gift. 


“| guess | appreciate it a little bit,” Techno grumbles. “Y’know what, 
it’s rent. It's rent. More of an obligation, really.” 


Or a covenant, his mind whispers back. 


“You stop that,” Techno mutters to himself in Khorsh as Ranboo 
walks away. “Give him a month and he'll probably push me into a 
ditch. Or die of something stupid because he was too polite to walk 
away.” 


But will you regret it? a chorus presses regardless. 


“No,” he whispers. “You know how it is, I’ve never learned a damn 
thing. Of course | won't.” 


(And he never did.) 
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Summary: 


And seeing this- all of this- it was like a bottomless pit had suddenly 
opened in his heart. As if his friend had died a second time. 


Two gods of Blood and Death find an old friend's stronghold. 
Halfway across the world, someone weaves a dream to live forever. 


1. Hunted 


Author's Note: 


This is a series and if you didn't read the previous books it's not 
our fault you don't know what's going on. Backread, dumbass. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


He’s in the workshop again. 


It’s not the real workshop- he’s not sure he even remembers what 
that was supposed to look like. A memory of a memory, a 
Dreamweaver’s echo imposed on this... strange, imperfect limbo. 


It was foolish of Lagos to do this without at least some more 
research. In his defense, though, there’s pitifully little information out 
there on Death’s domain, even among the crowsworn, and he’s not 
going to go ask Philza about something like this. 


Death’s Angel probably wouldn't appreciate Lagos’ little backdoor 
trick. 


The workshop- for that is the only word Lagos' mind supplies, even if 
he does not understand why- is a tiny, tiny room. A room of 
blackstone bearing no window to the outside world, the only source 
of light being the lanterns embedded in the walls. Porcelain arms 
and legs are laid out in racks as a large mannequin made of purpur 
hangs from the ceiling, notes and markings scribbled along its 
surface. 


Anatomical diagrams of various bipedal creatures are stuck 
haphazardly on every flat surface, while some impossibly small 
crystal hangs suspended under a magnifying glass, displaying the 
circuitry etched along its surface. Every word seems to run right off 
the page with desperation, for all the tiny symbols are delicate and 
precise. One small cat-like contraption lies thrown into the garbage, 
its form now molten and bubbling beyond repair. 


It's such a small room. He knows it in the cramped, claustrophobic 
space of the too-big furniture, of the tools, and all it does is make him 
feel even smaller. 


There is one door. One exit. 


Lagos can’t remember why he doesn’t bring himself to open it. 


[TIME’S UP] a voice suddenly crackles on the intercom. [TAP OUT, 
IDIOT.] 


A pull against the back of Lagos' head, forcing him backwards and- 


-he coughs the water out of his throat, hands gripping the edges of 
the sink someone else’s hands pushed his head into. 


“Do you have to be so rough every time?” Lagos wearily asks, nose 
still stinging with water. 


“Yes,” Punz bluntly asserts as they let go of his head, hand roughly 
slapping Lagos' neck. “It's not like | can lovingly serenade you 
awake.” 


“But do you really have to drown me?” Lagos presses. 


“| can either drown you or stab you, man.” Punz shrugs. “Take your 
pick.” 


“Alright, alright.” Lagos stands, hand pushing his now half-soaked 
hair out of the way. “Thanks, anyways. | keep losing track of the time 
down there, the time dilation is so inconsistent.” 


Punz clicks their stopwatch. “That's what I’m here for. What's the 
status report?” 


They walk down the hall towards the ‘war room’, so to speak. The 
planning room, at least, where Punz drafts his hunts. That’s one of 
the things Lagos likes about Punz. The man has a place for 
everything. 


“It definitely took me somewhere,” Lagos reports. “And it’s doing it 
consistently. But | have no idea where the place is, and it doesn't 
match up with any other readings I’ve had about the underworld. | 
can't make any sense of it.” 


It being Schlatt’s book. That sickly little half-demon couldn’t have 
known how valuable it was, or he never would have parted with it, 
but Lagos knew. Oh, he knew, he knew it even from the faded 
impressions left on Schlatt’s soul just from the proximity. 


It’s a book of Life, or something like it. Life, and a strong Life at that, 
strong enough to subvert even Death's inevitability. 


Unfortunately, getting it to do what Lagos wants is a... learning 
curve, to say the least. 


“Then how do we know it works?” Punz asks. 


“We don't,” Lagos admits. “But we can test it.” 


A long pause. 


“That would mean killing someone,” Punz slowly points out. 


“Unless it does work-” 


“Lagos.” Punz’s thin eyebrows furrow. “We can't just go around killing 
people. Someone’s gonna notice.” 


“Well, what about someone old?” Lagos suggests. “We can just say 
it was an accident or something.” He smiles drily. “Like Phil. He’s 
pretty old. He might die soon, anyway.” 


“Phil,” Punz flatly repeats. “Phil, the resident death god? Yeah, no. 
People will definitely notice that. He has tons of allies.” 


Lagos, of course, knew it was a dumb joke even before he said it, 
but he refuses to admit weakness. “Come on, it'd be easy. It’s just 
one death god. He’s not nearly as spry as he used to be, after all 
those injuries. He’s flightless and half blind at this point, we’d 
practically be doing him a favor sending him back to his Lady.” 


“And then he'd turn into a divine supernova,” Punz argues. “And 
even if we survived that, Techno would run us into the ground. | 


wouldn't be dumb enough to try that no matter how much you paid 
me. And you pay me a lot.” 


“Buzzkill,” Lagos jokes. 


“You pay me to be your buzzkill, so who's the real idiot here?” 


“My point still stands,” Lagos insists. “We need someone that no one 
would ask questions about.” 


Punz hums, hands tracing over the territories on his map. “Well, if it 
works, no one even has to die.” 


Lagos frowns. “What? They would te// people! If we kill them, they 
would have to stay dead, even if it worked.” 


Punz laughs lightly. “Yeah. Good luck with that. This server’s too 
tight-knit. There’s not a single person that would go unnoticed.” 


“Yeah,” Lagos concedes. “You're right. There’s not a single person. 
But there might actually be two.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Back before things fell apart and there was still a country called 
L’'manburg, there once were two men named Lazar and Vikkstar. 


Vikkstar was a thin faced human with large dark eyebrows. A former 
radio host in his late 20s who retired early to the remote server of the 
Dreamland, where his name and face wouldn't follow him. 


Lazar, on the other hand, was a ginger dryad missing his right leg up 
to the thigh after a particularly nasty sports injury. Like Vikk, he was a 
bit on the younger side compared to the largely elderly residents of 
the retired Boomerville population, so they lived together. Even 
became good friends. 


A player and a spirit. Three lives and one life. The mundane and the 
magical. 


How unfortunate for them, that they made such perfect test subjects. 


It’s Lazar that notices them first, his dryadic senses feeling footsteps 
trampling the roots of the ground, but it was Vikk who saw them- saw 
them and screamed with shock at the white painted face practically 
floating in the darkness. 


A Prophet and a Huntsman lunge out of the trees. Their prey, like 
any frightened animal, runs for dear life. 


(People, not prey. Lagos and Punz know this, and they did not forget 
it. But at this point, they've long since accepted that terms like 
people and prey are not mutually exclusive.) 


But they run. They run, and for far longer than Lagos or Punz would 
have expected- for that, they will be remembered, if only by their 
killers, for trying so desperately to survive. They hold each other’s 
hands, unwilling to let either of them fall behind, even as silenced 
gunshots rattle recklessly into the trees around them. 


Even so. 


All hunts end. 


It’s only a matter of time. 


Lazar falls, his peg leg catching against a pit on uneven ground, and 
Lagos finds him first, bounding out of the forest to pin him against 
the cliffside. Lazar kicks out, the thin point of his prosthetic ramming 
against the man’s mask. 


A white rabbit-like smile shatters, exposing a single gleaming green 
eye, and Lagos still does not falter. Lazar’s breath catches, fingers 
rooting into the earth for any magic he can spare, and... 


...he looks to the side. 


Punz is holding an axe to Vikkstar’s throat, grey eyes challenging the 
dryad before them to make any more resistance. 


Lazar knocks his head against the ground as him and his housemate 
are placed in iron cuffs. 


“What are you going to do with us?” Vikkstar asks before a hood is 
forced over his head. “What do you want?” 


“Don’t worry,” a broken mask smiles down at him. “lf everything 
works, it'll be just like a bad dream.” 


(And it did.) 


(And it did.) 


(And it did.) 


And it did, again and again. By his hand, they live and die and live 
again, until the name of Life was so sewn onto Lagos' tongue, 
caught against the thread of his mind, that he could have burned that 
sacred book to ashes and felt nothing. 


(And he did.) 


2. Chitter Jitter Bicker 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Glass breaks quite loud, doesn't it. 


The house is a little emptier now that Edward’s gone. 


He didn’t die or anything. He just kind of fucked off for a bit, said he 
had to go find something. Philza suspects that might have something 
to do with Ranboo, but it’s not like Edward’s around anymore to ask 
follow-up questions. 


Or anyone, for that matter. Philza’s alone in the house today. 
Chekhov’s gone on another one of his wayward crawls, Techno’s 
taken Orpheus and Hubert on some sort of errand- and far be it from 
Philza to tell Hubert he can’t go outside, gods knows the man needs 
a bit of fresh air. 


Philza’s alone in the house with his thoughts and his birds, and no 
particular task left in mind but letting some of the younger dogs 
inside since it’s a bit colder today than usual. 


And maybe getting around to doing something about his fucking 
migraine, because he’d really like it to stop. 


“You'd think havin’ workin’ eyes would be a good thing,” Philza loudly 
complains as he ruffles the pale furs of the dogs. “But no! | have to 
wake up gettin’ all eyestrained ‘cus my eyes are pissed off they have 
t’ pay rent again.” 


He sighs. His crows are nothing more than faded impressions at the 
moment, ghosts of sight and sound while his ‘real’ body tries to 
adjust to the growing pains of its healing senses again. Even his 
antlers are picking up shit worse than usual because of how much 
pain his sight is demanding at the moment. Any plans he might have 
had to stretch his wings while he had the house to himself are pretty 
much dead now. 


The pain fades of course, it always does, but it’s... annoying. 
Vulnerable. (Weak.) He doesn’t like it. 


At least no one else is around to see him like this. He can ride it out 
just fine on his own without anyone else worrying and preening over 
him like some kind of priceless art piece- 


Breathe. (Breathe.) No one here would treat you like that. They’re 
only trying to help. 


...Gods, he hates bad pain days. He gets so pissy and paranoid. 


He’s already done what he can, for the most part. He fixed up a 
stronger willow tea than usual for the headache with a generous 
spoonful of honey for the bitterness. The temptation to slip some 
pink into his drink and crawl into bed for the rest of the day is rising, 
but he resists. He’s got shit to do today. 


It sounds like all the dogs who want to be inside have already made 
it. He moves to close the door, at least to keep the fire from blowing 
out in the wind. Unfortunately, his sudden movement excites one of 
the younger ones, prompting it to race around the hearth with 
reckless abandon. 


Which triggers a chain reaction of all the other dogs following suit 
and zooming around the house. 


The world around him transforms into a blended palette of creamy 
colors and insistent claw clicks, muddying his already shitty vision 
with an extra dose of directionless vertigo. 


“Could you settle down for one millitick?” Philza half-begs. “Just let 
me close the door.” 


A clicking glassy hiss sounds out at his side. 


Philza hisses back irritably. “Chatters, now is not the time for another 
fuckin’ creeper prank-” 


The world explodes with white. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Ranboo had been brushing down one of his cats when he heard a 
small riot break out in the yard. 


Okay. Maybe not a riot. 


But it was very loud, and very alarming, and when he looked outside 
his window, there were around twenty dogs leaping out of Techno’s 
house at incredible speeds. Their rapturous howls tear out into the 
great wide wonder as they chase that holy unknown, golden eyes 
alight with the sort of wild abandon possessed only by maddened 
worshippers. 


Or. 


You know. 


Really excited dogs. 


But dogs, much like unknowable religious experiences, usually had 
some sort of cause to go breaking out of people’s homes, even 
stupid causes, so Ranboo should probably check in on that. As 
neighbors do. 


“Techno?” Ranboo calls out. “Hubert-” 


He yelps sharply as something smacks his legs. He most definitely 
did not jump a solid block in the air, nearly hitting the ceiling and 
falling onto his butt. No one can prove this happened. Ranboo is a 
respectable individual of great grace and humility. 


What definitely happened, though, was Ranboo being forcibly 
brought to eye level with a very wide-eyed Philza- who wasn't staring 
at anything in particular but was steadily ramming his cane into the 
ground in a way rapidly approaching Ranboo’s toes. 


Not ideal. 


“Phil-” Ranboo kicks his leg up into the air as Philza rams into the 
ground. “Phil, come on-” He lets out a static hiss as Philza hits one of 
his ankles. “PHILZA, WHAT THE FUCK?” 


“Oh, it’s you.” Philza blinks. “Your footsteps are very quiet. | thought 
a creeper got into the house.” 


“Why would a creeper be in the house?” Ranboo wonders. 


Philza tilts his head. “Because of the explosion.” 


Ranboo looks around the house. Everything looks... fine. Nothing’s 
destroyed. 


“Phil, what explosion? Everything’s fine.” 


Philza’s tail thumps _ irritably against the ground. “Something 
exploded! In the- in the walls! Around the... walls. | know it.” 


Ranboo twists his head around. There's still no real evidence 
anything happened. The only indication of an event is Philza’s own 
obvious irritation as he paws at one of Techno’s many decorations- 
this one, an absolutely prodigious hoglin skull with four tusks, 
painted in red and white patterns. 


Philza looks back at Ranboo, and his expression flattens, the 
eyespots of his wings almost glaring at Ranboo in an accusatory 
way. “I’m not fucking crazy.” 


And in that moment, it stops mattering to Ranboo if there was an 
explosion or not. Because if it had been Ranboo who'd heard 


something loud and frightening, he’d like to be taken seriously, even 
if he was wrong. He’d like to be believed in. 


So that’s what Ranboo does. He believes Philza. 


“Okay. I'll help you find the explosion.” 


A mottled red lingers on Philza’s antlers. “If this is some kind of 
fucking joke, I’m gonna throw out your bones in your sleep.” 


“Phil, why would | be joking about wanting to help you?” Ranboo 
sadly asks. 


Philza’s antlers turn back as his mouth ticks with some unfinished 
emotion. “It was- it was nearby one of the windows,” he says instead. 
“| think. It sounded like glass.” 


There’s nothing in particular by one of the windows, though. 


...Except the potion brewing stands. One of which is stained with the 
electric blue of a swiftness potion, surface marred with broken glass. 


(Splash potions use gunpowder.) 


“Phil,” Ranboo hesitantly asks, “does anything ever, like, happen if 
you leave a splash potion cooking too long?” 


“It explodes-” Philza frowns. “Oh my fucking god, he didn’t.” Philza 
drags a slow hand over his face. “Oh, gods in heaven.” 


Ranboo lets out a nervous laugh. “I’m sure it was an honest 
mistake? Techno’s a very busy person.” 


“No, that was Phil. Getting sidetracked by the bloody fuckin’ migraine 
he’s woken us up with.” The feathers on... not-Philza’s(?) wings 
rattle with irritation. “I’m going to punt this man off a fuckin’ cliff. Into 
the sea.” 


Oh. This is that weird guy Ranboo caught having a date with an 
enderman skull. “Please don’t throw Philza into the sea,” Ranboo 
says, as if he has any bearing on the actions of a literal stranger. “It 
would ruin his wings and | would be very upset.” 


“We’re a seabird,” the stranger dismisses, “it’s fine. But | wouldn’t 
want to make you upset.” 


A long pause. 


“Go on,” it flatly continues. “Ask. Everyone does.” 


“Do | call you Phil too or is there something else | can use?” Ranboo 
asks, knowing full well that’s not what it meant. “Because I’ve just 
been calling you not-Phil and that’s probably kind of mean.” 


“Benihime.” It raises an eyebrow. “Wouldn't you rather ask what | 
am?” 


“You're a person,” Ranboo decides. “You're just about as weird as | 
am, and | know if you’re here, Phil's probably not? So | think | 
already know what | need to know.” 


The stranger looks back to him with an unreadable sort of frown. 


“| have a lot of questions, don’t get me wrong,” Ranboo immediately 
admits. “But | think if anyone asked me the kind of things | would 
want to ask you, | wouldn’t want to answer them either. So... as long 
as you being around doesn’t mean anything bad for Phil, | don’t think 
it's my business. Cus we're basically strangers, right?” 


“You’re our friend,” it corrects, with the same soft voice Philza uses. 
“You're not a stranger at all.” 


Ranboo flicks an ear nervously. “Really? | kind of thought Phil barely 
tolerated me most days.” 


“He thinks about you alot. You're very nice.” 


Oh. 


Benihime- or Philza, or something in between, Ranboo can't quite 
tell- tilts their head quietly. “Don’t cry, eyas. We're friends now. Help 
me clean up this glass before Techno gets back.” 


Ranboo blinks the stubborn tears out of his eyes. “Okay.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


techno walking in later: why do i smell gunpowder 
philza and ranboo: (sips tea nervously) 


3. On Naught But A Whim 
Summary for the Chapter: 


He wants. 


It was only supposed to be an experiment. 


Made on a whim. 


He was not supposed to be invested in the results. 


He’d only wondered if Life would retrieve dead animals, too. 


He had the leather and skull of hi- The Dreamweaver’s horse, Spirit. 
He had the fire ready, he knew Life’s breathing name and put it to 
paper, he- 


-he did everything right. 


He holds the leather and bone close to his chest as Life’s name 
burns, and he yearns. 


He yearns for the sound of hooves on cobblestone, the nestle of pale 
mane dancing along his hands. The warmth of rough-velvet and 
teasing shoves for attention. The smell of cut fruits and the taste of 
idly chewed hay caught in his teeth like gum. Remember it, feel it, 
imagine it, want it- 


-and it slips out of his mind like sand. The memory, the substance of 
Spirit and all that they may have been is untouchable to him now, 
almost incomprehensible- tangled and trapped under a mottled 
tombstone of all the other memories he can no longer fathom, that 
rise up to snare at his mind with all the gentleness of raking claws. 
He reaches and yearns and burns, and still he yields nothing but ash 
to remember them by. 


It was only supposed to be an experiment. 


But it was supposed to work. 


And it didn't. 


(And it didn't.) 


(And it didn't.) 


(And it didn't.) 


It didn’t work, and it kept not working, until flowers started to pool 
recklessly at Lagos' feet, his whitened hair twisting with pearlescent 
veins of color as it spills around his head, every scrap of ash and 
utterance of magic a subtle knife chiselling at his sadness, at his 
determination, at his very will to live- 


“| think you need to stop,” Punz softly suggests. 


“It's supposed to work.” Soot stained fingers claw into the ground. “It 
worked for the human. It worked for that dryad. Why won't it work for 
a Stupid horse?” 


“If it’s really that stupid, why do you care so much?” 


Lagos feels his eyes twitch. “I’m just testing, Punz. What good is this 
spell if it can’t give me consistent results?” 


“Well, why don’t you stop for a bit and have some food?” Punz gently 
nudges his shoulder with a large serving of steak sandwiches and 
several small ender eyes. “Even remembered the eyes you like. You 
magic eating weirdo.” 


“| don’t need food,” Lagos hisses, “I need this FUCKING HORSE!” 


Ripples of angry, spiteful magic shudder off his body. As it coils 
around the empty, hollowed space, several large prickly cacti bloom 
from the stone. Lagos slumps down into the floor, and despite 
himself, his body needs to breathe. And breathe he does- burning, 
heaving gasps forced out of his chest, as if his diaphragm was 
absolutely fucking insulted he dared to call upon its use. 


His fingers relax. Burnt thorns slowly fade away, as all things do, 
back into the magic from whence it came. His hair’s opaline shimmer 
slowly dims into snowy white. 


He wipes the tears of pure toxic green from his cheeks. 


“| was a god, once.” Lagos' eyes drift around the weathered walls, 
the uneven ceiling. “I built this mountain six thousand years before 
you were ever born, and | didn’t even need to snap my fingers.” His 
mocking laugh edges into a fanged snarl at his aching, protesting, 
painfully mortal body. “And now look at me. | can barely stomach my 
own magic.” 


Punz hums. “We'll get it back, Lagos. But this?” He motions to the 
liquid magic on the floor and the book in his hand. “This isn’t testing, 
this is torment.” 


Lagos laughs sadly, mind wandering to his communicator- and the 
many status updates on his latest ‘commission’ for Sam left unread. 
“Some people only learn through pain. I’m used to it.” 


“You're not even documenting the results. That’s just bad science, 
dude.” Punz nudges the plate a bit more insistently in Lagos' face. 
“Get your saturation up. Take a break. The sun still rises 
tomorrow...” 


“..and your prey needs to rest, too,” Lagos finishes. “Yeah, yeah. 
Got anything else spilling out of your ancestral wisdom, Royal 
Huntsman?” 


“Salted ender eyes taste better,” Punz snarks. 


“If you salted my fucking ender eyes I’m going to make you find out 
what necromancy feels like,” Lagos threatens. 


“No, you won't,” Punz flatly denies. 


“Fuck.” 


4. Kickout, Freakout, Breakout 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Ranboo's having a great time. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Contains a brief passage of exotic text. 


So Ranboo might have done something... bad. 


Very... very... bad. 


He started hearing that voice again- the voice in his head, the one 
that pretends to be other people- and it sounded like Hunter, this 
time. 


It was saying the same shit as it did the last time it pretended to be 
Hunter. Oh, you did bad things, you blew up the community house, 
you need to face reality. 


What reality? Ranboo’s just being paranoid again, like he always is, 
and his equally paranoid mind is filling the gaps in his memory with 
every possible bad thing he might have done. 


Something happened, the voice insisted. That | remember. And I’m 
you. Just think. 


On that day the community house was destroyed, Ranboo was in the 
Nether, going towards the portal, and... there’s a gap. 


No, no. He was... he met with Hunter. He saw Hunter? And Hunter 
asked him to keep something safe. Something very valuable that he- 


-<>Y<>- 


“got it from Skeppy,” Lagos flippantly says. “He threw a fucking fit 
over having to keep it so long, tried to pull a debt on me, but we both 
knew he was glad to be rid of it.” 


(Lagos? Ranboo thought his name was Hunter.) 


“Oh, wow.” 


Ranboo blinks as he examines the thing. A Mellohi disc. 


.. All that conflict for a scrap of vinyl? 


Lagos seems to think it’s important, at least. 
(Why would Ranboo care what Lagos thinks is important?) 


“And you're trusting someone else to hold onto it?” Ranboo asks. 
“That’s unlike you.” 


“I’m trusting you,” Lagos corrects. “This side of you, at least.” 
(What side... what-) 


“Keep it secret. Keep it safe.” Lagos looks at him in the eyes, and 
Ranboo understands everything. “And remember, dont let thetty 


-<>Y<>- 


No. No, no, that doesn’t make any sense. That doesn’t make any 
sense! Ranboo’s barely even talked to Hunter (Lagos?), why would- 


-no, no, no- 


-that’s not true. Ranboo doesn’t have one of Tommy’s discs. There’s 
no way! Those discs are keeping Lagos in power- how are they 
keeping Lagos in power, how would Ranboo know that- and if 
Ranboo has one of the discs, then- 


-then Philza and Techno are in danger. 


He has to find it and get rid of it- no, no, he can’t get rid of it, 
because- 


(Because?) 


It’s fine. It’s not even real. He didn’t keep a disc. He can’t get 
stressed over nothing. If he gets stressed, he’ll go back to Sleep 
again, and- 


-and he can’t go back to Sleep. Not again. Just a formless, nameless 
thing, wandering forever like all the other endermen who can’t wake 
up. He’s lucky he managed to snap out of it, the last few times he 
went too far, he can’t let it happen again. 


...What’s the Sleep? 


He doesn’t remember. 


(He doesn’t want to remember.) 


Has he been going back to the Sleep without knowing? Is that why 
he has all those gaps in his memory? 


It wouldn't make any sense, because he still writes things down that 
he doesn’t remember, and he doesn’t remember Script or any of his 
books when he’s like Asleep, but- but what else could it be? 


He can’t keep thinking about this. He'll lose his mind. He'll just go 
back home and look through all his chests and the disc won't be real 
and it'll be fine . 


He just needs to not find the disc. Because the disc is proof that 
he... did all those things. 


Because if he does those things, and he helped Lagos, and he got 
all those things for Lagos, and he helped blow up the community 
house, then- 


-then the only thing separating Ranboo from Lagos- a person who 
rained fire from the sky, who killed almost all of Ranboo’s friends at 
one point or another- is a memory. 


And the only reason Ranboo isn't as horrible as Lagos is because he 
doesn't remember enough to agree with him. 


And that can’t be true. (It can't.) 


He’s just going to check through all his stuff- and his secret stuff no 
one knows about- and it'll be good! It'll be fine. 


...But if he did have something like that, it wouldn't be somewhere 
that could just be dug up. 


“It's gotta be here,” Ranboo mutters as he digs through the yard in 
front of his house. “It’s gotta be here somewhere.” 


He'll just level out the entire yard, and it’s not gonna be there! 
Because it doesn’t exist. He digs and digs and he doesn't find 
anything... 


...until he does. 


And there’s a tiny, tiny chest buried right under the floorboards of his 
house. The floorboards that he placed. 


And he knows exactly what's inside. 


Ranboo takes a deep breath. And another. 


And he fills up the hole in his yard. 


No one will have to know. 


(Not even himself.) 


-<>Y<>- 


Oh, gods, they know. 


They have to, right? There’s no other reason they would do 
something like this. 


Techno had pulled Philza aside to talk. Alone. By themselves. 


Without him. 


Ranboo tries not to hyperventilate as he curls up on the floor of his 
house. 


They know, don’t they? There can’t be any other reason they're 
suddenly talking without him. They know, they know what he’s done, 
he’s done horrible things he can’t even remember and he might do it 
again- 


“Quick question. Am | getting kicked out?” Ranboo asks. 


Hm? No, you can stay,” Techno casually answers. 


“Okay, one more thing,” Ranboo adds because he has no self- 
preservation. “| have one more thing that might actually get me 
kicked out? So, can | tell you guys about that really fast?” 


“Alright,” Techno allows. 


“Okay, so, uh-” Ranboo tries to keep his voice from shaking. “l 
randomly have periods of time where I, uh, don’t remember things 
that | do? So...” Ranboo can feel his mandibles clenching inside his 
mouth. “...you know the- remember the old community house and 
everything? I- | kind of-” Ranboo’s claws clench on the insides of his 
rain cloak. “I was kind of the one that blew that up.” 


“Are you sure?” Philza lightly asks. 


“Yeah.” 


“But like-” Techno frowns. “Why?” 


“| can’t remember why,” Ranboo confesses. “But I’m fairly certain 
that | did that.” 


Techno leans down until his snout is pushing in front of Philza’s face. 
“Phil, this guy is kinda weird.” 


Philza snickers and pushes Techno’s face away. 


“Yeah, that’s- that’s fair,” Ranboo decides. 


“Listen, Ranboo, I’m gonna be honest- | do not care about the 
community house at all.” Techno blinks lethargically. “] don’t even 
know what that is.” 


“Would you care if one of the discs was here?” Ranboo presses. 
“One of the discs?” 


“Oh, one of those things that Tommy goes on about?” Philza says. 
“Yeah, nobody cares.” 


“Yeah, it’s mostly just Tommy and Lagos obsessin’ over those 
things,” Techno agrees. 


Well, this isn’t going to plan at all. 


Where’s the fear? The disappointment? The angry toss Ranboo in 
the pit shouting? 


“This doesn’t freak you guys out at all?” Ranboo presses. “I do things 
and don’t remember why. | could be dangerous. Or unreliable. | 
could decide to kill you all at any moment because | forgot who you 
were-" 


Philza’s veil lifts to display the very skeptical expression on his face 
as his wings unfold behind him, several eyespots blinking open to 
make an uncomfortable level of empty-minded eye contact with 
Ranboo. 


“| sense | have made a mistake in some of my word choices,” 
Ranboo quietly whispers. 


“As one does,” Techno neutrally surmises. 


“Don’t be mean to yourself, mate,” Philza gently says. “If it matters, | 
don’t think you're the kind of person to hurt anyone here. Alright?” 


“We're all kind of messed up in the head in this house,” Techno 
adds. “It’s practically an admission requirement.” 


That statement really shouldn’t be comforting at all, but somehow it 
is. 


“So, I’m not getting kicked out?” 


“Just don’t go digging up the yard again,” Techno suggests. “It’s 
horrible for the property value, and Phil always knows when 
someone's messed up the spawnproofing.” 


“Alright. | guess | can do that.” 


5. The Stronghold 
Summary for the Chapter: 
A grave made by gods. 


Techno doesn’t care much for other people’s opinions about himself. 
Most people have never even met him in person, much less long 
enough to generate an informed opinion that isn’t half myths, half 
exaggeration, and a non-zero percentage of outright lies. 


But he does wonder what the hell Ranboo, Hubert, and Orpheus 
think he means when he says he wants to talk to Philza alone, 
because they always get very wide-eyed at that. Like they’re about 
to witness a terrible murder or something. 


He just wants to be alone with Philza! His buddy. His chum. His pal. 
His bestie, even. It’s not like they do anything weird. 


Like slowly leading Philza away to an isolated location in the tundra 
with no explanation or context. 


...Okay, maybe that does look a little weird. Techno can understand 
why that might be a little suspicious. Just a bit. 


Listen, he’s just been thinking about anarchy lately. Remember when 
they had to take down a country? Techno almost died- and sure, he 
didn’t because Technoblade never dies- but it’s a lot for one man to 
do. Doomsday was just so unnecessary. 


It was too much. It was too much to subject L’manburg’s innocent 
people to, and it’s too much to ask one man to repeat again. And 
even if Techno wanted to, he- he can’t. He just can't. 


It’s too much. 


It’s all too much to hold onto. 


He can’t make Doomsdays the rest of his life. 


So, he’s been thinking about anarchy. He’s been thinking about the 
fact that he is not alone in this idea on the server. 


There’s others like him, he’s seen it. But the ones he’s seen, they 
either don’t have a name for what they are or feel like they can’t act 
out- or worse still, are unaware that there’s any other way than what 
they’re living through now. Freedom lives in scattered numbers in 
this server, and Technoblade would like to change that. 


An association of anarchist allies, as it were. A place for people to 
discuss... freely. 


Which is why Techno is leading Philza out into an abandoned 
stronghold in the middle of the tundra. Given his reasons, this is a 
completely rational sequence of events that he will involve only 
Philza in. And no one else. 


(Listen, Hubert and the younger crowd of the house are great and 
all, but so was Tommy. Techno’s gonna wait a little bit longer before 
trusting them with any of his pet projects. ) 


“Wait.” Philza’s antlers click sharply forward as his eyes widen. “Oh, 
holy- you’re shitting me! No fucking way! There’s no fucking way 
that’s just been there this entire time!” 


“| was wondering why Lagos gave me land in the middle of 
nowhere,” Techno explains. “And | think | just found it.” 


Right there, buried under the coast, the two of them see bricks of 
carved stone jutting out from the gravel and sand, the swallowed 
ceiling of some ancient stronghold that stretches on for chunks upon 
chunks. And that’s just what they can see. 


But lying there, shielded from mortal eyes, the magic of an ancient 
god sings from within. 


“| thought Lagos didn’t have a godhome,” Philza murmurs as he 
goes closer to the water’s edge. “He always hung out in his forests.” 


“I’m not even sure if it is his,” Techno admits. “We never saw enough 
of his true form to know what it would feel like. It could have 
belonged to his predecessor.” 


Philza hums. “It does feel... really fuckin’ old.” 


“Well,” Techno lamely adds, “Lagos is old... like, End War old.” A 
pause. “However old that is. | could never find a proper timeline on 
that.” 


Philza tilts his head. “The warding doesn’t feel as worn down as it 
should, though. Someone's maintained it, at least within the past 
year.” 


Lagos did insist he had a house. A big one, full of magic and 
redstone wires. Maybe this was what he was talking about? 


“Can't believe Lagos never showed us his actual house,” Techno 
jokes. “Or where the door was. What’s the point of being neighbors if 
Lagos' the only one that gets to break into my house in the middle of 
the night- Philza, NO!” 


But alas, Techno’s wisdom means nothing to the Angel of Death, 
who has already dived into the water, wings propelling him further 
and further down towards one of the more weakly dislodged bricks. 


This is terrible. This is a terrible idea. The wards are going to activate 
and they will both die horrible, terrible deaths. This is the end. 


Or not, because Philza just comes back up, shaking the water out of 
his wings and drying out his clothes with a quick fire charm. 


“Did you die, Phil?” 


“Unfortunately, no, but-” Philza frowns. “The wards recognize us. 
They’re a bit weakened for some reason, but not enough to just let 
me through like that. We're both keyed in.” 


“WE COULD’VE BROKEN INTO HIS HOUSE MONTHS AGO?” 


Philza shrugs helplessly. “I fucking guess!” 


Techno laughs. “Let's break in.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The stronghold was empty. Almost lifeless. 


Most buildings are, of course, but this one had clearly been touched 
by divine hands once. It was not a place meant to feel so dead. 


An Angel of Death, disquieted by the dead. How woefully ironic. And 
inconvenient. 


Philza finds himself yearning for the excessive warding of Techno’s 
house as his eyes stare out into darkness both magical and 
mundane, his crows greedily crawling through the corridors in search 
of light to spread. 


The only signs of recent life in this place are thick swaths of cobwebs 
betraying the presence of spiders and whatever small things could 
sustain them here, a tangle of silk threading at walls that have been 
long destroyed or rotted with disrepair. Some places are even 
flooded from the ocean water spilling through the roof they came in. 


If this was Lagos' godhome, he hasn't been home in a long time. 


“Lagos needs an interior decorator,” Techno tries to joke as they 
cross into the main area of the stronghold. 


“It's a bloody maze down here,” Philza confusedly whispers. “Il keep 
knocking my head into walls from feeling rooms that are blocked off 
by rusted doors and shit! I’m gonna need to come back here with my 
tools just to clean the place up, it’s drivin’ me insane.” 


Techno hums, gold dancing along his fingers as he brushes against 
the wall. “Alright, what have we got?” 


As his magic echoes through the structure like a ringing bell, the 
stronghold lights up with faint, soft greens and thin threads of 
discordant red. Somewhere, there is a whisper of wood and vellum 
and obsidian- a library or two, no doubt, set with an enchantment 
table aged enough to radiate its location so blatantly throughout the 
godhome. 


Iron doors creak with rust and frustratingly stubborn emptiness, 
refusing to unveil their true contents until they've been properly 
opened. Philza’s crows echo back from the darkness, their feathers 
shimmering with the gilded ghost of familiarity. 


But behind one of the doors- a broken one, too rusted to disguise its 
contents- the green of Lagos’ distant divinity darkens with blue and 
violet, a swirling sea of foreign energy, distorting whatever’s around 
it. 


“Well. That’s suspicious,” Techno grumbles. “Did your spooky Angel 
eyes key in on it?” 


“Close enough.” Philza’s gauntlets clasp around his hands. “But 
we’re probably gonna have to dig for it.” 


And dig they did. Though the path of the stronghold went on for a 
decent stretch, it quickly cut out into a ravine, its previous tunnels 
laying shattered against the darkness below. How large and old was 
this place, that the geography could shift around it like this? 


They cut through the other side, into the other half of the stronghold. 
It’s more of the same- decrepit walls and stubbornly disguised rooms 
they'll need to deal with on a later excursion- but that foreign well of 
power only grows stronger, leading them down one last empty path. 


The harsh heat of lava greets them at the entrance of this final room, 
collected in thin symmetrical pools, but it’s nothing compared to what 
lies in the centerpiece. 


There, suspended on an impossible column of heat and light, there’s 
this... ring. A hollow ring of stone, spongy and off-white in the 
manner of disconcertingly fresh bone, its upper surface choked in a 
loving inlays of muted green. 


It stands in defiance of gravity, uncaring of the godly intrusion in its 
presence, completely and utterly still in its cradle of magma and 
necrotic worldspawn. The pulsating presence of world rot crawls on 
Philza’s skin like scuttling insects, and he scratches out the heart of 
it with his talons until it stops moving. 


“What do you think this is, Phil?” Techno asks as he jumps a bit 
further down into the chamber. “Some kind of summoning circle?” 


“|... don’t know.” Philza’s hands hover nervously, not quite touching 
the planes of the strange object. “I’ve never seen something like this 
before.” 


“Can we break it?” Techno taps his climbing pick experimentally 
against the bony surface. “So we can examine it.” 


Ah, of course. Leave it to Techno to find some sort of forbidden 
geometry and try to fake a sample of it. Philza scores his silk 
touched gauntlets experimentally over the hollows of the ring, and 
obtains nothing- not even the slightest pebble of stone. 


“| don’t think this can be broken,” Philza hesitantly hypothesizes. 
“Maybe it’s like the blocks at the bottom of the world.” 


“But how would anyone build blocks that can’t be broken?” Techno 
presses. “How advanced was this civilization? Even bedrock can be 
molded with the right tools. And this just... doesn’t interact with us at 
all.” 


Philza raises his eyebrows. “You don't think Lagos built this?” 


“Lagos' a man of many talents,” Techno concedes. “Don’t get me 
wrong. But this... this would have been beyond even him.” 


Philza hums. “What if... the server built it? It’s older than Lagos is, 
and he’s always been more hands off than other domain gods with 
his own land. Maybe this sort of thing kind of mutated into existence 
on its own.” He scratches his head. “Maybe the libraries have 
something?” 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno flicks his eyes to the ring, Seeing it for all it is. Through eyes 
of gold, the world is filtered into waves of oddly tamed wild magic. 
No, not tamed- directed, somehow. Bended to the will of some 
unknown end, the barest flicker of godly intent chained along its 
edges. 


“Clearly, they were just advanced beyond our comprehension,” 
Techno snarks. “So advanced they never invented proper doors.” 


Philza sputters out a laugh. 


“That's the only thing our new generation brought to this world,” 
Techno goes on. “Proper doors.” 


“We don't need doors!” Philza mocks, his Talon accent careening 
towards some rough, stately drawl. “We know where we're going.” 


Philza stills, ears cocked to some sound Techno can barely pick up. 
A scribbling noise. 


“Is there someone down here?” Techno asks. 


J ” 


“No, no, it’s-” Philza tilts his head as a crow breaks away from his 
presence, flying off toward the sound. “It’s the watchouse. For the 
fucking Neve portal. This part of the stronghold must be right under 
it!” He looks up with shock. “Good gods! How much ground does this 
place even cover?” 


“Lagos really didn’t lie.” Techno laughs nervously. “This place is 
pretty huge.” 


“And this circle.” Philza taps at it again with his talons. “It clearly 
does something. Maybe it’s like a battery? Some kind of wild magic 
turbine.” 


“Really?” Techno tilts his head. “I was thinking it might have been 
some kind of portal-” 


The pressure of the air drops. 


The universe holds its breath with a sickening, rattling crack. 


The circle splits in half, and a God stands in its place. 


A God, not a god. This is not a simple thing spun of souls and stars 
and belief, this is... 


...this /s. 


A shapeless billowing of green and countless wings. A curtain of 
silver hair, spilling out of a loose hood and a faceless shadow 
blinded by golden rings. And when He raises His hand, a single 
blackened finger pointed in silent question, He does so with a 
horrifyingly familiar thread of magic. 


A thread of magic that Techno hasn't felt in Lagos for months. 


HOW DID YOU GET HERE? a God speaks in the Dreamweaver’s 
voice. 


“Uhhhh... no, you?” Techno reflexively fires back. He clutches his 
head as a new wave of nausea hits him. “Ow, ow, ow- hey, Lagos, 
stop that.” 


“We are literally here because we had the keys to the place,” Philza 
wheezes out. 


“C’mon, man,” Techno needles, “don’t be a boomer! Don’t be that 


way. 


“Let us fix up your shitty house,” Philza insists. 


“And maybe use it as a cool living room or something,” Techno 
offers. “We were gonna make a super secret clubhouse, man! | bet 
that weird ring would make a great table.” 


“C’mon.” 


“C’mon.” 


“Lagsss,” Philza cajolingly trills. “Mate.” 


The God stares at them for a long, silent moment. 


CLEAN UP THE SPIDERWEBS. | DON’T WANT TO. 


“Cool, cool!” Techno gives a very awkward thumbs up. “Anything 
else?” 


“Like a bread basket,” Philza offers. “With so many sweet breads. 
Donuts, even.” 


OKAY. 


The world blinks. The God is gone. The universe breathes again. 


Techno leans against the wall with a rib-shaking wheeze. 


“That wasn’t Lagos,” Philza quickly says. “There’s no fucking way 
that was Lagos.” 


Techno huffs. “No kidding. But it felt like him, didn’t He?” 


“He did.” Philza lets his frazzled crows fuss over him, their feathers 
puffed with agitation. “More than... the Lagos we’ve been seein’ 


these past few months. Even if neither of them felt quite right.” 


They sit huddled against the wall, too breathless to do much else. 


“Phil,” Techno finally says. 


“Yeah, mate?” 


“Is Lagos dead?” 


“l-” Philza’s hands curl in on themselves. “-seein’ those two, | think... 
| think he might have been dead for a long while. Longer than either 
of us realized.” 


“And we never even noticed.” 


“Yeah.” Philza looks at the strange suspended ring, hanging there 
untouched like a god never split it in half. “We didn’t.” 


6. Reputable Sources 
Summary for the Chapter: 


It is so crucial to Know who to trust in such troubling times. 


-THE PRIME REPORTER- 


Boil Order In Effect As Blood Vine Epidemic Spreads 


During a routine test, several wells and other water reservoirs were 
found contaminated with strains of blood vines, which had grown 
inside them unexpectedly. While not criminalizing or condemning 
their actions, the Crown believes this is most likely the doing of blood 
vine addicts, who are frequently compelled to spread their affliction 
to others. 


Any vendor that uses or sells water shall henceforth be required to 
boil their water before commercial use, and to dilute their water 
storage with at least 5% blessed water. Citizens are strongly 
encouraged not to use untreated water for any purpose. 


Who Belongs In Pandora’s Vault? 


Pandora’s Vault is a state of the art prison, perhaps the first of its 
caliber. But while its imposing figure is undeniable, it only raises the 
question of who this structure is truly meant to contain. 


Some say it may be intended for Wulf Hudlum, the assassin of 
former Heir Apparent Malcolm Lore. Others claim it may be for 
Technoblade, even though no extant nation on the server has called 
for his detainment. Some citizens have even sent in compelling 
theories that the prison may be used to quarantine the blood vine 
infected for treatment and study. 


The true answer is uncertain. Pandora’s Vault continues to lie empty. 


Mysterious Temple Spotted In The Desert 


Following a series of unexplained tremors and seismic events, 
travelers west of the server spawnlands report seeing mysterious 
pyramid-like structures along the shores of the deserts, as well as 
unmarked Nether portals on the Nether roads. Seafolk in this area 
additionally report seeing a large golden shape moving in the deep 
ocean. 


Have the remnants of a lost civilization or forgotten divine structure 


been uncovered by the sands of time? 


-THE DESERT BLUFFS- 


Special Report. 


We of The Desert Bluffs have heard troubling reports from our fellow 
journalists across the server, and after reviewing the information 
presented, we are deeply disappointed. 


We expected better from our fellow news outlets. Journalists, of all 
people, should be aware of the impact their words have on others, 
especially in such turbulent times! This is not the time to engage in 
hatred or unsourced jealousy. 


Our dear readers and listeners, be kind to yourselves. Ignore the 
unreliable and reactionary statements of these other sources. Giving 
them attention will only reward their fear-mongering and hysteria! 
They are nothing more than the words of conservatives who are 
resistant to alternative ways of life, such as ours. Why, even the holy 
churches of Prime are not immune to this epidemic of prejudice! 
Ignorance is a disease which corrupts our garden, and we must not 
stoop to their level. Let us examine the facts as WE know them. 


There is no evidence that the blood vines are harmful to you. We are 
not harmful to you. Those who partake in our way of life report only 
happiness, and a renewed sense of community. 


In these times of war and disaster, we have accepted people from all 
walks of life with open arms, and helped them find peace. Even 
those that resisted change came to love the Egg most of all. Look to 
the Lords Halo, who once headed research to destroy the blood 
vines, and now act as impactful community leaders for our new way 
of life, fiercely tending to our ever-growing garden. 


Through the Egg, we can give you any happiness your heart desires. 
We can ease your pain. We can quell your sadness. We can cure 
your ails. 


We only want to embrace you. 


We only want to help. 


We only want you to be happy. 


We can make you happy. 


-SNOWCHESTER SNOWDRIFT- 


Experimental ‘Nuclear Power’ Program Underway 


Mr. Manifold and Mr. T.B. Loved, enthusiasts of engineering and 
magical theory, have recently come forward this last Snowchester 
public forum to reveal their ‘alternative energy’ studies. 


In this self-funded program, Manifold and Loved claim to research a 
form of magical fission that can be induced by overcharging magical 


conduits, creating controlled but intensely powerful reactions that 
can be used as an energy source. If successful, this could be a 
viable alternative to fragile redstone circuitry and low-capacity ender 
eye batteries. 


In the interest of public safety, they ask that no one enter their 
workshops unexpectedly or while they are unavailable to maintain 
the machinery inside. A radiation hazard warning sign will be clearly 
marked on all their workshops and storage areas. 


PRESIDENT J. SCHLATT BACK FROM THE DEAD (REAL) (NOT 
FAKE) 


A ghostly ramlin figure in a blue sweater has been spotted in the 
spawnlands catacombs and Pogtopia ruins by multiple witnesses. 
Could this be the restless spirit of late Manberg president Jebidiah 
Schlatt? 


Vacant_Land Bought Out West Of Snowchester, North Of 
Greater Prime, By Unknown Benefactor 


A group or individual identifying only as Las Nevadas has recently 
claimed a large section of land north from Greater Prime and west to 
Snowchester for the construction of an ‘adult entertainment district’, 
and is currently reaching out to contractors to begin construction. 


7. Dancing, Dreaming, Dead 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Memories grow weighted with grief and time. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Contains a sentence of exotic text. 


At this point | should know better than to have my dragon days when 
Phil’s around. 


| guess he can't help it. Elytron are predators, after all. 


-<>Y<>- 


A white dragon shrieks as black talons interlock with its legs, sending 
it careening towards the ground. 


“Phil!” Lagos shouts. “Phil, you idiot, it’s me!” 


Philza cackles wildly, eyes fixed tauntingly at the cruel surface below. 
“You sure about that, mate? | think | need to MAKE SURE!” 


With that lovely warning, Philza flaps his body sideways, harshly 
altering their shared trajectory with a wild spin. 


“What the fuck are you doing?” Lagos twists his head around. “You 
know how fragile this doll is!” 


“Not fragile enough!” Philza insists. 


“We're both gonna fucking die!” 


Philza’s hind talons clamp down tighter on Lagos' appendages. “Only 
if you’re a coward!” 


“| HATE YOU, | HATE YOU, | HATE YOU-” 


Right before they sink below the treeline, Philza suddenly 
relinquishes his hold, breaking away with an unhinged shriek of 
laughter as Lagos crashes sorely- but survivably- into the grass 
below. Philza, for his part, is taking his crash trajectory towards 
Techno. 


“Phil.” Techno flatly frowns up at him. “Phil, please, I’m trying to 
read-” 


Techno lets out a disgraceful squeal at Philza latches onto his arm, a 
manic flurry of wings briefly swallowing his body before he ends up 
on the ground himself. 


“Why?” Techno whispers. “Why do you do this?” 


“Phil, | swear to fuck | will EAT YOUR WINGS!” Lagos threatens. 


“That won’t work out for you, mate,” Philza jokes. “I’m very attached 
to them.” 


“Fuck you.” 


“Aw, mate.” 


-<>Y<>- 


He keeps on dragging my flying forms into these fucked up talon 
dances. | am beginning to seriously question whether this guy has a 
mental illness. 


-<>Y<>- 


“PHIL!” Lagos yelps as he plummets to the ground, wings tied 
behind him via Philza’s handy work. “| WANT YOU TO KNOW THAT 
YOU’RE A FUCKING DICK! AND A SADIST!” 


“Aw, mate,” Philza sweetly croons as he floats down after Lagos, 
“Thank you so much. | think you're a dick, too.” 


“When | said | wanted to do some shooting practice while flying, | 
meant- like- me shooting bows! Not you shooting me out of the sky 
out of nowhere!” 


“Whoops.” Philza snaps his ballista shut. “You probably should have 
specified that one.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Of course, it’s entirely likely he wants to kill me. Not that | would 
mind very much, but I’ve got shit to do. 


-<>Y<>- 


Lagos watches Philza drag Techno into a little dance on the ground, 
matching their loud footsteps together on the wooden surface. 


Philza’s wings move with the dance in strange patterns. It’s the same 
pattern Philza moves with when he grabs Lagos out of the sky. 


Huh. 


-<>Y<>- 


Regardless, | will attempt to... put a little more durability behind the 
flying bodies. 


It would be rude to break so easily in a dance with Death. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza puts the book down, a renewed bout of unshed tears in his 
eyes. “Found another one, Techno.” 


Techno nods, taking the book and putting on a small stack with all 
the others. 


The second time around, they came a little more prepared for the 
contents of the stronghold. Tools to deal with the rusted doors- most 
of them needed to be torn out, in the end- torches to burn out the 
spider nests, and chests to try and resort whatever they would find. 


(And a bread basket, of course. There’s no guarantee if that strange 
facet of Lagos would bother showing up again, but it would be best 
to follow through anyway.) 


The first section they tackle is the library, on Techno’s insistence, 
trying to search for more information on the building or that strange 
summoning room they found. What they found instead was a 
collection of journals. Chapters upon chapters of ancient chicken 
scratch fills the shelves, with what little educational texts there were 
being ones for simple mechanics or pottery. 


Lagos seemed to keep track of anything and everything but himself. 
Plants in a garden, dragons moving across his server, flags in old 
ruins, new clothes for his little god sister. 


(Daydream. Oh, gods, Daydream. Does she even know her brother’s 
dead?) 


Techno gruffly sighs. “How many journals did he even keep? Some 
of these aren't even in Old Script!” He waves one of the books 
around. “This one’s just in funky hieroglyphs.” 


Philza takes the book out of his hand. “Gimme a look.” He flips open 
the cover and immediately frowns. “#wAA'? - who the fuck is Jean? 


tWAA? ALAAR MALU MK EWA i YP, ALY DEWU LUO LLU 
AW tLED 20... SDLAAW, 2? HWOA'D PAOLA AEAD DO WO.” 


“Wow. | understood some of those words individually.” Techno blinks. 
“This sounds like that enderman language you spit out when your 
head gets mixed up.” 


“It's Endscript, | think,” Philza reports. “Some kind of it, at least- the 
word choices are kind of weird sometimes, and some of it’s Script 
words just spelled out in the End alphabet.” 


“What's it say?” Techno asks. 


“He was working with someone named Jean.” An antler clicks. “For 
Jean? It’s not very clear.” 


“Is there more on the other pages?” 


Philza flips the page. “Material lists. Crafting recipes. Man’s was 
probably doin’ the smithing for these guys. And-” 


He flips another page. His eyes dart rapidly over the words for a 
moment, and his face blanches. He closes the book with a snap. 


“Phil?” 


“War diary,” Philza tersely says. “God war. Sorry, he just- he started 
talking about those shitty fucking machines from the End-” 


“Mindjacks?” Techno offers. 


“Not... just mindjacks.” Philza’s hand shakes just a bit as he holds 
the book, and after a moment he puts it down on the table, making a 
stack separate from the others. “I don’t know if we should be reading 
these ones. Not- not like this. The kind of shit he’s putting in the 
Endscript ones, | don’t think he wanted to share it.” 


“Yeah. | think you're right.” Techno sighs and turns back to the 
shelves. “Let’s just keep looking.” 


-<>Y<>- 


It’s been a long, long time since I’ve seen anything like the Hand of 
the King. | can’t praise Ender in the slightest for whatever obsession 
drove him to make that caliber of godforge, much less place it on 
another living person, but it was... 


...well made. And familiar in ways | don’t like. It reminds me of 
Paragon’s modifications to my work. Many of the things I’ve seen 
and heard of Endlantis imply that the End remembers more of the 
war than I'd like. 


I’m not sure if Philza realizes he’s functionally a cyborg at this point. 
He may have been one long before Ender’s interference, if I’m being 
honest. His interest in machinery has breached every part of his 
domain, and he’s always treated his crows- his own mind pieces- 
strangely. Things to moderate and modify, rather than something to 
leave untouched. 


Benihime might be to blame for that, just slightly. | guess a 
compartmentalized mind is all Philza’s ever known. The idea of 
sorting himself around like that would hardly be a stretch. 


No matter how much | tell myself it’s no different than what I’ve done 
to my dolls over the millenia, it still concerns me. Especially Ender’s 
Hand. 


Techno tells me he successfully removed them- once. Only once, 
back when Ender was still alive. He’d used his bond magic to switch 
them out with a placeholder while he repaired them. They haven't 
been able to repeat the trick since Ender’s death. Any maintenance 
Philza does has to be done while he still wears them. 


| would like to try again one day. One day, when this is all over and 
this mess of mortal laws and kings is far behind me. 


| couldn’t do much for my chains in the end. But maybe | can do 
something about his. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Woah, hey!” Techno puts his hand on Philza’s shoulder. “You 
good?” 


“l- | don’t know. | don’t Know why I’m-” Philza’s wings shake. “I can't 
even say we were that close! We were decent mates, | guess, but...” 


“But?” Techno presses. 


But even after the shit he’d been through, Lagos was still trying. 
Even after the too-close brushes with death, even after the one thing 
that really broke Philza’s trust in him, Lagos was still living. He still 
cared. 


Fuck. 


“He thought he was gonna live,” Philza whispers. “Even after that 
weird shit he pulled with me after the duel, he was still makin’ plans 
and shit, just-” Philza closes the book roughly. “Fuckin’ hell, he 
thought he was gonna live.” 


“There’s even Pogtopia stuff in here,” Techno comments. “Stuff he 
wanted to show me in Neve. He... he really didn’t see it coming. 
When a god gets this old, you just Know. You can feel it, when it 
might be your time. Gods knows | did when days got bad. But he 
never did.” 


“Me or Trixtin should have felt it, though. When he died.” Philza 
frowns. “He was way too old not to leave an echo of some kind. | 
don’t understand why he didn't.” 


“He was always spread pretty thin,” Techno points out. “Maybe there 
wasn’t a big enough unified piece to really...” 


...have anything left to burn. 


Philza thinks about it. He thinks about another soul lost under his 
watch, and he never stops. 


He takes a breath. Unclenches his hands. 


“You're being weirdly calm about this, mate,” Philza decides to say. 
“You were pretty close to him, weren’t you?” 


“| was.” 


Were. Was. What strange, clumsy words to use for someone once 
so vast. An eternity rendered in the past tense. 


So silly. 


So small. 


So, sO small. 


“Techno,” Philza quietly points out, “you’re shaking.” 


Techno casts his eyes to the side. 


Philza puts a hand on Techno’s arm. “Let’s stop for a bit. Grab some 
lunch. We’ve been muckin’ around down here for clicks, we don’t 
want Ranboo to think we vanished in the night.” 


Techno snorts harshly. “Right. It’s not because your crows are 
screaming for snacks?” 


“lll just eat while they scream at me to open the cookie jar,” Philza 
deadpans. “Their suffering fuels me. Besides, you look like you're 
gonna break down in tears if you stay here much longer.” 


“You’re the one breaking down in tears, old man,” Techno sniffles. 
“Look at yourself.” 


Philza lets out a spiteful laugh, the uneven squint of his eyes pushing 
stray tears down his face. “Well, fuck you too, old man. Can’t we 
pretend | have some dignity left?” 


“No,” Techno bluntly says. 


Philza sighs as he grabs Techno’s hand. “Let’s get out of here before 
we both fucking melt into tears.” 


8. You Were Wrong 
Summary for the Chapter: 
You said no one cared. No one noticed when you died. 
Why is your mailbox full, Jack? 


(You were wrong.) 


From the: 


Dreamlands Veterans Support Group 


Addressed to: 
Leftenant Commander Jack Manifold 
13 Foxhill Lane 


Snowchester Peninsula, Dreamlands 


Leftenant, 


The Veterans Group would love for you to say a few words for the 
lads next Shrinesday at the Tilted Tavern. You’ve always been great 
at lifting other people’s spirits, and it’s a shame we haven’t been 
seeing much of you these last few meetings. If you’re having a rough 
time right now, we understand completely, but we would still 


appreciate if you showed up, even if it’s just for a drink. No soldier 
should have to fight alone. 


-<>Y<>- 


From the: 
Royal Museum 
9 Scenic Route 


Greater Prime, Dreamlands 


Addressed to: 
Mr. Jack Manifold of the Uncensored Library 
13 Foxhill Lane 


Snowchester Peninsula, Dreamlands 


Sir, 


We have accepted your request to transfer your private collection of 
historical artifacts to the L’manburg wing of the Royal Museum. We 
have received your warehouse key, and a curator will stop by the 
warehouse within the next two days to move your collection. We may 
contact you again at a later date for further consultation of preferred 
methods of display. 


Thank you for your contributions to this Museum and historical 
education. Every item that has been through your care is preserved 
to the highest historical standard. We are both impressed by your 
dedication and humbled by the trust you place in us to continue that 
care. We could ask for no finer member of the Library to work with us 
in our pursuit of history. 


You will always be allowed in the museum to view your collection 
free of charge, and your name will be preserved alongside other 
artifact finders for the Museum. 


The contents of this document are approved by King Eret-of-rine and 
the Royal House of Greater Prime. 


-<>9Y<>- 


From: 


The Uncensored Library 


To: 


Audiovisual Historian Jack Manifold 


Your collection of Dreamlands newsreels has been received and 
archived in accordance to Library standard. Thank you for your 
contributions to our continued mission of uncensored knowledge, 
history, and truth. Every word remembered is a victory. 


You have an additional message from a fellow historian, which is as 
follows: 


Your first delivery to the Library! I’m proud of you, kid. 


| know we can't stay in touch as often as we should, but | still love to 
hear from you, even if it’s not always something good. My ears are 
always perked, even if the only thing | can do most days is listen. 


I’m sorry to hear about what happened. | hoped you would at least 
get a few more good years before it all went to shit, but fate could 
never be so kind, could it? 


For now, | think you should take the Manifold’s advice. I’m not sure 
what you can do in this situation, but do what you think is best. 
Prepare. Investigate. I’m not going to ask any questions you don’t 
want to answer, but we have the entire library at our hands. Anything 
you need to know, we'll be able to find something. 


You’re being strong, Jack. Even if it doesn’t feel like it. Stay strong. 


Stay alive. 


-Fit 


-<>Y<>- 


From: 
Curses and Esoteric Injuries Office 
9 Dryads Way 


Lemon City, Greater Prime, Dreamlands 


To: 


Mr. Jack Manifold 
13 Foxhill Lane 


Snowchester Peninsula, Dreamlands 


The results of the Chronic Canon Death Injuries evaluation of Jack 
Manifold (human/M/12 yro) that occurred in his previous doctor’s 
appointment: 


|- LETHAL THORACIC TRAUMA, LACERATION 


Scarring within normal parameters for age/species with no negative 
effects to range of motion. Some surface scarring of the sternum and 
upper ribs. 


(Mild shortness of breath, unclear if related to injury or other 
underlying condition. May require further testing.) 


Il- LETHAL IMMOLATION (MAGMA EXPOSURE) 


Nearly misdiagnosed due to minimal lingering respawn injuries, but 
closer examination revealed evidence in line with full-body fire 
damage. Missing/damaged hair follicles on the body. Acute nerve 
damage (motion unaffected, touch sensitivity noticeably impaired). 


Ill- LETHAL LAG SYNDROME 


Fading Lichtenberg scars radiating from extremities. Leukocoria of 
the eyes. 


Extensive magical branding along the spine. 


PROGNOSIS & TREATMENT 


Jack, this is an alarming host of injuries for your age. It’s an honest 
to gods miracle that you’re still alive, much less standing. Even if you 
currently feel fine, any one of these death methods have severely 
disabled many others like you. The lag syndrome is especially 
concerning. 


Please do not engage in any strenuous physical activity for now, 
even for work purposes. | would suggest 6 weeks of lightened 
physical activity to monitor your condition, and to return for a follow- 
up appointment to track any lingering lag syndrome and your lung 
problems. Please call the office right away if there are any sudden 
changes to your condition. 


-Dr. Sisu (Transcripted by Nurse Seny) 


-<>9Y<>- 


From: 
Honeylemon Pastries and Fine Goods 
Currently Operating From An Undisclosed Location 


If You Know, You Know. What Are You, A Cop? 


To: 
Jack Manifold 
13 Foxhill Lane 


Snowchester Peninsula, Dreamlands 


Here’s your week’s order! Honey beer bread, fudge brownies, and a 
pack of hard cider- with a complimentary chamomile tin on the side. 


That’s your gift for being such a good customer. 


You know the drill, soldier. Put your cash and next order in the 
envelope, and let that bitch burn in your fireplace. It’ll find its way to 
us. Don’t ask how. 


Niki snuck a little note in your tea tin, but you didn’t hear it from me. 
Keep your secrets. 


| think we are still right, in the end. Tommy Atkins needs to go. 

He has never cared what happens to us as long as he is still the 
hero. L'manburg’s destruction is proof enough of that. Why should 
we care what happens to him? 


He’s been coasting on his last life since the Independence War. 


| think he needs a wake-up call. 


-a friend 


-<>Y<>- 


-CALLING ALL L-MANBURG SURVIVORS- 


WALTER CRONDALE AND SYLVESTER McCOY, with the full 
approval and assistance of the Greater Prime Royal Museum, is 
calling for select former L’manburg residents and/or survivors who 
will be willing to engage in a series of 


-Neutrally conducted 


-Financially compensated (or otherwise accommodated to your 
request) 


-Pre-meditated 


-Pre-recorded 


AUDIOVISUAL INTERVIEWS about the former country and its final 
moments, for the sake of closure, clarity, and historical archival. The 
finished product will be premiered on radio, and later retained in the 
Royal Museum for viewing. 


We understand the severity of this request, and are approaching you 
with the utmost respect. We believe you will provide a unique and 
invaluable perspective on this moment of history for the sake of your 
fellow survivors and future generations to come. 


Help us understand L’‘manburg for what it truly was. 


(Contact information provided below. Respond with a definitive 
yes/no as soon as possible.) 


-<>Y<>- 


-WARNING- 


THIS DOCUMENT WILL SELF-DESTRUCT IF NOT OPENED BY 
ITS INTENDED RECIPIENT USING THE PROPER METHOD. 


THE SENDER IS NOT LIABLE FOR ANY INJURY THAT OCCURS 
TO THIEVES OR PERSONS OTHER THAN RECIPIENT. 


Sorry about the fuss, Jack. It’s nothing personal. Found out by 
accident the other day you can use radios to listen in to comm calls if 
you know how. Besides, it’s better to write this shit down. Give me 
your thoughts next time we meet up. (I know some of it is in crayon. | 
was bonding with my son. Cope.) 


-Tubbo 


PROJECT DREAMCATCHER: A HYPOTHESIS OF MAGICAL 
FISSION AND ITS MILITARY APPLICATIONS 


l- A SUMMARY OF MAGICAL FISSION 
ll- A STUDY OF MAGICAL CONDUITS 
lll- ON ENERGY COMPRESSION 


IV- AERODYNAMIC BALLISTICS 
V- UNCATEGORIZED BULLSHIT 


9. The Fable Of The Spirit Tracks 


Summary for the Chapter: 


It happened. Just trust me, dude. 


Once there was an Angel that dreamed for a hundred years, and in 
doing so, dreamed a machine that would ferry the dead across a 
hundred worlds. 


It woke knowing nothing but the task now embedded in its mind, and 
set itself to work. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Philza’s ears perk to the sound of familiar laughter. 


If it were anyone else, he would question it. But Techno is a man 
who likes to joke, and Philza is a man who likes to laugh, so there’s 
a reflexive giggle bubbling up in Philza’s voice as he asks what the 
fuck Techno’s on about this time. 


“It's nothing,” Techno insists. “It's nothing. | just found another fable 
thing Lagos kept in his library- the Fable of the Spirit Tracks. 
Apparently it’s about you doing the train stations for the underworld.” 


Philza blinks. “Oh, | remember that.” 


“Do you?” Techno amusedly presses. “Because | remember you 
being a shirtless sleepwalker for like, a good half of that at least.” 


A silence. 


“| was what now-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


It did not once waver in its task. The very divine host questioned its 
end, and still it did not waver. One wonders if it even stopped to rest. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“| think you, like, forgot that not everyone can read your mind like 
Chatters does, because you were just really quiet a lot?” Techno 
snickers. “You were- uh- very enthusiastically infodumping at me in 
complete and utter silence every time we ran into each other.” 


“That's bullshit,” Philza denies. “There’s no way | just sleepwalked a 
train into existence.” 


“And yet here | am, telling you about how you sleepwalked a train 
into existence. Life is beautiful, Phil.” 


-<>Y<>- 


During this journey the Angel encountered countless enemies, but 
still it prevailed, emboldened by our Lady’s grace. 


-<>Y<>- 


“And you also didn’t tell anybody you were doing this beforehand, so 
you triggered twenty different divine security systems when you 
started screwing around with server worldspawn.” 


A pause. 


“Okay,” Philza skeptically concedes. “But did | win?” 


“Im pretty sure that if you didn’t, | would have heard about it,” 
Techno points out. “Anyone would want the chance to flex besting 


the Angel of Death in combat.” 


“| feel like Trixtin would have told me about any of this if it actually 
happened,” Philza insists. 


“| mean, She was just as confused as | was,” Techno confesses. “We 
were placing bets on whether or not you finally snapped.” 


“That still doesn’t answer why Lagos would have one of these. /f it 
happened.” Philza flips through the colorful images and sparse 
pages. “This reads like a short psalm from a crowsworn scroll, it’s 
barely worth keeping on its own.” 


“Lagos thought the whole thing was really funny,” Techno recalls. “He 
liked to show up at your worksites and wait for you to find him 
disguised as weird bugs and tiny animals.” A snort. “I think Chatters 
almost ate him more than once.” 


“| still think you’re jebaitin’ me, by the way.” Philza snaps the book 
shut. “It’s a cute story an’ all, but it sounds bullshit.” 


“Come on,” Techno needles. “Would | lie to you?” 


“You tried to tell me piglins feed netherrack soil to children to boost 
their immune system,” Philza flatly points out. 


“In my defense,” Techno says with a light smile, “we were very young 
back then, and it was funny that you believed it. There’s mercury in a 
lot of netherrack, y’know.” 


Philza’s wings snap open defensively. “Well, how was | supposed ft’ 
know that a fuckthousand years ago?” 


“| thought dirt was poison everywhere!” Techno laughs. “As far as | 
knew, you should have caught on faster!” 


Philza shoves his leg into Techno’s chest until Techno falls off his 
seat, still laughing as he hits the floor. 


-<>9Y<>- 


But after chance meetings with many fair friends, the Angel 
completed its work, and the dead have been kindly ferried through 
the universe ever since. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Trixtin?” Philza calls out. “Trixtin, Techno tried to tell me | built all the 
train stations shirtless, can you-” His expression flattens. “Oh, gods, 


not you too.” 


“It was so weird to watch,” Trixtin starts. “But it was also really funny 
to watch you trash every divine security system ever.” 


“Oh, gods.” Philza runs a hand through his hair. “Oh, gods, it was 
actually real. What the actual fuck? Why didn’t you stop me?” 


To that, his wife only smiles. “In my defense, you were very efficient 
and very distracting.” 


Philza sputters as a mortified blush creeps across his face. 


Trixtin lets out a sympathetic noise and pats his head. “Sorry. Guess 
| should have told you about it. | thought you remembered.” 


“| sleepwalked my way through the entire underworld train system,” 
Philza horrifiedly whispers. “Good fucking gods. I’m never gonna live 
this down.” 


A raucous cackle sounds off to the side. Philza turns, and to his ever 
increasing horror, finds none other than Wren Watson sitting at the 
table that Trixtin was just at. 


“Not a word,” Philza hisses. 


Wren slaps the table with mirth, his sturdy frame rattling the furniture 
with his strength. “And what are you gonna do?” he wheezes. “Kill 
me?” 


“| know where you live,” Philza darkly threatens. “I’m gonna crook 
your feathers and move all your furniture a half block to the left, you 
son of a bitch.” 


“Oi!” Wren forcelessly snaps. “My mother is your mother. You’re not 
gonna do jack shit.” 


“Bastard.” 


“Dickhead.” 


“We get it, you’re both pretty,” Trixtin snarks, “you can stop preening 
at each other now.” 


Philza groans as he ducks his head down into Trixtin’s hair. “You 
don't understand, Trixtin. My brother is a menace to society. This 
man burned down the magistrate’s house on accident when he was 
nine.” 


“They just can’t prove it was anything other than an anonymous 
accident,” Wren corrects. “We both know it was on purpose. That’s 
what he gets for tryin’ to pass roost house laws.” 


“| hate you both so much,” Philza whispers. 


“No, you don't,” Trixtin croons sweetly. “You love me.” 


Philza wordlessly flips them both off as he holds Trixtin in his wings. 


10. Doom Poem 


Summary for the Chapter: 


The ways common people grieve their End. 


In the void End, the fighting rages. 
The destruction continues to break the worlds both 
as above and so below, and so watch the Eight that song of war 


that claims their children for endless ages. 


Until that day its battle rends 
our sacred spires, our crystal sands 
Nothing more than echoed glass of time 


And memories ‘til the end of End. 


And “gods save us” they last will cry, 
With desperate hands and wild eyes 
to find the hands that fed the world 


now armed with sickles that rend the skies. 


To save our souls- or so they claim. 
From the greenest earth they came, 
deafened to all things but their named enemy. 


Their wisdom unfit to hear our screams. 


The gods looked down at our world, our shattered cradle now an 
empty tomb, and saw that it was Good. 


| hope that even the deathless ones will die. 


| hope you die. 


| hope we both die. 


11. But | Knew Him 
Summary for the Chapter: 
There is something to be said about empty tombs. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


brief instance of exotic text. 


The Dreamweaver had a godhome once- but he still felt, despite it, 
homeless. 


He did not make this place a home. He made no move to soften the 
floors he walked on, to remedy the cracks that grew on the walls. 
The weathering of this place began long before he died, and he let it 
lie as it was. 


So perhaps it was not a home, truly. More of a tomb for himself and 
everything he could not bring his mind to forget. 


And a tomb is meant to be filled with the things a dead man loved 
most of all. 


It’s the paintings that Techno and Philza find first. 


The oldest has no evidence of Lagos' tastes or handiwork- it was 
made by someone else long ago, perhaps not even meant for Lagos 
to keep in the first place. 


It is a painting of a spindled, mantis-like figure with pale lavender 
skin, too stick thin to have been a creature of flesh and bone. Divinity 
screams out from every gold accent on their form fitting dark blue 
dress, in every ring that hangs suspended around the horns of their 
harshly triangular head. Whatever details may have once existed on 
their face are lost to history- and the collection of knives still 
embedded onto the canvas, gouging out their neck and eyes. And to 
the right, as if a mere afterthought, is a far smaller figure, 
undecorated armor graced with a cloak of his master’s colors. The 
damage on his face is almost worse than the other. 


If it were not for a single surviving green eye and a golden smiling 
brooch, Lagos would not have been recognizable at all. 


The next is more of a sketch, simplistic but thorough. An obvious 
learning attempt. A self-portrait of Lagos himself through the lens of 
one of his old doll designs, a childish smile floating out of disturbingly 
militaristic and weathered clothes, the edges of the background 
distorted from the mirror view he would have used to reference 
himself. 


The third is another portrait of gods- this one a group picture, 
nervously huddled together but bearing friendly familiarity towards 
each other. Hands are linked and shoulders clasped, all standing 
together as one. A white haired siren, their blue tinged smile hiding 
behind feathered wings, a curling fish tail weaving around everyone 


else’s legs. Someone that might have been a bee moblin if they were 
mortal, body hidden behind a veil of flowers that nearly reaches 
down to their skirt. Behind them is a masculine figure obscured by 
shadow, and a crowned woman with strange features and a kind 
face. 


(It occurs to Philza and Techno, suddenly, that there must have been 
people other than endermen in the End, once. People that are now 
gone.) 


Lagos is in this portrait, too- but unlike the previous one with a 
scratched out face, he is not an afterthought. The original poses of 
the subjects have been redone, painted over to accommodate his 
inclusion, as if he had forgotten to add himself until the last possible 
moment. A soft smile adorns his features, a sharp contrast to his 
tattered cloak and spitefully unkempt hair. 


He is standing, shoulder to shoulder, at the right of a towering, stern- 
faced woman, her green eyes staring out of the canvas with 
unspoken challenge, the barest uptick on her lips betraying her 
friendliness. A silver horned crown rests on her elaborately braided 
head, while a scaled gorget and scaled gloves gleam dangerously 
under the nacred satin of a purple gown. Though everyone is 
lovingly painted, it is this royal figure which is spared the greatest 
detail, right down to the dragon tooth spear held at her side like a 
sceptre. 


“Sirine,” Philza reads out, pointing to the name autographed under 
the siren god. His hand ghosts over the bee moblin. “Asters.” He 


points to the shadow and the kind faced lady. “I’m not really sure 
what language this is. Do you know it, Techno?” 


Techno squints. “It kind of looks like Endewrit, but all... cursive. | 
can't make it out, either.” He turns to Lagos and snorts. “Looks like 
him and the big lady wrote each other’s names instead of their own. 
Nerds.” 


“tW- ach, the handwritin’s a bit scuffed on this one. Je... ahn. Jean?” 
Philza blinks. “The person from Lagos' war diary. Huh.” 


There aren't just paintings. Lagos lived a long life and it shows. It 
shows in the dragonmaster outfit kept in a forgotten closet, in a 
child’s drawing of himself with an achingly mortal family. Photos from 
Wilbur’s ninth birthday, an impromptu selfie with a surprised but 
laughing King. Handwritten cookbooks of food in portions meant to 
be shared, rewritten multiple times over. 


There’s scientific notes on the Rot, dating as far back as the Nether 
war. Progressions of illness and the desperate attempts of a cure, 
even partial successes- the Dreamweaver, it seems, may have been 
among the first to realise that at least testificates could survive 
treatment. 


It’s the gifts that hurt the most. The gifts that keep popping up, 
squirrelled away in different corners like Lagos was _ painfully 
ashamed to even think of them. 


A torc of gold and delicate filigree, a pointed compliment to a 
Covenant’s crown. A wing sash of silk and shining green 
embroideries, large enough that an Angel could have worn it to sleep 
and sturdy enough on its insides to withstand even his blade-like 
feathers. New clothes that could have- should have- been meant for 
a little sister. 


Achingly sentimental trinkets for people Philza and Techno have 
never met, people that may no longer even be alive, only some of 
them brave enough to be labelled for their intended recipients. A 
beautiful battle staff longer than Techno was tall. Shaded glasses, 
pearl pistols engraved with jewelled flames. A wedding gift for Sally 
and Wilbur that Lagos never sent. A hatpin enchanted to shield 
fragile antlers of bone. 


In the end, it was the armour that broke Techno’s heart. 


An unfinished set of armour meant for an enderman, inlaid with 
subtle lunar patterns and ender eyes. An unadorned humanoid’s 
armour, clearly a spare meant for Lagos himself, but still matching 
the style of all the others, at least at heart. A chestplate painstakingly 
built around an elytron’s wings- most elytron never even bothered 
with chestplates, but Lagos /earned how. 


A maned helm intended for and made in the style of a piglin, 
complete with four fingered gauntlets and a matching saddled 
shoulder for someone to perch on. Every armoured hand some 


variation of voidburned and goldstained like the touch of an old 
friend. 


Techno stares at the hundred little pieces of a heart that Lagos never 
got to give away. He runs his shaking hand over the saddle of a gift 
he never got to take, and he cries. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“You're upset,” Benihime bluntly notes. 


Techno takes a deep breath. “Just a bit,” he underwhelmingly admits. 


A crow silently clacks its beak, whispering something only an Angel 
can understand. Benihime blinks, eyes slowly pinning and unpinning. 


“Lagos is dead,” it says. “I knew him.” 


“He was my friend,” Techno mournfully intones. “And now he’s 
gone.” 


“But | Knew him,” Benihime repeats. “I-” Its hands curl shyly around a 
hatpin. “Okay.” 


By the time Techno brings himself to come downstairs to eat, there’s 
a plate of golden apples on the table, the skin of each slice cut to 
look like rabbit’s ears. Benihime is holding one of them in its hand. 


“Was he my friend, too?” it asks. 


“| think he wanted to be,” Techno sadly answers. 


“| think | wanted that, too. That would have been nice.” 


12. Lullaby 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Many names, many secrets. 


“So I’ve been thinking,” Techno suddenly starts. 


“Oh gods, no,” Philza deadpans. “Say it ain’t so.” 


Techno cuffs the back of Philza’s head, forcing the man’s hat off. 
“Silence, peon.” With the interruption resolved, Techno continues on. 
“Anyways, when | was a shote, they would teach me about lost gods. 
From the Nether, y'know?” 


“Yeah,” Philza easily recalls, distant as the memory may be. “That 
was your whole thing bein’ soulsingers, innit?” 


“Anyways, I’ve been looking at Lagos' stuff from the Nether war, and 
I’m... pretty sure Lagos' one of the lost Nether gods. He was revered 
as one, at least.” 


Philza raises an eyebrow, an interested chirp caught in his throat. 


“When the Rot came for us, a Lullaby began to appear on the 
battlefields,” Techno recites. “As white as quartz and fragile as clay, 
warped forests springing out of her ever-falling tears. She sang to 
the lost, sounder and enemy alike, and granted them what little 
mercy she could give. When the Overworld gods left, she did too. 
We thought she died in one of the battles. Piglins still make dolls of 
Lullaby for children and Rot victims to try and remember her 
kindness.” 


Philza chuckles lightly to himself. “I’m not sure Lagos would 
appreciate bein’ mistaken for a lady.” 


Techno shrugs. “Piglins tend to equate power and femininity.” He 
holds up one of Lagos' closed books in his free hand. “But the stuff 
Lagos admits to doing lines up with the things Lullaby did, and her 
description matches a Nether war era doll design | found lying 
around. And, well- it’s true that warped forests only started appearing 
after the Rot. People used them as shelters because bad creatures 
wouldn't nest there. If anything could sprout an entirely new biome 
into existence, a domain god’s grief would do it.” 


“Well, there is the endermen in those forests?” Philza offers. “Could 
have been like what happened to the moon. Endermen bringing over 
foreign soil that propagates new shit.” 


“That would make sense, but there’s no biomes that even come 
close to matching what's going on in Nether forests. It was entirely 
unique.” 


“Fucked up forests are just a universal constant, | guess,” Philza 
concludes, chin resting on his propped up hand. “Like slimes. And 
frogs.” 


Techno chuckles. “One day, we’ll see a frog in the End dimension, 
and then we'll know. We'll know frogs really are a universal 
constant.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


The Loved house on 25 Sweetberry Street is a quaint little house. 
Just big enough for two- maybe even three, on a good day. 


No one asks questions about 25 Sweetberry Street, and that’s how 
Mr. Loved likes it. No one ever wonders if there’s a basement hiding 
several guns and cabinets full of science papers- he’s a single father 
constantly seen working on his client's machinery in his garage, and 
to most people, that’s all he'll ever be. 


No one asks about the attic that never turns its lights off. 


No one ever asks about Michael. 


The only evidence that Michael exists is in the crayons and snacks 
Mr. Loved will buy, or an occasional glowing blue eye gazing out of 


tinted windows. The only person who has seen Michael- discounting 
Mr. Loved and his supposed husband- is Mr. Manifold from down 
Foxhill Lane, a work friend who babysits for Mr. Loved when the man 
goes on day trips. 


Supposedly, Michael is ‘an alright enough lad’, whatever that means. 


Michael is a blond piglin child with soulfire blue eyes- maybe around 
3 years old, or at least equivalent to it. He’s also missing a heartbeat, 
along everything that should be in his right eye socket, up to and 
including skin, but who keeps track of such minor details, really? 
He’s just a little boy! He’s perfect exactly the way he is. 


He’s just Michael. He loves his special warm room and big soft bed 
so much. Baba promised that it’s going to be a racecar bed one day, 
and Michael doesn’t know what a racecar is or how it beds, but Baba 
sounded very happy, so Michael loves it very much. 


Baba hasn't come over in a while. Michael used to live with Baba all 
the time in a bigger house that made lots of funny water noises, but 
now he only comes over sometimes, because Michael lives in 
Bobo’s house now. Then Baba started living somewhere very far 
away that smells like dogs and piglins and pillow feathers. 


And that’s weird. 


Bobo doesn't get to be home all the time, because he’s doing Jobs, 
which is a very Big and Important thing to be doing, that makes him 
smell like iron and dust and magic. Sometimes Jack is there instead, 
which is okay because he smells like Bobo, but Jack also has Jobs, 
which means that a lot of the time Michael is left alone forever and 
ever with nothing but toys and crayons until someone comes back. 


It feels like forever at least. He’s only a child, after all. He’s small. It 
makes the world feel so much bigger. 


It didn’t feel so big when Lulla was there. 


Lulla used to come over all the time at Baba’s house. Baba brought 
Lulla over to do something Very Important to Michael, back when 
Michael’s head was fuzzy, because Lulla could make it stop. 


Of course Lulla can make it stop. It’s Lulla. From the sounder 
stories! 


But Baba nevers talks about Lulla when Lulla’s not here, and he 
doesn’t tell Bobo about it. Secret. Secret Lulla. 


He doesn’t even let Michael draw Lulla like everyone else. Baba saw 
Michael drawing Lulla and got very scared, asking who the person in 
the drawing was, like him and Michael weren't supposed to know the 
answer. There are so many Rules for Lulla. 


But Baba’s not here, and Bobo doesn’t know about the Rules. 


So if Michael never tells anyone the same way Baba does, that 
means it’s fine. 


Michael hums to himself, tapping his hoof against his open eye 
socket as he draws on his paper. 


“Lulla, lulla, lulla.” Michael draws green smiling circles on his paper, 
just like Lulla’s white smiling face. “La, la, lulla, lullaby. Bye, bye, 
Lulla... by.” 


13. Resist. Retain. Return. 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Overcome. 


Paragon put me through another training round again. Well, he had 
Ordinance put me through it. He’s far too busy to reduce himself to 
such a basic task, in his own words. 


He says it is important to have the strength and will to resist torture, 
and that... exposure to the common methods will help me outlast 
them in the event that they happen for real. 


| am being strengthened. | am not being punished. | am too valuable 
to be harmed. Paragon is beyond lenient compared to a real enemy. 


(He only started doing this after he found me making that “useless” 
cat construct in my free time.) 


But | am not being punished. | am being strengthened. 


He is more worried for my safety than usual. | tell him that | never 
leave my workshop without his orders in the first place, but he 
worries anyway. He always does. Even though he constantly tells me 


that | shouldn’t worry about it, myself. It is not my place to question 
his concerns, only create what is asked of me. 


He tells me that it will be over soon, whatever “it” is. But that’s what 
he said last time, and the time before that. 


| miss my forests. Maybe he will let me keep flowers in the workshop 
if the next assignment goes well. The guards got rid of my cactus 
when they found it because they said a dryad could spy on me with 
it. 


| am not being punished. The enemy will be worse. 


! am not. | am the Dreamweaver. | am better. | will not break. 


At least | can eat again tomorrow. Not everyone gets to when they’re 
training. But I’m his favorite, so he lets me. Sometimes he even lets 
me sleep. I’m his favorite. 


(Ordinance hates it. Everyone knows Paragon’s favorite used to be 
him.) 


-<>9Y<>- 


Lagos appreciates Sam. 


Lagos appreciates how practical Sam is. Sam likes being on top of 
things. 


But most of all, Sam likes it when he’s on top of things and everyone 
around him knows it. 


“AS you can see, the prison is now fully operational.” Sam turns 
around in his chair, gesturing to the live footage cycling through the 
screens behind him. “I’ve run through all security systems, there are 
no remaining bugs. Anything leftover is so minor that you and | 
would be the only people who would know to exploit it. It’s basically 
ready to go whenever you are unless there’s any other changes you 
want to finalise.” 


Sam. A creeper moblin with dark, sleepless eyes and a tempered 
voice, he’s as sturdy as a shark and just as sharp. Lagos wouldn't 
doubt he could rip a tree out of the ground with his bare hands. In 
the right armor, he’d look more like a monster than a man, and he’d 
fight like one, too. 


Perhaps it’s a bit cruel, but prejudice will work in Sam’s favor as the 
Warden of this prison. 


(It'll certainly work in Lagos' favor, after all.) 


“| do have something, actually.” Lagos looks over the schedule. “I’m 
noticing the proposed prison diet is a much higher saturation than 
what we originally agreed on. Can | ask why that is?” 


Sam’s face brightens. “Ah, yes, | did want to go over that with you. | 
was consulting with Ponk over the medical equipment we're going to 
be keeping on site-” 


Lagos rolls his eyes. “Of course. The boyfriend. Hand her the prison 
keys, why don't you?” 


“-and they brought up a lot of good points about the effects that our 
more... intensive security measures will have on inmate health.” 
Sam tents his hands in front of his blunt, square snout. “Mining 
fatigue exhausts the body to unnatural levels. They recommended 
an increased saturation intake in the baseline diet plan to avoid 
physical deterioration.” 


“It'S a maximum security prison,” Lagos half-snaps. “The mining 
fatigue is part of the escape deterrence, | went over this with you a 
thousand times!” 


“Hunter, they'll already be too weak to break a block of mud,” Sam 
concernedly points out. “There’s no point in letting them starve.” 


Lagos slams his hand on the desk. “THERE’S NO POINT IN YOU 
USING CONFIDENTIAL PRISON DETAILS FOR PILLOW TALK, 
AND HERE WE FUCKING ARE!” 


“You said | could bring in consultants for extra stuff!” Sam defends. “I 
couldn't lie to a literal doctor about potential medical complications.” 


“Yeah, and now an extra person knows details about the fucking 
elder guardians,” Lagos fires back. “That's an extra person who 
knows about one of the most crucial defenses the prison has. How 
are you going to keep that quiet, Sam?” 


Sam sighs irritably, a rising rattling hiss radiating in his lungs. “It 
won't matter if anyone knows. They don’t know where or how the 
guardians are being stored, and even if they did, they wouldn't be 
able to break into the containment to do anything about it. Because 
of the mining fatigue.” 


Lagos crosses his arms. “Explosives don’t care about mining 
fatigue.” 


“Which is why we both agreed to use blast resistant materials for 
every possible surface,” Sam reasonably points out. “We’ve been 
over this, why are you questioning my work quality now?” 


Lagos looks aside. “You know the intended prisoner is very capable. 
| want no possibility left for their escape.” 


“Ah, yes, the prisoner #1 you keep telling me nothing about.” Sam 
leans back against his low side seat, legs curling leisurely against 
the large mat underneath him. “You asked me to keep that prisoner 
alive, Hunter. | intend to keep that promise to you and to every 
subsequent person that might stay here. How far are you willing to 
go?” 


Lagos scoffs. “You can manage everyone else’s rented prison cells 
with whatever kid gloves you want. But I’m putting my foot down on 
the maximum security prisoner, alright? You keep it like | tell you to. 
It’s the only way this can work.” 


“Are you sure?” Sam presses. 


“They'll live,” Lagos dismisses. 


I’ve done it before, after all. 


14. Memory Boy 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Ranboo remembers, until he doesn't. 


They care a lot less about everything I’ve done than | thought. | told 
them about the mindjacks, and it was terrible, but no one really gives 
a shit. Because | didn’t know what was going on, and apparently that 
makes a difference. 


| don't know if this is normal or not. If any of this is normal or not. 


| hope it is. | hope it never stops. 


They’re all very strange. Really, at this point I’m probably the weird 
guy for not understanding shit, but here we are. They’re weird to me 
and that’s how tt is. 


Sure, they get things done, they ask me questions, and they do a lot 
of planning, but they spend so much time doing useless shit like 
talking to each other and trying to teach recipes. Two of them 
randomly started brawling the other day just for fun, and Jean didn’t 
even do anything about it, just threw them across the room and 
laughed. 


They're all so... careless. 


They don’t even use their titles. No one even knows Jean’s god 
name, and they all make these ridiculous joke code words that seem 
to change every click of the clock. Sheeran has decided to call me 
JACKRABBIT of all things, and everyone else has decided it’s funny, 
in a fucked up sort of way. 


| don’t know why they try to be nice to me. They know the machines | 
was used to make are the reason they’re losing the war so badly. 


But I’m a selfish person. | don’t think | could take it if they stopped. 


...| hope I’m worth whatever they think they’re seeing. 


-<>Y<>- 


Ranboo remembers, and then he doesn't. 


Ranboo wakes, and then he Sleeps, and then he Walks. 


He doesn’t quite remember what it means, when he Walks. He’s not 
sure if he ever will. But it does feel different from being awake. 
Sharper. Angrier. 


When he Walks, he remembers. And he knows he does not Walk 
often, so he has to take advantage of it when he can. 


Today, he woke up and Walked to the mountain and saw Lagos. 
Lagos slid off his mask just long enough to look Ranboo in the eyes, 
and Ranboo understood everything. 


Ranboo wonders what people would think, if they learned about any 
of this. How devious of Lagos to manipulate the poor, feeble, 
spineless young Ranboo in this way, stealing his memories like a 
thieving cat for some wicked end. Even Ranboo convinces himself it 
must be true, when he wakes and stops remembering. 


How sad, when it could not be farther from the truth. Lagos doesn’t 
make him forget. 


Lagos makes him remember. 


And what Ranboo remembers is... 


“| still think you’re an idiot, by the way.” Ranboo blinks dully as he 
walks off the lift of Lagos' vault. “Putting yourself in prison doesn’t 
rank among your best ideas, if we’re being honest.” 


“It ll be fine!” Lagos insists. “I’ve done this sort of thing before.” A 
pause. “I think. Just trust me on this.” 


“Uh-huh. Sure.” Ranboo looks out at the eccentric contents of the 
vault. “Just like how everyone’s gonna believe your Shrinesday 
cartoon villain arc fakeout.” 


The thing about Lagos, Ranboo has quickly found himself learning, 
is that Lagos is not particularly smart in terms of tactics. He’s not 
Technoblade, running through airtight plans a thousand times over 
until there is next to no room for error. 


Lagos is not an accurate tactician. He’s a fast one. A persistent one. 
He makes plans and keeps making them until one of them works. 


But this is not a hunt, where quick minds and quicker reaction times 
will make or break a battle. This is a long con, and Ranboo’s not too 
sure he likes the room for error this new improvisation is allowing for. 


“| fucking told you,” Punz loudly says to Lagos as he busies himself 
with a portable stove. “The vault’s excessive, even for you.” 


“It's supposed to be excessive,” Lagos insists. 


The vault is covered wall to wall in stolen, lovingly labelled things. 
Attachments, or at least things that represent them. 


A well-worn weapon. A keychain shaped like a fish. An antique 
photo. Things that mean nothing to Lagos, but everything to the 
people they’ve been taken from, because Lagos doesn’t want to win. 


Lagos wants to lose. Lagos wants to be something so horrible, so 
rage-inducing, that the entire server will band together just to stop 
his bullshit once and for all. 


Because he'll let the world eat him alive if they just finally get over 
themselves and do it together. 


“Listen.” Lagos flippantly crosses his arms. “It'll only be for a /ittle bit. 
A few months, maybe a year?” He wiggles his hands. “I'll be a good 
little boy in my little cell, and I'll be really sorry for all my visitors, and 
it'll be fine. Let the server forget about me, and I'll just get released 
on good behavior.” 


He looks up at the ceiling. 


“Or I'll just break out. | designed that place, | don’t give a shit. I’ll fuck 
off into the woods and tell everyone how much | suffered under the 
lonely prison conditions-” 


“The conditions you designed?” Punz flatly confirms. 


“-and I'll be a changed man and whatever. They can’t hate me 
forever.” 


“And remind me how you plan to break out if it comes down to it?” 
Punz sarcastically asks. 


“Technoblade’s a smart man,” Lagos says. “And he owes me. We 
give him a way to get the blueprints, and he'll figure it out.” He 
shrugs. “He might just bust it apart without me even asking. He’s 
never been fond of prisons in the first place.” 


Punz turns away from his cooker to point his tools threateningly in 
Lagos' direction. “That’s not as reassuring as you think it is!” 


“It'll be fine,” Lagos insists. 


“Itll stop being fine when | steal your prison socks,” Ranboo 
threatens. 


Lagos taps his mask. “That reminds me. | actually would like you to 
visit.” 


Ranboo rolls his eyes. “Wasn’t half the point of this stunt to make it 
look like we aren’ involved in your super evil plans?” 


“Say you feel bad about me and want to make friends,” Lagos easily 
offers. “Hell, it doesn’t even have to be me, just be seen in the prison 
a lot. People will believe you’re nice enough to try the power of 
friendship on criminals.” He slaps Ranboo’s back. “I mean, look at 
you. You’re dressed like a little Shrinesday boy. You’ve got the spine 
of a chocolate eclair.” 


‘|-” Ranboo holds up his finger, nearly arguing it, before dropping the 
point. “God damn it. You’re right. You’re right and | hate this.” 


“Punz will be out and about continuing the research and keeping up 
with the news,” Lagos relays. “You'll make yourself look normal 
around the prison, see which guards we can use to smuggle shit in 
and out.” 


“lll cover for you if you need me to,” Punz says to Ranboo as he 
throws a knife at the wall by Lagos' head. “Just gimme a quick call 
beforehand.” 


“Sure thing, Punz,” Ranboo answers. 


(Ranboo decides to never call Punz for any form of backup 
whatsoever. ) 


“This is a bad idea and you should all feel bad,” Ranboo concludes. 
“But I’m helping you anyway.” 


Lagos snaps his fingers, clicking some absolutely goofy netherite 
finger guns in his direction. “Because it’s for a good cause.” 


“Sure.” Ranboo looks down to where Punz is. “Why is he cooking on 
the floor? There’s a living area right upstairs.” 


“Because I’ve lost control of my life,” Punz deadpans. 


Ranboo sighs. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Ranboo is... 


Ranboo is for keeping the balance. 


He keeps the balance. He has always kept the balance. That's what 
he’s for. 


That is why he Walks. That is why he frees the endermen he finds. 
That is why he helps Lagos, even if he doesn’t always like the things 
Lagos does. 


To keep the balance. 


To keep away the conflict. 


Lagos wants to stop the conflict. He wants to stop the conflict by 
making himself the last real conflict this server will ever have. He is 
willing to destroy himself in order to make sure of it. 


Ranboo can respect that dedication. To the balance. 


...dow much suffering is this balance worth? Before it stops being 
balance. Before it starts being something Ranboo can never take 
back. 


Lagos tenses violently when Ranboo puts his hand on the man’s 
shoulder, before relaxing. “Hello.” 


“You want to use Tommy,” Ranboo starts. “And Tubbo. To make 
everyone fight you. Why them?” 


“Tommy’s... useful,” Lagos reveals. “He’s charismatic, | guess. He’s 
loud, and it makes people listen. If he hates me hard enough, he can 
get everyone else to follow. He’s a lot like Wilbur, in that way.” 


“| never met Wilbur, | don’t think,” Ranboo admits. 


“| hope you don’t,” Lagos confesses. “He tends to break things 
around him.” 


“And you're just going to use Tommy,” Ranboo presses. “You’re not 
going to kill him.” 


“Well,” Lagos concedes, “I need to play a /ittle rough to make it look 
believable-” 


“And you won't kill him.” Ranboo’s grip hardens, strong enough that 
he knows Lagos will feel it even under all those armored layers. “You 
won't be hurting anyone else but yourself.” 


A silence. 


“You can’t stop me,” Lagos warns him. 


Ranboo laughs uneasily. “Oh, we’re far past that. But- I- y’know 
what?” Ranboo stands tall, hoping the difference between them is 
too great for Lagos to care how much Ranboo’s voice is shaking. “If 
you kill m-my friends, I'll never forgive you. No matter what shiny 
new world you buy with it. And- and you don’t want that. | know you 
don't.” 


Lagos looks up. His eyes flick across Ranboo’s face, never quite 
looking him in the eyes. 


And he smiles, slow and gentle like the breaking dawn. 


“You're standing up straight,” Lagos softly says, a sudden pride in his 
voice. “Good.” 


Ranboo blinks. 


Huh. So he is. 


That's kind of nice, actually. 


“Hey, Lagos,” Punz casually interrupts, “do you want some water?” 


Lagos sputters loudly. “I do NOT have pearleye again! That was one 
time!” 


“Then you'll have no problem drinking this water,” Punz teases. 


“Fuck you.” Lagos crosses his arms. “I’m perfectly fine.” 


Maybe he should just get stuck with pearleye, Ranboo darkly muses. 
And then he looks away, shoving the thought aside, because those 
are thoughts for Sleep and Walking, thoughts that belong more to 
the call of the enderman collective than Ranboo himself. 


“Are you sure?” Punz grins caustically, getting up from the floor and 
brandishing his water bottle like a deadly weapon. “Then you won't 
have any problem if | splash it on you!” 


Lagos lets out an inhuman shriek as Punz sprints at him, scrabbling 
up the walls as he tries to escape. Ranboo grabs Lagos by the collar 


of his cloak and watches impassively as Punz dunks him like a wet 
Cat. 


Ranboo sighs. 


The sacrifices he makes for this server. 


-<>Y<>- 


“You've been standin’ up straighter,” Philza notes. 


“Have |?” Ranboo asks. “I didn’t notice.” 


Weird. When did that start happening? 


Philza smiles. “Standin’ all tall with that crown shinin’ on your head. 
You look like a prince, kind of.” 


“Really?” Ranboo laughs slightly. “Oh, that’s nice.” 


"What did you get up to today, mate?" 


Ranboo looks at his memory book. 


You went on a little Walk! 


"Nothing much, | guess," Ranboo says. "I think | went on a walk." 


Notes for the Chapter: 


punz canonically uses he/they pronouns 


15. Michael's Best Day 
Summary for the Chapter: 
And Tubbo's last. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


contains one sentence of exotic text. 


It’s Tubbo’s last day on earth when he decides to give Michael the 
best day of his life. 


The eyepatch on Michael’s face used to belong to Tubbo, once. 
Wilbur had made it with the same spare fabric he used to sew the 
epaulettes of what would become Tubbo’s presidential suit- a stilted 
apology for the fireworks that had skipped across Tubbo’s face like 
rocks in a pond, leaving his right eye tender for weeks. 


(Michael likes the gold color, at least.) 


It’s warm enough out that Tubbo can do away with his winter vest 
and hat. At least, he thinks it is. Maybe he’s just finally got used to 
the cold. A used bottle of brown hair dye sits in a medicine cabinet 
as he brushes the fluff on Michael’s face, and when he catches 
accidental glimpses of himself in the mirror, he realizes that he 
doesn't... hate it. For the first time in a long while, he finally looks like 
himself. 


He writes himself a note to get his ears pierced if he lives past 
tomorrow. He’s always wanted to do that. 


He doesn’t know if Michael can really get cold, but he wrestles 
mittens and a fluffy jacket onto Michael’s body anyways, watching 
the little piglin’s tail wag as they take their first steps outside 
together. 


On the best day of Michael’s life, Tubbo lets him pick out the 
groceries. Apples and cinnamon for applesauce, a small meat pie for 
dinner, plenty of bread for sandwiches that Tubbo’s going to need for 
his last day on earth. 


There’s a cookie stand run by an absurdly tall ramlin lady with dark 
glasses and cloudy hair. Tubbo asks what horn polish she uses while 
haggling for white chocolate and macadamia cookies, and Michael 
plays with the opal haired child peaking his head out of the counter. 


(Tubbo tries not to flinch at the child’s rosy cheeked Dreamweaver 
mask.) 


Snowchester is a seaside town. They have fish and chips for lunch, 
and Tubbo can’t help but laugh when a bit of steam puffs out of 
Michael’s snout and eye socket from the warm meal. And since this 
is the best day of Michael’s life, they had some ice cream after. 


Though, uh- ice cream sure was an experience. Michael had nudged 
the wooden spoon in his mouth before promptly falling to the ground 
from shock out of how cold it was. 


“Aw, do you not like it?” Tubbo starts to move the bowl away. “That’s 
okay, | can always finish it-” 


Michael pats where his bowl used to be, the edge of his spoon 
clattering on the table surface. 


Tubbo snorts. “Alright, little weirdo. You can have it back.” 


Michael shoves his spoon into the ice cream and... blows on it like a 
hot soup before putting it into his mouth. 


Tubbo lets himself have a chuckle at that. Good gods, this silly child. 
Was this how Philza felt when he- 


Tubbo’s dull fingers curl into his palms. 


Today’s supposed to be a good day. He shouldn't be thinking about 
things like that. 


“We should go to the docks a bit,” Tubbo decides. “Y’know? Get a 
look at the boats and balloons up here. They get lots of airships here 
now that L’manburg’s gone.” 


-<>Y<>- 


It’s Tubbo’s last night on earth, and he has to be ready for it. 


A compass showed up in Tommy’s house this morning, with a note 
from Hunter telling Tommy to go alone. 


Like hell is Tubbo gonna let that happen. 


Tomorrow, they'll get up early. They'll try to prepare as many people 
as they can, find the coordinates for Hunter's compass as fast as 
they get there, and then... 


...and then. 


Someone's going to die. 


And since they’re not strong enough for it to be Hunter if 
reinforcements don’t arrive, and no way in hell is Tubbo letting 


Tommy die on his watch, it’s- 


-it’s probably gonna be him. 


(At least he lived past 10. Not everybody gets to do that.) 


He thinks about things he needs to do. Things he needs to write 
down. 


... fhings he needs to say. 


-<>Y<>- 


In the event of the final death of Tubbo B. Loved (née Underscore), 
his estate is divided as follows: 


To Mr. Jack Manifold: 


You are entitled to sole rights of our nuclear program to continue as 
you see fit, as well as my half of our allotted funding which was 
directed towards it. Whatever profits or discoveries you net from our 
endeavor going forward are entirely your own, and no other person 
listed here is entitled to any share except how you see fit. 


-<>Y<>- 


[RECORDED MESSAGE BEGINS. ] 


Hey, Jack! Hope none of this shit sounds too presumptuous or 
anything. It’s just- it’s only fair, yknow? You worked just as hard as | 
did on this shit, and I'll be dead. | don’t want to take anything away 
from our group project. 


...You don’t need to continue Project Dreamcatcher if you don't 
want. It was more my idea than yours, after all, and- | don’t know if | 
really want that to be my last mark on the world. 


| really do think we can do something good with our research. This 
could open up the avenues to so much better technology, and I- 


-gods, look at me. I’m talking shop in my own obituary. I’m gonna 
keep this short for both our sakes. 


We started this. Help me finish it. | wish | could have been there to 
see it. 


[RECORDED MESSAGE ENDS.] 


-<>Y<>- 


To Mr. Ranboo My-Beloved: 


You have never cared for money, so none will be given to you, but 
25 Sweetberry Street is yours, aS well as any personal possessions 
you will find in it. Jack will always be allowed to stay, as will Michael 
and anyone else you choose. 


-<>9Y<>- 


[RECORDED MESSAGE BEGINS. ] 


Hey there, sexy! 


...Why the fuck did | open with that. 


[DELETE RECORDED MESSAGE? Y/N] 


[Y] 


[DELETING RECORDED MESSAGE.] 


[RECORDED MESSAGE BEGINS. ] 


Hey, Ranboo. I’m Tubbo B. Loved. If you’re wondering why we've 
almost got the same last name, it’s because | took yours when we 
got married. 


I’m- | was your husband. Don't worry, we weren't in love or anything! 
We were basically friends with (tax) benefits. We were... we were 
kids. Good gods, we were kids. 


| hope that- that whatever you remember, it was good. We didn’t 
have very long together, but- but we had fun, didn’t we? We had fun 
playing house for a while. 


| Know that | left you, and | know that I’m leaving you with Michael 
and that’s gonna be hard, | know | should have done more. But this 
is all | have. This is the best | can do. I’m gonna give you guys a 
future, even if that means it gets rid of mine. 


You- | know you do lots of shit on your own, but don’t do that with 
Michael, okay? Ask for help. You’re gonna need it. | know | did. 


| took lots of pictures. 


| wish | took more. 


[RECORDED MESSAGE ENDS.] 


-<>Y<>- 


To Mr. Wilbur Sam-seong Soot, in the event of his return: 


A New L’manburg flag and shield, which has been kept in mint 
condition, as well as a copy of your elytra’s musical recordings. 


-<>Y<>- 


[RECORDED MESSAGE BEGINS. ] 


To our esteemed founding father, Wilbur Sam-seong Soot. | am 
President Tubbo Underscore of New L'manburg, Vice President of 
Manberg, Weapons Specialist of the Revolutionary 5th Batallion. 


You will not take credit for this death. 


| am sitting here in my house, wearing my wedding ring as my son 
falls asleep because | could not lie down and fucking die when you 
asked me to. You don't get to take my life from me again. You don't 
fucking deserve it. 


| hope you live a long, happy life, wherever it takes you. 


And fuck you. 


| win. 


[RECORDED MESSAGE ENDS.] 


-<>Y<>- 


To Michael Underscore Beloved: 


He is entitled to the whole sum of my monetary wealth and all 
possessions which | kept on his behalf, including part-ownership of 
the as of yet unfinished Bee n’ Boo inn, which entitles its holder to 
10% of its profits. It is my will that this wealth only be used, by 
whoever cares for him, to fund his continued well-being and 
happiness for as long as is sustainably possible, and that it be ceded 
to him entirely ifAwhen he comes of age. 


-<>9Y<>- 


[RECORDED MESSAGE BEGINS. ] 


Hi, Michael. It’s Bobo. 


| have to go away for a while. Someone very bad is scaring 
everyone, so me and my friend have to go beat him up. And | didn't 
come back because I... I'm still fighting him. Yeah. I'm fighting him 
forever and ever so everyone can be safe again. Don't you worry 
about me. I'm kicking his ass. 


You're gonna have to stay with Baba for a bit, okay? And if he’s too 
sad, you can- it’s okay if you stay with Philza. You haven’t met him, 
and he doesn't like me very much right now, but he’s very nice, | 
promise. If you and Baba ask really nicely, he'll help you. 


| made sure to write down how to make all your favorite snacks 
before | go, and- 


W FN EN Ke <T TEN EK. 


Bye, Michael. 


[RECORDED MESSAGE ENDS.] 


-<>9Y<>- 


To my oldest and dearest friend, Tommy Atkins Innit: 


As | have already given you my life, you shall be allotted nine (9) 
gold nuggets as a token of our friendship. 


-<>9Y<>- 


[RECORDED MESSAGE BEGINS. ] 


Yeah, | don't care if I’m dead, I've still got shit to say. 


First of all, fuck you. You’re kind of a piece of shit and | don’t know 
why | died for you. 


Second of all, I’m sorry. | was a bad friend. You were right, we’re too 
young to be doing this shit. 


Third thing. 


If you don’t make it to at least 30, you owe me 50 emeralds in the 
afterlife. I'll kick you in the shins until you pay up. 


Have a life, Tommy. 


[RECORDED MESSAGE ENDS.] 


-<>9Y<>- 


To the public park bench outside of T. A. Innit’s house: 


| have completed the necessary fees and paperwork to give this 
bench and accompanying Jukebox legal ownership over itself, so that 
it can never be legally moved or destroyed except for repairs. 


-<>Y<>- 


[RECORDED MESSAGE BEGINS. ] 


Happy birthday, Tommy. | hope this gift isn’t too bad. 


It was supposed to last us the rest of our lives. 


[RECORDED MESSAGE ENDS.] 


-<>Y<>- 


Tubbo looks at the box of labelled cassette tapes and puts his will on 
the top of them before closing it. 


He opens his comm. 


-<>Y<>- 


[ Tubbo_ has joined VC... ] 
[ Tubbo_ has joined VC... | 
[ Tubbo_ has joined VC... ] 


[ Tubbo_ is leaving a message in VC. | 


Hey, Phil. It’s probably really fuckin’ weird that I’m calling you, | know. 
Fuck, you probably have me blocked, | wouldn’t even blame you. But 
| wanted to fill you in on some shit before... uh... you have to hear it 
from someone else. 


Hunter left a compass in Tommy’s house, and we’re pretty sure he 
doesn’t want Tommy to come back alive. He’s already killed people, 
Phil. Everyone’s getting really scared. If we let him get to Tommy, | 
dont think he’s gonna stop. 


So, me and Tommy, and however many lads we can get, we're 
gonna try and nip it in the bud. We’re probably not gonna all make it 
out alive, but- but we have to try, right? Someone has to. Someone 
has to give a shit. 


This isn’t me asking you to bail me out. | know you hate me right 
now, and | know | fucked up- | hurt you so bad, | don’t even know 
how you could fucking look at me last time we saw eachother, | just- 
I’m sorry. That’s all. 


...! don’t wanna die, Phil. 


I’m scared. 


[ Message ends. | 


Tubbo_: /clear vc 


[ Ph1LZA has not heard this VC. Clear this message? Y/N | 


Notes for the Chapter: 


i wonder if he ever deleted it. 


16. Rule 
Summary for the Chapter: 


It's important to Know the rules in order to break them. 


The rules of this “Starlight Brigade” of End war defectors confuses 
me to no end. 


For starters, they feel more like vague guidelines than rules. They’re 
hardly enforced. 


The others are being weirdly lenient to me, even though I’m newer to 
the group. | thought it might have something to do with me being a 
domain god, but even Jean herself treats me like this. 


They don’t seem to mind me leaving my designated space. Actually, 
did they ever even give me a designated space? | kind of just started 
building one and they all went with it. That was really fucking weird, 
to be honest. And they just show up to take me out for... no 
particular reason. Sometimes they show me stuff like cool rocks. 
They seem to not like it when | stay inside my space alot, even if I’m 
working. But then | refused to go outside once and they just left me 
alone??? And left food??? 


They’re so creepy. 


It would be less creepy if they actually had some discipline around 
here. Or at least told me how it works. At this point I’d do something 
terrible just to find out what they’re actually like when they’re pissed 
off. At least the workshop told me how to be punished beforehand. 


The vagueness around these guys is killing me, even if | agree with 
their cause. | need to be prepared for my failures. 


| just want things to go back to normal. 


-<>Y<>- 


On behalf of Snowchester and the collective server body of the 
Dreamlands, Tubbo B. Loved, Tommy Atkins Innit, and Sapnap Halo 
formerly request that an OPEN MANHUNT be placed on The 
Dreamweaver’s Prophet in regards to the following actions 
committed by his person: 


-Abuse of the Crown of Greater Prime over the course of his regency 


-Using his influence within the Greater Prime Kingsguard, illegally 
removed Lord Eret-of-rine from the throne to install an unrightful King 
without consulting the Royal Council or the citizen body of Greater 
Prime 


-Abuse of diplomatic immunity awarded to his position as the 
Dreamweaver’s Prophet 


-Unsanctioned acts of war and terror, which have resulted on 
separate occasions the loss of several canon lives and the total 
dissolution of the city-state L’manburg 


-At least one witnessed and proven act of murder, and the possible 
kidnapping of at least two missing persons 


-suspicion of impersonating a holy office 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Quick question.” George lifts his eyes from the paper. “Why aren’t 
the other two on your hunting list? Those other two from when 
L’manburg got destroyed.” 


“Hunter held a diplomatic position and committed an unsanctioned 
act of war,” Karl recalls. “Technoblade and Philza were private 
citizens who claimed their participation was a protest against the 
abuses they suffered under the L’manburg state.” His copper eyes 
cast to the side, returning to his book. “Not that | would know. | 
wasn’t there for that. | was transferring my records here.” 


Kinoko King George Malcolm Lore sits in the war room of his head of 
militia, Sapnap Halo. 


In practice, most of the day-to-day is run by Karl Jacobs, who acts as 
the new state’s scholar and keeper of records. It was his suggestion 
that kickstarted the idea, after all, a sudden pressing need to move 


away from the area around the server heartlands and keep his books 
in a safer location. George’s position is mostly ceremonial. 


Mostly. 


The wilds of Kinoko have been unsettlingly tame ever since that 
crown found its way onto George’s head. 


“Did you really have to bring up my last Kingship on an official 
document?” George needles, a slight cringe on his face. “It’s so... 
controversial.” 


“| still believe you were the rightful King, don’t get me wrong,” 
Sapnap consoles. “But Eret had been crowned through all the proper 
channels, and you weren't. Besides, we took this petition to Eret and 
Bad, too. Had to be a little bipartisan.” 


Karl’s brows furrow with an uneasy expression. “I don’t like that you 
went to the Badlands without telling us first. | know he’s your dad, 
but-” 


“He’s fine,” Sapnap dismisses. “Bad’s still himself... kind of. He’s 
just- he’s just got extra priorities now, that’s all.” 


“Priorities that include getting people hooked on blood vines,” Karl 
presses. 


“It’s not that bad!” Sapnap insists. “He’s a stoner now, so what? That 
doesn’t mean we can throw away the military aid he’s entirely willing 
to provide.” He crosses his arms. “Besides, the wilds will protect us, 
anyway. The vines haven't been able to spread here yet, and we 
burn out the ones that even try.” 


Karl hums uneasily, but doesn’t argue further. 


George looks at the document again. “Have the other Lords signed 
on?” 


“It's an open manhunt,” Sapnap points out. “It’s unanimous or 
nothing.” 


George’s dark, shadowed eyes look off to the side as he takes a 
heaving breath. If it were anyone else, Sapnap would be wondering 


when the last time he slept was, but that’s not quite the problem, is 
it? 


This is the first time George has woken in two days, and he already 
looks exhausted. 


“| don't like this,” George decides. 


Sapnap’s heart stutters. “I don’t like it either, George. The guy was 
practically a brother to me, maybe even more than that! But we all 
know he’s going too far, we can't just do nothing- ” 


“| didn’t say we aren’t doing anything,” George bluntly interrupts. “I 
just don't like the manhunt.” 


Karl and Sapnap look to eachother for a moment. 


“Open manhunt is the traditional way to gather enough forces to take 
someone down, isn't it?” Karl points out. "You know the old rules 
here better than | do." 


“Yeah. Tradition.” George’s eyes harden. “Tradition that Hunter will 
be expecting. If we call a hunt, Hunter will know he’s been caught. 
And you know what would happen next. We’d never find him again.” 


“What are you saying, George?” 


“You're a free man,” George dismissively says as he lays the petition 
back on the table. “And our head of security. If you spontaneously 
decide that detaining Hunter is best for the safety of Kinoko, I’m 
inclined to let it slide.” 


Sapnap lets out a sigh of relief. “Thank you.” 


“Maybe it'll be for the best,” George whispers. “Maybe if he’s finally 
stopped, he'll... stop fucking around and go back to normal. And 
things can be like how they used to.” 


Sapnap’s armored hands curl into his palms. “Yeah.” 


He just wants everything to go back to normal. 


17. The Color Of Sadness 
Summary for the Chapter: 


His first and final confession. 


It’s a normal day when they find the Dreamweaver’s last painting. 


The Dreamweaver’s last painting is still on its easel, protected by a 
tarp of discarded linen in the last room they hadn't yet checked. A 
painter's palette lay by it, a swathe of different blues and rich greens 
long caked with dust and dryness. 


The Dreamweaver’s last painting is Philza and Techno. More 
precisely, his last painting is Emperor Snow and Emerald Star, the 
commanding chairs of an Antarctic Empire war table sat too close 
together, occupants leaned towards each other with some unspoken 
secret at the perfect angle to display their shared earrings. Their 
features and matching clothes have been painted a thousand times 
over a thousand years to the point of ethereal softness, a blended 
amalgamation of truths extracted from eternity to create a scene that 
never existed. 


There is one extra hand rested on the arm of each chair, connected 
to the arms of a standing figure who is still little more than a shy 
proof of concept. The sketches on the walls reveal a thousand 
variations of Lagos in different dolls, different forms, even different 
ages. The Dreamweaver, through these drawings, is a paradox of a 


thousand faces eternally undecided, most of them scratched out with 
frustration. 


He looks so much older than expected. Or maybe old isn’t quite 
right- weathered. Worn. Even his vainest depictions laid cracked 
scars on his hands, sleepless nights and sun-faded speckles 
creeping around his face. 


(Had Techno or Philza ever really seen Lagos' real face without a 
porcelain doll smothering his true essence like a tailored suit?) 


The only things agreed upon were the pose of his body, his head 
mapped to gaze down at whatever unknown plans the commanders 
have placed on the table, while star maps and the old flags of places 
they’ve been hung scattered in coy reference along the walls behind 
all three of them like trophies. 


And right where his left ear might have belonged, there floated a 
single emerald earring. The ghosts of its previous attempts are 
visible in repainted layers of uncertainty, but there it stayed 
nonetheless, sacrilegiously shining with the light of a star. 


There’s a note caught on the easel, half tucked under the rough 
edges of the canvas. 


To the Co-commanders of the Antarctic Empire 


As much as | always intruded in on your lives, | said and did nothing 
that was honest to you. Nothing that was ever myself. So let me be 
honest for the first- and last- time. 


This is exactly what it looks like. Right down to the emerald star, and 
knowing what it would mean to you. | could tell you that you were 
never meant to find this, and it would be true, but that’s not an 
excuse, is it? It’s gross to put myself in this picture, intended 
audience or not. 


| thought that if | could put myself here by your sides, if | could have 
painted myself the way | did for you, then maybe | could have found 
a piece of everything | saw in you. 


! still haven't, yet. | don’t know if | ever will. But at least | was stupid 
enough to try, wasn't 1? | wanted what you had. Even if it was just in 
a fantasy. 


I’m sorry. Please don’t hate me for this. I- 


The rest of the note is muddled by a mottled splash of green paint. 


Nothing beside remains. 


(Look upon my works, ye mighty, and despair.) 


Philza teases the Dreamweaver’s last ruined confession out of its 
crumpled perch, his thumb straightening and tracing over its dust- 
lined words like it might fall apart in his hands. 


The Dreamweaver is gone. Whatever body or soul or barest scrap 
they could have buried is scattered ash, dust of dust, his shards left 
behind as living tombstones to a god that died as he lived- alone. 
Completely, utterly alone. 


Dreaming until the day he died and utterly terrified of it. 


“This doesn’t belong here,” Techno suddenly says. 


Philza’s hands stiffen. 


“This doesn’t belong here,” Techno says again, quieter this time. “It 
doesn't-” He moves the palette to rest on a nearby table, tugging on 
the tarp until it scatters onto the floor. “It doesn’t belong here.” 


“It needs a frame,” Philza quickly says. “He never gave it a frame. 
Warpwood. Maybe birch.” 


“That’s not a very strong color,” Techno notes. 


“It would match the ring,” Philza notes. “In the other room.” 


“It's outdated,” Techno deflects. “The portrait. He didn’t use 
references of us. We should- we should correct it, right?” A pause. 
“Are we even allowed to do that?” 


“Do you still know how to gold leaf?” Philza softly asks. “We could 
put it on the clothes, touch up the hair a bit.” A blunt talon hovers 
over the unpainted center. “We should finish the rest of him, at least. 
I'll still need Chatters’ help a bit, but | could do it.” 


“We never even knew what he looked like.” Techno runs his hand 
through his white mane. “We- we never even knew him at all, did 
we?” 


“But we knew him.” Philza’s eyes drift to the countless sketches on 
the walls. “And he left a lot of himself behind, whether he wanted to 
or not.” 


Techno’s breath almost sounds like a heaving sob. “Do we even 
have the right?” 


“We don't.” Philza’s hands start to shake. “But we have to try, don’t 
we? He deserves better than this.” The eyespots of his wings slowly 
take in the dust and ruin of the stronghold. “All of this.” 


A haunted, hopeless look carves into Techno’s eyes. 


“Would it even matter?” he hollowly wonders, his words bouncing 
into the walls like abandoned hounds, searching for porcelain 
footsteps that will never be found. “He’s already gone.” 


“We're not, though,” Philza says after a long moment. “Right?” 


Techno looks down, and Philza tilts his head, a sad smile making its 
way across his face. 


“This place will only die if we let it,” Philza continues. “And | think...” 


Philza’s hand, still hovered over the unfinished canvas, curls softly 
over the space of an emerald star that never was. 


“..[ think | want to build something on these old bones. Something 
more than a fantasy.” His eyes soften as he finds Techno’s face. 
“What do you want, mate?” 


“| want to read,” Techno slowly decides. “I want to read the books in 
these libraries. | want to fix the cracks in the walls, and think about 
what Lagos left behind, and- and I'd like to be alone. With you.” His 


hand finds the lifemark at Philza’s wrist. “That's all | really want right 
now.” 


“Alright.” A taloned hand reaches back and clasps over three beating 
golden hearts. “I think we can work with that.” 


18. Eurydice, Eternal 
Summary for the Chapter: 


For Orpheus, this time, did not doubt. 


It begins, as many things do, with a dark and stormy night. 


On the night before the hunt claims them all, a Covenant stands in 
the Undergound that Niki Nihachu has made her home. The other 
residents ignore him, somehow. Their eyes glaze over from his 
presence, sliding past his form until they pass. 


Niki suspects that she might be the only one that can see him, and 
that he would like to keep it that way. 


“Im very sleep deprived today,” Techno bluntly says. “Il was gonna 
have a whole sales pitch, but then | decided hey, why don’t | have 
half of a breakfast today, so | did that instead.” 


“Don’t worry,” Niki hears herself saying. “I’m sleep deprived, too.” 


“It's just- this is the way,” Techno vaguely concludes. 


“Yeah, exactly. There’s no other way.” 


She doesn’t know why she’s bothering to be nice. This man blew up 
her childhood home, flawed as that home was in the end. 


Maybe it’s because he sounds so normal. He has an oppressively 
normal sounding voice. It’s hard to be mad at someone who sounds 
so normal. So... mortal. 


“So, uh, anyways. During the battle for L:manburg: Part... what is it, 
part 3?” Techno runs a hand through his mane. “I kind of had the 
vibe that you weren’t on L’manburg’s side. You were just kind of 
there.” He gestures vaguely in the air. “Il thought | saw you 
committing some light arson. On some nearby trees.” 


“That is correct.” 


Techno’s voice has a nasal, hoarse tone to it. Like he’d just been 
shouting... or crying. She wants to brush the feeling aside, almost- 
what does someone like him have to cry for? Even still, it sticks out. 


(She ran herself hoarse more times than she could ever count, after 
all.) 


“So, | thought I’d come over and see what your deal is,” Techno 
continues, “what is your allegiance to.” 


Niki fumbles through her words as she ponders the unexpected 
topic. “No one, really.” She frowns. “The country that | trusted- the 
country that | believed in- | don’t anymore. There’s not really any 
people.” 


She thinks about the Ade family, and her fingers dig into her palms. 
She loves them, really, she does, but- but there’s far too many 
memories now. 


(She hasn’t baked in months.) 


“That’s very interesting. And just what | wanted to hear.” Techno tilts 
his head sideways, one strange golden eye turning in her direction. 
“Let me ask you a question. What do you know about anarchy?” 


This feels like one those questions Wilbur used to ask- the kind that 
had a right answer and a wrong answer. “Um- a fair amount, | think.” 


“Tell me what you know,” Techno invites. 


“| know that-” Niki laughs nervously. “-that you are very, very happy 
to spawn withers to fight for it.” 


“That’s a bit-” Techno lets out a long, awkward noise. “There’s the 
violence, but, y’know, there’s more to anarchy than violence, 
actually- thats a common misconception.” He pushes up his 
glasses. “I'd say- | mean, | can understand why that’s a common 
misconception.” A bashful cringe breaks across his face, showcasing 
his bloody tusks in sharp detail. “There’s this crazy guy that just goes 
around committing mass acts of terrorism.” 


Niki doesn’t know if she should laugh or not. Techno was a nice 
enough man during the Pogtopia era- he had to be, to have the 
patience to feed a whole army- but that clearly wasn’t mutually 
exclusive to all the other parts of war he gladly participated in. 


No one else can see him right now. And the longer they’re talking, 
the more Niki notices that people’s eyes are starting to glaze over 
her, too. He could probably make her disappear right here, in full 
view of everyone, and never be noticed. 


But he hasn't. And Niki thinks that means something. 


(That, and he’s holding a half-eaten muffin in his hand. A well 
enjoyed pastry does not a murder weapon make.) 


“But there’s actually a whole philosophy to it. The main thing about 
anarchism is not based on violence.” Techno leans against the wall 
of the entrance bridge, and Niki follows suit. “Because, | mean, 


everyone does violence, really. No one else is different. But the thing 
that distinguishes it is anarchy is really about freedom.” 


(People used to say that about L’manburg, once.) 


“Okay.” 


“We don't believe in like- rulers, or hierarchies. Anarchism-” Techno 
stops himself with a short noise and walks away from the wall. “See, 
the governments of this world have been causing problems for too 
long. I’ve seen it happen, again and again. Time after time.” He 
paces along the side stairs as Niki watches his movement. 
“Someone forms a government, someone climbs to power. And it’s 
just- it’s just sufferin’.” He turns back to Niki. “People shouldn’t have 
to fight in someone else’s war. Wouldn't you agree?” 


You saw me just as the Blade, Techno’s doomsday sermon rings in 
Niki’s ears. That’s all | was to you, THE BLADE. A weapon. 


“| agree,” Niki realizes. “I... agree with you, Techno. People just get 
way too hurt. If- if they fight for other people.” 


(How many times has she bled dry for the distant ideal of something 
that will never give her the same respect?) 


“Exactly.” Techno shakes his head. “I mean, sometimes fightin’ is 
necessary, but you should be able to choose what you fight for. You 
shouldn't have to get dragged into a conflict just because your leader 
forced you to. No one should be ordered around.” He shrugs. “These 
hierarchies, they corrupt everyone. Like, I’ve said in the past that 
power corrupts, but it's not- power corrupts everyone. Not just the 
person in power, but the people they have power over.” 


He looks out at the people of the Underground, milling about their 
lives. 


“It makes them weak. It makes them think they’re okay with it.” 


Niki tilts her head. “But aren’t you powerful?” 


Techno waves the idea away. “| am powerful at stabbin’ people. | 
don't have actual institutional power.” He snorts. “I guess | could put 
a gun to someone's head and go hey, go Stab this thing, but- I’m 
tryin’ to do that less. I’m tryin’ to lead through example.” 


“| see. You are trying not to do that anymore?” Niki fiddles with her 
short sword. “Because last time | saw you, you were working with the 
Prophet. Was that anarchy?” 


“That was a temporary partnership,” Techno admits. “We did blow up 
a government, and anarchism was a part of that, but L’manburg- 


L’'manburg was incredibly corrupt, | think you would know that better 
than anyone.” 


Yes, she would, wouldn’t she? How they promised that her unjust tax 
fines would be repaid, only to never get around to it. She stayed 
penniless through the entire New L’manburg administration until an 
old friend, Hbomb, willed her all his things after leaving the country 
for greener pastures. 


Technoblade has paused. He’s waiting for her to speak. 


(How strange. She’s used to being talked over.) 


“Yeah, of course,” she confirms. 


“L’manburg had to go,” Techno concludes. “Even if | wasn’t an 
anarchist, they had to be on a_hitlist- they were threatening my 
friends. At that point it’s just self defense, really.” 


“Okay, okay,” Niki encourages. “I see.” 


“Anyways, how would you feel about becoming an anarchist?” 
Techno offers. “What are your goals in life right now?” 


Not become an anarchist. Not join me. There is no ultimatum, no 
grand call to action. Just... 


What does Niki feel like doing? 


What does she want? 


“Um- right now, | don’t like Tommy.” She looks aside. “He’s just been 
going around, doing whatever he wants to do without, you know, 
thinking about anyone else.” 


Niki waits for Techno to laugh at the idea. To call her petty and 
immature, for indulging in her shallow frustrations. 


“He is kind of a terrible person,” Techno concedes instead. “I! think 
everyone would agree. Hate that guy.” 


Huh. Okay. 


“Yeah,” Niki awkwardly agrees. “Good!” (Gods, when did she get so 
bad at talking to people?) “Il am currently focused on that. Which- 
which means | can't really focus on... y'know... anarchy. Um- but I-” 


She takes a breath. 


“| would like a few days to think about it?” she nearly squeaks out. 


A squeak, a whisper, a whimper, a question. An uneasy statement 
lacking conviction- it is a dangerous thing, to lack conviction in the 
face of gods, even harmless ones. She can hear her journal furiously 
scratching paragraphs in her pocket, a worried lecture of safety 
awaiting her the next time she dares to open it. 


Her words feel meek. Small. But she is tired of being small. 


No, no, that’s not quite right, is it? 


She is tired of a world that punishes her for being small. 


Techno accepts her uncertainty, nonetheless. He moves to the 
bridge, walking towards the stairs that will take him to the surface, 
and all his ideals with him. Like the Orpheus of Wilbur’s Greek 
stories, slowly leaving the underworld. 


Is she the Eurydice then, of the story that Wilbur has left behind? 
Eurydice, forever alive and dead, left to languish in the underground 
while a world of men continues to spin without her, abandoned at the 
whims of everyone too weak to keep their eyes forward? 


But the world is not a fable, and she is Niki, not Eurydice. Life could 
never be so simple. 


Because Technoblade looks back, and she does not die. 


She lives. 


(She lived.) 


“Y’know, | feel like I’m the least qualified person on this planet to tell 
you not to seek revenge, honestly,” Techno easily says. “I feel like- 
anyone else could say that.” He smiles, almost. “But y’know what? 
Just go, like, stab Tommy or whatever. Whatever you’re planning to 
do, good luck with that. But once you're done with your revenge 
arc... consider anarchy. It’s a better way, alright? For everyone.” 


For everyone, huh? 


Even for someone as big as him. 


Even for someone as small as her. 


... hat doesn’t sound so bad. 


19. Before The Curtain Call 
Summary for the Chapter: 


It would be so much more relieving if anyone else knew the 
screenplay, but that would ruin the stage, would it not? 


The plan is simple. 


Punz was always meant to betray Lagos, in the end. 


Lagos will give one last signal, and Punz will have a change of heart. 
They will say that yes, even a cold-hearted mercenary such as 
themselves cannot stand to watch this... tyranny persist. They will be 
urgent, regretful, as they reveal the secret Nether road that will take 
the manhunting party right to the belly of Lagos' mountain. 


That is the part Punz has been asked to play in Lagos' little 
screenplay, but even the best laid plans must make room for 
improvisation. After all, Tommy’s already planning to cheat. He’s 
been gathering forces all on his own, and plans to leak Lagos' 
coordinates to them as soon as he finds the place. 


Punz supposes that’s fine. It will make their Nether route suggestion 
stand out less, just one more scrap of aid coming out of the angry 
mob. 


Ranboo will be there too, another face in the crowd, but Punz can’t 
count on Ranboo’s support. It'll be a toss-up whether Ranboo will be 
in the right state to remember that he has a role at all, something 
that Ranboo himself admitted. Lagos could jog his memory, but that 
would blow the entire cover of the operation. 


Then again, Ranboo’s role only really matters after the scene has 
been completed. Punz is the one making sure all the actors make it 
to the stage in time. 


In their own personal opinion, Punz doesn’t think Tommy stands a 
chance. They’ve seen the entire mountain and the vault inside. 
They’ve seen what Lagos has prepared. It’s an unwinnable fight. 


At least, it would be, if Lagos was planning on winning. 


But he’s not. 


But no one knows that. Everyone else thinks it’s real, and to some 
extent it is. 


Maybe that’s why Punz finds a present from Tommy on the seventh 
floor of their tower. 


Punz 
| have been suspicious of you ever since you sided with me. 


| hope this payment will keep you on my side and that you'll have my 
back. 


-tommyinnit 


Six blocks of TNT. 35 blocks of gold and diamond respectively, and 
two ingots of netherite to spare. Not out of line for the kinds of things 
Punz has been paid for their services, but... 


...lommy is not a rich man. Not rich enough to drop this kind of 
cash, at least. 


Not unless he dropped his entire life savings into this. 


This idiot is so terrified for his life that he'll tank every last coin he 
has into paying Punz off, just for the slightest off-chance that Punz 
won't kill him. 


It’s a chilling thought, if Punz is gonna be honest with themself. 


-<>9Y<>- 


[Punz has started whispering to you.] 


Punz: hey we're not actually killing the kids right 


rabbit_season: it’s a bit late to start having second thoughts 


Punz: answer the fucking question my guy 


rabbit_season: I'll only be defending myself and buying enough time 
for you to show up. That's it. | need to play a little rough to sell it, but 
i'm not gonna give them anything they can’t take or patch up 


Punz: and that’s it 


rabbit_season: It’s gonna look really bad, but it’s all just for show. | 
promise 


Punz: how far is this gonna go, Lagos? | trust you but i need to know 
what’s supposed to happen 


rabbit_season: when they’ve run out of supplies i’ll just bring them to 
the vault, bullshit some kind of hostage situation until their 
reinforcements arrive. | could monologue for fucking days 


Punz: and you'll be fine? 


rabbit_season: iim stacked for pearls and potions and i've got 
enchantment bottles to mend my armor if it cracks. We’re good to go 


rabbit_season: i didn’t realize this was bothering you 


Punz: you know i don't do kids, lagos. | gotta draw the line 
somewhere 


rabbit_season: they'll be fine. I'll keep the focus on me. You know 
where the portal is? 


Punz: yeah. See you on the other side. 


[Punz has stopped whispering to you.| 


[rabbit_season has left.] 


[Clearing whispers...] 


Notes for the Chapter: 


it's quite pointed that lagos Says he doesn't want to hurt tommy 
in spite of having been a prior abuser to tommy. 

he doesn't hurt tommy... to his knowledge or understanding. and 
his understanding is quite skewed. 


20. PANDORA, ACT |: Hunter's Mountain 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Enter stage left. 


For his final act, Lagos will be playing a monster. 


It is a role he has played before. Played to the point of typecasting- 
whether of his own volition or by virtue of the scenes he so often 
entered, it no longer matters. 


He’s quite good at it, after all. He enhances his monster by setting 
his stage, by writing his lines, by method acting months in advance. 
All this, for a monster. All this, in the name of a villain that exists only 
in imagination. 


(At what point does it stop being acting? At what point does a man 
become the mask? Acted obsession is still obsession, in the end.) 


But Lagos has long lost the face beneath his mask. For the sake of 
unity, for the sake of the monster they so fear, he will plaster chaos 
over his smile one last time. He will play his part as masterfully as 
life allows. He doesn’t have a choice. 


His co-stars, the two brave young heroes, enter from stage left. 
Unfortunately for both hero and villain, Tommy and Tubbo do not live 
in a world of stories and stageplays. 


They live in a world of games. 


Tubbo sees a game of chess. Black is down to its last pieces, portal 
and rook, while the Prophet's white angel stands alone on the 
opposite side of the board, moves no longer hindered by the 
presence of its boardmates. Tommy’s unusual moveset will keep him 
alive, but if Tubbo steps into the Prophet's line of sight, he will die. 


War is nothing but a bigger, grander game. That is how Tommy and 
Tubbo always saw it- they had no other choice, after all. Better it 
have all been a game gone wrong than something real and alive and 
horrifying. 


What else could they have done? They were only children when the 
world first put guns in their hands. 


(So was Lagos.) 


-<>Y<>- 


Hunter barely looks real. 


It’s a bit like those tabletop stories Wilbur would weave for Tommy 
when he was a kid. 


And as the sun rises, you see him. The Devil Prophet. Wearing his 
Sharp-edged netherite armor, he stands in the middle of a 
depression inside the summit. If it weren’t such a clear day, perhaps 
he could have been a piece of unearthed obsidian jutting out of the 
once volcanic soil of the Dreamweaver’s mountain. 


His white hair spills out of the back of his helmet. It’s this skull-like 
thing, its split jaw curling around the sides of his face, mantle 
swallowing his gaze as he turns to look at you. His body radiates 
with magic- from the awful hum dancing along his claws, the flowers 
bleeding out of his footsteps, the pearly shine of his hair and 
Spiraling pale horns. 


And Wilbur would have paused then, hands folded politely behind 
the panels of his game screen as he leans forward, a glint in his 
eyes. 


Tubbo looks scared. How do you want to do this, Tommy? 


Tommy takes a breath and rolls through the inventory of his mind, 
checking that his potions are close at hand, and he sees Tubbo do 
the same. He’s got turtle potions on him- durability at the cost of his 
speed and agility. For an inexperienced fighter, it would be a death 


sentence, but Techno taught him lots of little tricks before things fell 
apart. 


The Prophet sees you, Tommy imagines Wilbur whisper, but he 
stands still, making no move to close the distance between you. If 
there’s anything you want to prepare, do it now. 


Tubbo places down a respawn bed for the two of them just behind 
an outcrop of rock. Tommy places down his enderchest and silently 
broadcasts his coordinates to any comm that can pick up the signal. 
No one wants to die today. Just get the discs from Hunter and run 
like hell until backup shows to kick his ass. 


No one wants to die today. 


(Never again. Not on Tommy’s watch.) 


“Why did you want us here, Hunter?” Tommy asks. 


Hunter tilts his head, body turned to briefly contemplate the ender 
chest behind him, and the lodestone embedded in the ground at his 
feet. “| mean... | have what you want. And you've come here to take 
it, right?” 


“Yeah, but why would you even let us know you're here?” Tubbo 
suspiciously presses. 


“It's better than being in an area where everyone else is,” Hunter 
vaguely answers. “It’s private, secluded.” He shrugs. “We have time 
to ourselves, y’know?” 


The pattern on his shield looks like a rabbit face, Wilbur would 
snicker if he could see it. How fucking dorky is that? Prick. 


“Hunter.” Tommy raises his head, trying to look Hunter in the eyes. 
“You left me a note, saying only me and Tubbo could come. Why?” 


“Well, it's been you and Tubbo since the beginning, right?” Hunter’s 
smile softens under his helm. “You and Tubbo versus me.” He cycles 
through his inventory, a vinyl disc briefly flashing in his hands. “For 
the discs. Right?” 


“Why did you call us here?” Tommy asks again. “You said come 
here. Meet me. The discs will be here. That's what you said, Hunter. 
Why?” 


“Because! | wanted you to come here.” A fire and water charm twirls 
across Hunter’s fingers as an obsidian pillar rises beneath his feet, 
its glassy shine still smouldering as it settles far above Tommy and 
Tubbo’s head. “I just wanted to play some music.” 


There’s a quiet click, and the sound of a Mellohi disc starts floating 
above their heads. Tubbo dashes forward, trying to circle around the 
trees and get closer to Hunter’s obsidian perch. 


Tommy won't be able to close the distance in time, not with the turtle 
potion running through his blood. Techno had drilled it in him a 
thousand times, trying to do speed moves on turtleprot is a death 
sentence that even the potion’s exceptional resistance will not save 
him from. Even counteracting the slowness with a speed potion, the 
heaviness will still make it too cumbersome to climb quickly. He 
needs to close the distance another way, and fast. 


He grabs a sapling rune from his pocket and punches it into the 
ground, driving his climbing pick into the head of the new twisted oak 
tree as it rises, shooting him upwards. While its growth magic is still 
fresh, he stabs into its side, making it overgrow outwards to heal 
itself- and forming a bridge to Hunter. 


He leaps off the tender branches and onto the obsidian, chipping at 
the hardened volcanic glass. Obsidian is sharp, sure, but it’s not 
impenetrable. Blast resistant, practically a black hole with how much 
magic it can soak up- hell, Tommy can feel it leeching out the 
enchantments of his pick with every strike- but it’s horrifyingly brittle, 
if one knows where to strike it. 


Once he can see a sizable fracture, he muffles the crack with a piece 
of cloth and rams the blunter end of his pick against it until the 
obsidian finally caves, revealing the small record player underneath. 


(Thank gods Tommy actually paid attention to Philza’s architectural 
ramblings.) 


“| GOT THE DISC!” Tommy shouts out to Tubbo. “| GOT IT, | GOT 
IT- HOLD ME, I’M GOIN’ UP!” 


He shoves a fistful of soil into the crack he made to prep another 
sapling rune. The tree this time is thin and spindling without any real 
ground to support it, bark fraying as it desperately climbs upward, 
but it's enough to give him time while Tubbo repeatedly bears down 
on Hunter’s shield, halting the man’s potential advance up Tommy’s 
defenses. 


Tommy loads the rifle he borrowed from Chekhov and tries to fire a 
few shots into the fight below. But no matter where he hits, Hunter 
just tanks it, barely even twitching as he claws up Tommy's tree like 
a disconcertingly indestructible frog. Tubbo leaps up and shoves 
Hunter off, rejoining Tommy just in time for them to renew their turtle 
potions. 


Breathe. Breathe. Think. 


You notice, only now, that the Prophet has barely used a single bit of 
magic this whole time, the Wilbur of Tommy’s mind narrates. You’ve 
seen him fight before- he’s always abused magic to the point of 
absurdity, and now he hardly eats a single gapple. Something’s 
wrong. 


Tommy and Tubbo have what they want. They don’t need to fight 
Hunter any longer. They need to stow the disc away in Tommy’s 
enderchest space and get the fuck out. 


There's the enderchest Tommy placed by their respawn bed. Tommy 
could make it if he pearls, but Hunter’s on the ground, too. He could 
catch Tommy before either of them makes it there. 


Tubbo shoots a pearl pistol at the ground, bringing himself back 
down to draw Hunter’s attention. It's a nice thought, sure, but the 
both of them are too close to the enderchest, and now Tubbo’s 
vulnerable on the ground, fuck, fuck, fuck- 


“What enchantments do you have on your axe?” Tommy shouts into 
his comm as he hacks into his tree again, forcing it to grow just a 
little higher. “Do you have Sharpness V? You can probably take him 
if you have Sharpness V-” 


Tommy screams as Hunter claws into the tree. In a panic, he shoots 
a pearl by the nearest cliff edge. He throws up his arm, shoulder 
practically creaking with protest as his climbing pick screeches along 
the sheer rock face. His body sways precariously before he digs his 
feet into the cliffside. 


“We need to take it slower,” Tommy relays into the comm. “Let's try 
and shoot at him for a bit- do you got a crossbow or anything-” 


A loud crack of air explodes in the air next to Tommy as Hunter 
pearls into existence right in front of his face. Tommy scrambles 
back, raising his shield before Hunter can strike. 


Tubbo’s axe has cracked Hunter’s own shield a fair amount- Hunter 
won't be using it to block any more blows soon. Tommy’s eyes rake 
over the details of Hunter’s armor, looking for a weaker spot. 


There, on his left arm, Wilbur would dramatically whisper if he was 
here to narrate Tommy’s game. Under the pauldron of his left 
shoulder, you see an opening. But it’s a narrow one. Are you going 
to take that chance, Tommy? 


Tommy lunges forward, his body careening with the momentum of 
his swing. Just a grazing blow to make Hunter lose his composure 
enough for Tommy and Tubbo to run. 


It cleaves through Hunter’s black shirt and unseen flesh like a hot 
knife through butter. 


Tommy recoils with horrified shock, his axe pulling out of Hunter’s 
arm with a wet, grainy sound, a trail of sickly, gelatinous green still 
trailing off the blade edge from the other man’s body. Hunter 
staggers back, his left arm limply releasing his broken shield. 


The bleeding appendange hangs by the barest thread of flesh and 
bone, until it doesn't. 


Until Hunter stutteringly tilts his head, and the flesh of his arm molds 
back into place like torn clay, bone resetting with a porcelain crack. 


“I’m not even using potions,” Hunter giggles. 


Tommy takes a step back, and another, and another. He runs along 
the side of a hill, harsh boots scrambling for purchase on the coarse 
dry dirt as he fiddles with another sapling rune- acacia this time, like 
the local trees. Maybe that will be better. 


“Tommy,” the thing called Hunter casually calls out behind him. 
“Stop.” 


“Why?” Tubbo challenges. 


“Tommy. | haven't used any potions yet,” the Prophet reiterates as 
Tommy tries to find a path down the mountains. “I have Strength. | 
have pearls. | have Turtle Master. | have regen. | have multiple god 
apples. | have my trident. | have stacks of gapples.” 


The man- no, no, that’s not a person anymore, whatever that thing 
is, he’s stopped being a person a long, long time ago- gestures at 


the worn down state of his armor. 


“Look, my armor’s broken?” He smashes a line of enchantment 
bottles on the ground, a dull blue sinking into the cracks of the armor. 
“Now it’s not. Your armor’s going to break. Okay?” 


His words are slow, articulated, as if he were speaking to a 
misbehaving child in a church. 


“Give me the disc,” the creature gently demands, “and | won't kill 
Tubbo.” 


(By his side, Tommy feels Tubbo stiffen, shield locking in place.) 


“You can’t kill Tubbo,” Tommy instantly says. “We’re in full netherite.” 
His eyes flick to Tubbo. “Do you have blocks? We could run. | have 
the disc.” He climbs up the coarse dirt even more, jamming small 
footholds of wood to aid his ascent. “I’m going up the mountain.” 


Tommy summons a spade from his inventory, quickly shoveling a 
path into the dirt. Just get over the edge, over the edge, and he can 
get back to where the boats were- 


“TOMMY!” Tubbo bleats out. “TOMMY, HE’S KILLING ME!” 


“He’s gonna die, Tommy,” the Prophet teasingly threatens, an all-too 
soft tone in his voice. 


It's a bluff. Tubbo’s got his kit, they can make it, they can make it- 


And what if it’s not a bluff? Wilbur asks the game unfolding in 
Tommy’s mind. Never split your party, Tommy. You’ve left him on his 
own. 


Tommy hangs off his climbing pick, and he looks back. 


Tubbo’s helmet has been knocked away, ears pulled back against 
his head as his wide nose twitches in time with his panicked breaths. 
The Prophet’s boot knocks into Tubbo’s chestplate, holding him 
down against the ground. 


“Tommy. It’s been too long for you not to make this choice.” The 
Prophet moves his battleaxe away from its leisurely position on his 
shoulder, slowly pointing it at Tubbo’s throat. “Right now. Choose.” 


“You can't!” Tommy quickly denies. “I have the disc! You don't!” 


“Tommy. | still have one of the discs,” the Prophet condescendingly 
points out. “And | have Tubbo. Make a choice. Choose between your 
disc... or Tubbo.” 


Tubbo’s breath shakes as he looks back at Tommy. 


“| mean, you know I’m not gonna kill you,” the Prophet continues, as 
if that’s meant to be a comfort. “But Tubbo...” 


He looks down at Tubbo, a coy tilt to his head. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Tommy?” Tubbo whispers. 


“If | were to just run up and store this away in an enderchest,” 
Tommy slowly says, “how could you kill Tubbo? He’s in_ full 
netherite.” 


“The durability’s looking a little worse for wear if I’m bein’ honest, 
Tommy,” Tubbo’s voice wavers. 


His armor’s nearly broken. One or two more solid hits, and the next 
will turn Tubbo into mincemeat. Hunter knows that. Tubbo knows 
that. Tommy knows that. 


Tommy slowly looks between the two of them and snaps open the 
enderchest behind Hunter, stowing the disc away. 


Tubbo laughs nervously, a tight feeling building in his chest. He 
doesn't know if it’s the good kind or not. 


“That doesn’t change anything,” Hunter patiently explains. “I can still 
kill Tubbo.” His voice shifts to a needling, cajoling pitch. “Just give 
me the disc.” 


Tommy steps back. 


“| can kill Tubbo,” Hunter continues. “I can kill you if | wanted to, but | 
won't.” Hunter leans harder on Tubbo’s chestplate. “But | can kill 
Tubbo. For the first time | was trying for ten ticks, and he was 
pleading in a corner, Tommy.” 


“Is that true?” Tommy quietly asks. 


Tubbo turns his head, eyes tracking the dried grass blowing around 
his head. 


“Make your decision,’ Hunter demands. “Tubbo dies, or you give me 
the disc.” 


...And Tommy hesitates. 


He hesitates, because- 


Well. 


Tubbo’s known it all along, hasn’t he? 


The discs were worth more than he ever was. 


Tommy Atkins Innit hasn’t changed a bit. 


“Ten,” Hunter starts counting down. “Nine. Eight-” 


“Tubbo, what do | do?” Tommy quickly whispers. “I don’t want you to 
die!” 


Seven. 


“Keep the disc,” Tubbo resignedly decides. “Keep it, Tommy.” 


Six. 


“Why?” Tommy pleads, as if he doesn’t already know the answer. 


Five. 


“It'll be worth it,” Tubbo insists, “itll be worth it.” His head knocks into 
the ground. “It'll... be worth it.” 


(He’s going to die, after all. Isn’t life supposed to be priceless? That’s 
what Phil always said.) 


Four. 


“No.” Tommy shakes his head. “No, why should I-” 


“TOMMY, KEEP THE DISC, I’M FINE!” Tubbo shouts. “KEEP THE 
DISC, I'VE DONE ENOUGH IN MY LIFE! ’VE DONE ENOUGH?’ 


Three. 


“NO-” 


“VE DONE ENOUGH! KEEP THE DISC?’ 


Two. 


Tommy opens the enderchest and throws the disc at the ground. It 
rolls carelessly against the dry, dusty ground, grinding to a rattling 
halt next to Tubbo’s head. 


One. 


“Thank you,” Hunter says. He picks it up, turning it over in his hand. 
“Wow. | didn’t think it would be that easy. | mean-” he chuckles. “-that 
wasn't even the disc.” 


Tommy stills. 


“Oh, my gosh.” Hunter suddenly cackles, spastically gasping for air 
under his helmet. “That’s just how powerless you are! That’s not 
even the disc! I’m just playing with you!” 


His boot hasn’t left Tubbo’s chest. 


“You think I’m an idiot!” Hunter gleefully surmises. “You think I’m 
gonna play games with you. You think I’m gonna- I’m gonna sky 
battle with you, play with you for the disc. I’m not gonna do that! | just 
wanted to show you how powerful | am. How powerless you are. 
Because you just gave me the disc, and it wasn’t even the disc! I’m 
toying with you. I’m playing with my food. And that’s-” 


He removes his helmet, white hair shaking with his cruel mirth. 


“-that’s the fun in it! But- y’know... you’re gonna listen to me. You're 
gonna die, ‘cus I’m not playing around right now.” 


Hunter looks down at his comm, and his smile flattens. 


“You’re gonna listen to me. Drop the Axe of Peace.” 


21. PANDORA, ACT II: Checkmate 
Summary for the Chapter: 
The last goodbye. 


The elevator rolls like thunder as its mechanisms roar through the 
center of the mountain. 


And at the center of his machine, the Dreamhunter himself, voice 
echoing within the eye of the storm. 


“Listen, Tommy. Ever since you joined the server, you've been a 
headache. You brought war, you brought terrorism- bad everything.” 


(A pause, and then.) 


“But...” Lagos brings up his hand, gesturing broadly at the room 
slowly opening below them. “...the cause of all the war- of 
everything- was attachment. Right?” 


Tommy and Tubbo look at the harsh muted yellow of the glowstone 
lamps, at the massive portal lining the back wall, at the blackstone 
and bedrock lining the floor. The horror of it all has almost dawned, 
but not quite. Not yet. 


“Your attachment to the disc,” Lagos sneers. “To pets, to friends, to 
land, to countries, to items.” He looks down at them. “Sit still for a 
tick.” The elevator finally stops, slotting into its obsidian platform as 
Lagos steps off. “That’s the one good thing you’ve done. You brought 
attachment to the server.” 


And how badly Lagos had agonized over it! How needlessly, how 
shamefully! How he hated, day and night, the chaotic desires that 
Wilbur Soot and Tommy Innit instilled in the people of his server, 
inflicting others with the drive to care for such petty conflicts. 


“It took me a long, long time to understand,” Lagos admits. “How 
important attachment was. But when | did, it made me stronger.” 


The delusion of L’manburg did something that Lagos never could 
over all his years of mortal meddling- it gave the people unity. Under 
the banner of a united cause, L’manburg found harmony for a time 
before it fell apart. 


And the reason it fell apart wasn’t the politics, or the government, or 
any of their petty little squabbles. No, no, it was far more simple than 
that. 


They were always thinking too small. 


Tommy. Oh, Tommy. For all Wilbur never wanted to admit it, he 
raised that little human boy like his own flock. And even after all 
these months, the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree. Tommy could 
never inherit Wilbur’s silver tongue, but he had a way of putting a fire 
in people’s hearts, getting people hyped up under a common sense 
of purpose. 


Lagos can use that. Yes, he can use that quite well. 


So he lets Tommy and Tubbo into the heart of his mountain. He lets 
them look at the lovely frames and pedestals that he has carefully 
placed everyone’s sentimental treasures in. 


He lets Tommy see two vinyl discs laid in frames of gold. 


He lets the horror sink in. 


“Ever since attachment made it to this server, | cut my attachment.” 
He steps closer, watching the confusion of Tommy’s face shift to 
something approaching disgust. “| blew up my house, | lost my 
friends, | lost my items. Everything that was important to me.” 


(Spirit’s leather sits tucked away somewhere no one will ever find.) 


“| cut everything,” Lagos decides to say. “Because | realized that’s 
what gave people power over each other.” He looks at the discs. “l 
mean, look. | have you here because of these dumb little items. | 
don't want to be controlled, so | cut everything. | lost everything.” 


Tommy frowns. “How do you not hurt from that?” 


“| had to lose everything,” Lagos insists. “To gain everything.” 


“You haven't gained anything,” Tommy hisses. “You’re a_ sick 
bastard.” 


He’s confused. He’s angry. 


Good. 


Because if Tommy’s angry, he can get everyone else angry, too. 


“If | can control the things that people are attached to,” Lagos 
gleefully reveals, “then | can control the server again!” He steps 
forward. Tommy steps back. “Because this isn’t Tommy's server, or 
Tubbo's server- it’s Dreamland, right? So, | can control the server if | 
have everything everybody cares about. That everybody’s ever 
cared about. | can control everything. | can turn this server back to 
what it used to be.” 


And Lagos only needs to control it for a moment. Just one little 
moment, where all eyes are on him, and they’re all united in their 
fear. In their anger. 


For him. All of it, him. 


Let him be all they will ever fear, and their world will never make 
villains again. 


“What did it used to be?” Tommy angrily asks. “This server was shit!” 


Lagos only smiles, putting the stolen Axe of Peace onto its new 
mount on his wall. 


His wall. Wall to wall of priceless photographs, heirlooms, gifts. 


Beloved familiars. 


Chains. 


Cages. 


(It can’t all be trinkets, can it? Some people only care about people, 
and if that’s what Lagos needs to imply in order to be taken 
seriously, so be it.) 


“You fucking psycho,” Tommy whispers. 


“I’m not a psycho,” Lagos dismisses. “Everything | do is deliberate.” 


“That’s not fair-” 


“You’re right! It’s not fair! It's my server!” 


Lagos was a god, once. A god with roots that fed the entire world. 
That was his duty. It is still his duty. 


He will protect his server for as long as he can, no matter how many 
pieces he falls apart into. 


No matter how long it takes. No matter what cage he has to live in to 
do it. 


It will be worth it. It will all be worth it. 


His comm clicks. One time. Two times. Three times. 


The cavalry is on its way. 


It’s time for Lagos to say goodbye. 


-<>9Y<>- 


As it turns out, Hunter has a prison. A prison on the water, all to 
himself, for whoever and whatever he sees fit to put in its walls. 


(Tubbo always wondered what was inside Pandora’s Vault.) 


And Hunter would very much like Tommy to come quietly. 


Because exile was just so perfect, wasn’t it? Tommy, accessible to 
others but perfectly tucked away! What a shame that Tommy had 
escaped. He'll have a much harder time escaping his new home. 


Tommy, naturally, doesn’t want to cooperate with this. (He never 
would. Tubbo had known it all along. Tommy Atkins Innit hasn't 
changed a bit.) 


But when Tommy starts to protest and curse and shout, Hunter cuts 
him down with one thing. 


Just one little thing. 


“Tommy,” Hunter gently reminds him. “I need you alive.” His head 
turns. “/ don’t need Tubbo.” 


Oh. 


“Listen,” Hunter goes on, “Tubbo isn’t fun. Tubbo’s a pawn, he’s a 
follower. I’ve used him as much as | can, but he’s a little... dried up.” 


Tommy shoves Hunter back. “Tubbo’s not a follower! He’s a 
president- the last president of-” 


Whatever else Tommy says fades into the background noise of 
Tubbo’s mind. 


Tubbo isn't fun. 


I’ve used him as much as | can. 


“Tubbo’s not a fucking follower!’ Tommy spits. “You need him as 
much as you need me!” 


“| don't need Tubbo at all, actually,” Hunter corrects. 


“Well, because-” Tommy sputters. “Without Tubbo, what am I? 
Dickhead.” 


“Well. Tommy.” Hunter’s words are slow, weighted. “You wanna be a 
hero, right? You wanna be a hero. You wanna be the hero of the 
server.” He leans down condescendingly to meet Tommy’s eyes. 
“And every hero needs an origin story.” 


Tommy stills. 


“Parents. Brothers. Uncles. Every hero has their little- their little 
spark, don't they?” Hunter’s armored hand gently clamps down on 
Tubbo’s shoulder. “You can have Tubbo.” 


Oh. 


That’s- 


-so that’s how it is, then. That’s how it’s gonna be. 


Tubbo’s nothing, now. Just someone else's origin story, barely more 
than a prop for Hunter to dangle in front of Tommy’s face. Tubbo 
distantly hears Hunter demand Tommy’s last goodbyes before Tubbo 
dies, even as Tommy continues to deny the situation in front of them. 


Tubbo’s going to die. He thinks Philza might have lied, all those 
years ago, when he said death was like falling into a dream. 


Or maybe not. Maybe Tubbo simply had the wrong idea. 


Nightmares are dreams, too. 


Tommy tries his best. He bargains, he pleads, he tries to call Hunter 
out on a bluff. Even says Hunter can just keep the discs, and he and 
Tubbo will go somewhere far away, never challenge the ways of the 
server again. 


(It’s too late.) 


“He’s not gonna kill you,” Tommy insistently murmurs the moment 
Hunter lets them have a moment to themselves. “He’s not gonna 
fuckin’ kill you- he needs me- you've seen him decieve everyone, 
Tubbo, you know he’s not gonna kill us.” He bounces nervously on 
his heels, hands placed defensively around Tubbo’s shoulders. “I tell 
you what we do. We make a break for the portal. We can go all the 
way to mine- ‘cus | have a secret portal on the exile base, if we run 
to that-” 


“We will be dead before we get to the portal,” Tubbo dully refutes. 
“Too much of a distance.” 


Tommy stops. His wide, electric eyes still in front of Tubbo’s face, 
lost for words. 


“It's alright,” Tubbo makes sure to say. “We had some laughs. It 
was... it was fun, while it lasted.” 


Tommy smiles nervously. “Why have you just accepted it?” He 
laughs oddly. “Don’t just accept it, now! Tubbo, we never accept 
defeat-” 


“We are literally at Y-level 5,” Tubbo points out. The black hooves of 
his feet paw at the ground. “There is no way to go under. There is no 
way to go above.” 


“We can't just accept this shit, man-” 


“We will be dead before we get to the portal,” Tubbo repeats. He 
watches the elevator slowly go up on its own, disappearing from 
some unseen command. “And that was our only other option. It’s 
over.” 


He watches Tommy’s face crumple with sadness. He wishes, just 
this once, that he didn’t have such a casual sounding voice, that he 
could be something other than out of touch in his final moments. 


Philza would have known what to say, wouldn’t he? He was always a 
little too good at making people better, with his tired eyes and gentle 
words. Tubbo’s not Philza. 


(But it runs in the family, doesn’t it? It used to, at least.) 


Tubbo folds his hands behind his back. He breathes. 


He smiles. 


“We had some laughs,” he softly says. “You know? All good things 
must come to an end eventually. | just didn’t think this would be my-” 


A laugh. “-my coming to an end. If you will.” 


That’s how it works, right? Just like Philza would always say. Death 
is only as bad as you make it. Tubbo- Tubbo won't give Hunter his 
sadness. 


And he thinks Hunter knows it. Hunter tilts his head in silent question 
when that hauntingly sad, familiar smile breaks across Tubbo’s face. 


“No, but- Tubbo, what am I-” 


He watches it dawn- slowly, surely- on Tommy’s face. He watches 
the light die. 


Tubbo supposes that must be sad. They’re only children, after all. 


Oh, well. Everyone has to grow up eventually. 


“What am | without you?” Tommy brokenly wonders. 


A silence. 


“Yourself,” Tubbo decides. 


Tommy’s breath shakes. “Are you accepting this?” he quietly asks. 
“Are you Okay-” 


“Yeah.” Tubbo puts his hand on Tommy’s arm. “It’s alright. It was fun! 
We already said our goodbyes at the start.” 


“But we were optimistic,” Tommy insists. “The whole way, we were 
optimistic.” 


“Well, y’know, you get backed into a corner.” Tubbo shrugs, briefly 
looking at Hunter for a moment. “He described me as a pawn. A mob 
piece. This- this is checkmate. This is it. This is the end.” President 
Underscore looks at his right hand man one last time. “I suggest you 
resign.” 


Tommy stares at him for a long, long moment. Tubbo wonders if he'll 
ever speak again. 


“Tubbo.” Tommy looks down at the floor, even as his hands don't 
quite let Tubbo go. “Even though for this entire server, I’ve always 
regarded you as my- as my sidekick.” A breath. “Really, Tubbo? | 
was your sidekick.” His callused hands curl into Tubbo’s shirt. 
“Please don't go.” 


Tubbo gently removes Tommy’s hands from his shoulders. “No. It’s 
about time, anyway. It’s about time. Goodbye, Tommy.” 


The portal at the wall suddenly hisses. The sound of harsh hunting 
boots echoes against the silent blackstone floor. 


Hunter tenses, taking a step back. “Punz?” 


“I’m sorry, Hunter.” 


Punz rests their trident across their shoulders, a resigned frown 
hanging over their stormy eyes as an army of hunters steps out from 
behind them. 


“But you should have paid me more.” 


22. PANDORA, ACT Ill: The Fall 
Summary for the Chapter: 


So come, one and all, to see the apathy! 

The rings of gray stencils that fill the tapestry. 

! look to all of you and see a different fucking species! 
Aspiration for a different destination to me. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


brief exotic text. 


When Sapnap saw L’manburg fall for the last time, it was like 
watching Hunter die. 


Manberg had been the beginning of the end for the person that 
Sapnap had considered one of his dearest friends. A paranoid flinch 
here, a forgotten memory there. A thousand instances of words or 
movements that he could have brushed off as a temporary oddity at 
best. And it would build and build and build, until Sapnap could no 
longer recognize the person under Hunter’s mask. Until the country 
his husband and fiance lived in burned down to the ground. 


(The ringing in his ears lasted for days.) 


He tried to move on, in his own way. He quit his old job- with Eret 
back on the throne, he would have been forced to retire anyway- and 


he took up George’s sudden offer to frontier some unsettled land 
near the server wilds, to start something new. To try and live the way 
things used to be. 


Karl seemed to like the idea anyways. He leaped at the chance for a 
new royal library to squirrel his books in- he’d disappear in that place 
for days on end, even weeks if Sapnap let him, and no one would 
ever find a hint of him in that utter labyrinth of shelves. 


(One time, Karl came out of the library with a crossbow bolt sticking 
out of his arm. It took him seven clicks to remember Sapnap’s 
name.) 


Being head of militia for Kinoko isn’t too bad. George and Karl defer 
to his expertise, letting him watch over things as he sees fit. It’s not 
that different from his Kingsguard days. 


(He wonders how Antfrost is doing. He hasn’t seen the catlin since 
before the Crimson outbreak.) 


Sapnap has a very lovely house now. Really, all of Kinoko is 
beautiful. Flowers always in bloom, savory mushrooms resting at the 
trunks of ripe fruit trees and succulent berries. The houses are built 
from foundations of sturdy stone and dark oak, roofs inevitably 
mimicking the local flora. It’s a far cry from the opulence he grew up 
with, but even George doesn’t mind it as it is now. 


It’s simple. It’s nice. Quackity would probably love the homey feel of 
it. 


(He hasn’t talked to Quackity in weeks. Quackity’s busy. Everyone is 
busy.) 


Sapnap should be doing so good these days. He has everything he 
wants. 


So why- why? 


Why does he feel so bad? 


Like a fire curling in his stomach, ever since Tommy and Tubbo had 
turned to him with their fearful faces, quietly asking to call a 
manhunt. He steps through the portal Punz leads him through, and 
that fire crawls like a brand under his skin as he sees the vault. 


Hunter spared nothing and no one from his theft. Sapnap sees 
childhood dolls, antique photographs, engagement rings, even the 
totems of people’s familiars. Hell, there’s even a holding cell labeled 
for Skeppy! What the fuck is Sapnap supposed to say to that? 


But the thing that hurt most of all was seeing a little wooden 
clownfish in a box labeled Beckerson. 


Beckerson had been bought from a street market on the day Sapnap 
was promoted to captain of the Kingsguard. It had been a good day. 
They'd been in high spirits. George had gotten a cut when they went 
out drinking and stained Beckerson’s fin. Before he could apologize, 
Sapnap and Hunter had both laughed, putting their own bloody 
thumbs on the carving in turn. 


Beckerson was theirs. A sign of their friendship, brothers in sword 
and shield until death did they part. 


A sign now sitting in Hunter’s vault like a disposable trophy. 


Maybe, just maybe, Sapnap could have found it in himself to forgive 
even the worst of what Hunter had done, if not for Beckerson. But 
now? 


Seeing this- all of this- it was like a bottomless pit had suddenly 
opened in his heart. As if Hunter had died a second time. 


Sapnap readies his shield as Tommy and Tubbo huddle behind him, 
and even then, he can’t bring himself to look at Hunter’s desperate 
smile. 


If he did, his burning tears probably would have melted the ground. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Everything is going according to script. 


The audience has finally arrived, and their reception is perfect. They 
walk out of the portal with their cobbled armor and angrily drawn 
weapons, staring in abject horror and disgust at Lagos’ set pieces. 
Ranboo is observing while Punz waits for a signal, any signal to 
possibly intervene. 


But it’s not up to them anymore, is it? It’s always been up to Tommy. 


And therein lies the problem. 


Tommy Innit is the star of the final act, but he hasn’t read the 
screenplay. His world is not staged stories and acted lines. His world 
is, and has always been, the world of games. 


And when he was a little boy, a man he loved like a brother told him 
about hawksalts. 


An old elytron game, or so Wilbur claimed. A game that could be 
added on top of any other game, started or ended at any time, and it 


goes something like this. 


Whatever someone else does, do it back- bigger, harder, faster, 
stronger. Whoever caves first loses. 


Wilbur played it all the time. He played it over gambling tables, 
raising stakes with a smile on his face until everyone else forfeited. 
He played it when people called him names on the street, leaning 
into their harsh words until his claims of depravity frightened others 
away. He played it by putting spices in his food after Fundy kept 
stealing it, he played it by batting off his father’s hat when the older 
man would attack his ankles with a cane. 


Wilbur’s favorite game was hawksalting because he never had to 
stop playing it, and best of all, no one had to know he was doing it. 


Tommy hasn’t read Hunter’s screenplay, and he’s started a game of 
hawksalts. 


Hunter starts to fight Tommy. Tommy cuts Hunter’s arm in half. 
Hunter’s arm heals back. Flesh and bone, a wound inverted into 
nonexistence like soggy clay. 


And that won't do at all, will it? Because if Hunter can just cobble 
himself back together no matter what Tommy does, they’ll never be 
rid of what Hunter’s done. 


Whatever Hunter is now, its something beyond player, beyond 
prophet. He’s gone beyond mortal rules now, and that won't do at all. 


Tommy’s going to have to end this little hawksalt right here, right 
now. 


You have him dead to rights, Wilbur’s memory whispers. How do you 
want to do this? 


Tommy takes a breath. 


“You know what, you son of a bitch, you told me everything.” 


Tommy’s hand curls on the handle of the Axe of Peace, and the 
world watches as he pulls, forcing it out of the wall in one harsh swift 
motion, its locked mount tearing out of the stone and falling to the 
ground. 


“You said I’m too important to kill. That even now-” He looks up and 
down at Hunter’s shellshocked form. “-you’re not gonna fuckin’ kill 
me.” He sneers. “You don't have the guts.” 


He takes a pickaxe from Sapnap and rams it into the ground, 
cracking the floor a whole two blocks down. 


(Netherite isn’t strong enough to do that to blackstone. Tommy Atkins 
is.) 


“Put your armor in the hole,” Tommy growls. “Everything. Everything 
on you, there.” 


Hunter stills. “Tommy-” 


“Hey, Hunter, kill me.” Tommy’s expression flattens as his voice 
lowers. “You said you won't. You gonna kill me?” 


Hunter’s head lowers as he slowly removes his armor and empties 
out his inventory, slot by slot. Dynamite, golden apples, potions, 
totems- all of it. 


“And the shield, please.” 


Hunter unclenches his hand and drops his cracked shield onto the 
ground. A manic grin breaks out across Tommy’s face, warping the 
long and faded scars on his left jaw. 


Tommy twirls the Axe of Peace in his hand. “You fucked up for the 
last time, Hunter.” 


“Tommy,” Hunter patiently starts. “You said I’m not gonna kill you, 
and | know you’re not gonna kill me.” 


“Why would | not kill you?” Tommy asks. 


“Because we have so much fun together,” Hunter smiles. “Hunter 
and Tommy. War and... fun times.” 


Because it’s not in the script. Lagos has been defeated, and now it’s 
time to lock him away. He doesn’t need to be hurt. 


It’s not in the script. 


(But Tommy hasn't read the screenplay. Remember?) 


“Hunter.” Tommy leans forward. “You have caused me nothing but 
pain.” He raises his axe. “Now it’s your turn.” 
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And later on- later, when this is all over and done, when these 
manhunters have the luxury of no longer having this event burned 
into their memories- they will tell the world that they let this happen. 
They will tell the world that they were tired of being afraid of the Devil 
Prophet, and they were glad he got what he deserved. But the truth, 
as all truths are, is far murkier than that. 


No one expects a man to be murdered in front of a crowd in broad 
daylight. 


When Tommy sinks the axe of a god into Hunter, the other man 
doesn't even get to scream. His sternum cracks, shattered ribs 
lancing into his lungs. Toxic green spills out of his clothes, under his 
mask, all the unseen hallmarks of a bleeding nose and punctured 
chest. All of it, sickly and curdled and sinking into the ground with all 
the grace of a wet sponge. 


A kinder man would say his bones caved like rotting wood on a 
beach, the Wilbur of Tommy’s game muses. But between the both of 
us, | think it’s more like dry bread. All crumbled and grainy, the 
viscera soaking up the sound like a piece of milk toast. He would 
have smiled then. Wouldn't you agree, Tommy? 


Tommy gives no answer. He watches with livid eyes as a monster’s 
gore crawls up his arms and slides down his face, flowing down to 
his hands with a skittering, whispering sound that he cannot care to 
understand. 


It runs down the handle of the Axe of Peace, washing away the gold 
dust of a Covenant’s hands as it congeals at the edge of the blade, 
leaving behind a scent of magic and rusted copper. 


Tommy, Wilbur’s voice gently reminds him. Hunter is still alive. 


Tommy’s head snaps up as Hunter’s lifemarks crack. He tosses 
aside the now godless axe, dragging Hunter’s sword behind him as 
he storms past the shocked crowd and into the hall, following 
Hunter’s spastic struggle to escape. 


“m= gonna kill you,” Tommy’s shaking voice echoes into the 
mountain, “until you’re dead.” 


“Tommy,” Hunter shakily gets up to his feet, arms raised as blood still 
drips down from his mask, “Tommy, listen to me-” 


Tommy raises the sword and strikes it across Hunter’s chest, 
knocking him back down to the ground. This time, Hunter despawns, 


leaving a bloodless gap amidst the violent arc of gore leeching into 
the blackstone below. 


Tommy drops the sword. It’s too mucked up with all the toxic fucking 
jelly coating it to use a second time. He kicks open the enderchest 
by the exit portal and takes out a crossbow. 


Hunter always used to brag his old crossbow was made by a god, 
after all. No better fucking tool to put a devil in his grave. 


“Hunter,” Tommy orders as loads the crossbow. “Come down.” He 
looks up the elevator lift, towards the unseen upper level he knows 
Hunter has set a respawn area. “Or all of us are gonna come up.” 


“Tommy, why would | come down?” 


“Because if you don’t come down-” Tommy points the barrel of the 
crossbow into his own jaw. “-I’Il just kill me.” 


The dumbstruck crowd of players freezes, faces twisted with shock 
and horror. Tommy pays no attention to their fearful gazes, his own 
only trained on Hunter’s new hiding place. 


“And then this server?” Tommy continues. “You won't have any more 
fun.” His eyes harden. “So you come down right now.” 


The crowd suddenly turns around, weapons trained at the portal- the 
portal that Hunter has suddenly appeared in front of, without any 
sign of coming down from the elevator. Tommy brusquely marches 
forward and clamps down on the fire and water charms he 
confiscated from Hunter, passing a blunt barrier of obsidian over the 
portal’s mouth. 


“You've punished me enough,” Hunter insists. 


Tommy fires the crossbow, bolt catching on Hunter’s arm. 


“You've punished me enough!” Hunter shouts. “Tommy, you've killed 
me twice!” 


Tommy loads a second bolt. “Do you have any last words?” 


Hunter steps closer. “Tommy, you don’t need to kill me. Tommy, we 
were friends!” 


That'd be news to me, Wilbur would have snarked. 


The second bolt grazes and ricochets off Hunter's chest. “Tommy, we 
were friends!” 


“You mean nothing to me,” Tommy angrily growls. 


“WAIT, WAIT, WAIT, STOP! STOP, STOP-” 


“This is it,” Tommy warns. 


“WAIT! Hunter backs up painfully into the wall. “Listen!” 


Tommy flicks through the inventory of his mind’s eye. Hunter had an 
axe. If the crossbow won't do it, he could always try- 


“TOMMY, | CAN BRING PEOPLE BACK TO LIFE!” 
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Tommy stops. 


Frowns. 


His eye visibly twitches. 


“EH?” 


Lagos, seemingly sensing an opening for his own life, raises his 
working arm. “Listen, listen, listen-” 


“Why should | not kill you right now?” Tommy half roars. He rams his 
borrowed pickaxe into the ground again. “You just /ie, Hunter! You 
just-” 


“LL EXPLAIN!” Lagos desperately shouts. “ILL EXPLAIN! Just- 
listen! Listen.” 


Lagos' hand clenches around his thumb. One time, two times, three 
times. A nervous tick from anyone else, if he hadn’t been looking 
Punz right in the eyes as he'd done it. 


lll be fine. | can work with this. Trust me. 


Punz’s mouth flattens. Their hand relaxes around their sword. 


“You just lie, Hunter!” Tommy exasperatedly dismisses. “You lie to 
me!” 


“| fought with J. Schlatt!” Lagos starts. “J. Schlatt gave me a book. 
Okay? And it has how to bring people back to life.” A breath. “But 
only | have the book. He died. He’s the only other person that knew.” 
Lagos' hands shake as he starts to talk faster and faster. “He gave 
me the book. That’s why | fought on his side. He’d give it to me.” 


Tommy shakes his head. “Hunter, you just lie for no reason-” 


“Tommy, if | die, then death is permanent!” 


This is beyond risky. Lagos may have kept some details of the plan 
to himself, but this definitely wasn’t on his script. Tommy really was 
about to kill him. 


But no matter what Tommy believes, the crowd is listening. And 
Tommy can tell. 


Lagos is starting to become someone too valuable to kill. 


Tommy lowers the crossbow. “How do | know you're not just lying to 
me?” he flatly asks. “Why would you have any reason not to lie at 
all?” 


“Well. You never knew up to this point what Schlatt- why | sided with 
Schlatt,” Lagos offers. “That’s why.” 


It would be easy. It would be easy for Punz to step in, force Tommy 
to spare Lagos' life. Punz could claim they were only paid to fight, 
not to kill, and that Tommy was going too far. 


But Lagos is saying he can handle this. 


Punz will watch him handle this. 
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“You have to let me go,” Hunter continues. “Listen- Wilbur! If | die, 
then everybody’s dead forever. If Tubbo dies, he’s dead forever. If 
you die, you’re dead forever. But if I’m alive...” 


...then Wilbur can come back. 


For the first time since Tommy walked up Hunter’s mountain, 
Wilbur’s voice is completely and utterly silent. 


Wilbur. 


Tommy takes a desperate breath. 


“You have to let me go,” Hunter presses. “It’s not worth it!” Hunter 
leans away from the wall. “Look- I’ll stop, I'll be out of your hair, 1’ll 
be- | won't try and- I'll be good!” He tilts his head. “You can exile me, 
and I'll be away, and I'll be gone-” 


“No, you'll come back,” Tommy instantly refutes. He sighs. “This is 
your last chance not to lie to me. Can you really bring people back?” 
His mouth wobbles. “Could you bring back Wilbur?” 


“| could,” Hunter slowly says. “I know how. I’m the only person that 
knows how. If | die, then he’s gone forever.” 


...No matter what way you Iook at it, Wilbur’s voice shakily whispers, 
no matter how much you try to think around it, you don’t think Hunter 
is lying. 


Tommy takes a step back. He looks around at everyone else’s 
uncertain faces. 


Fuck. God... fucking damn it. It's too much. This is too much. 


Shall | take over? Wilbur would have gently asked, the way he did 
when Tommy wasn’t sure how to play Wilbur's games. 


Tommy lets out a wordless noise of permission. 


A pause, like a breath. 


The Devil Prophet offers you a cruel bargain, Wilbur narrates. If you 
let him free, death will never take your friends again. 


You don’t think it’s worth it. The fear of death has lost its novelty to 
you long ago, and the unspoken price of leaving him to roam free 
hangs over your head like an axe. But this is not just your decision- 
there are Kings and generals and frightened people among your 
audience, people for whom the Prophet’s proposal may seem... 
tempting. 


You debate with the others for a few tocks. For you, it seems like 
ages. 


But Tommy doesn't want to debate. He wants it to stop, he- he wants 
to go home. 


And if he lets Hunter go, that man will always, always follow him 
home. No matter where Tommy runs or hides or tries to make safe, 


Hunter- he'll ruin it. He’s done it before. 


If Tommy leaves Hunter alive, he’ll do it again. And Tommy doesn't 
want to give him the fucking chance. 


It would be easy, wouldn’t it? He has a fucking divine crossbow in his 
hands. Failing that, he has Hunter’s axe, and he doubts Hunter has 
healed entirely from his first death at Tommy’s hands. Tommy could 
just bear down and down and down until Hunter’s a fucking 
BLOODY PULP SPLATTERED ON THE FUCKING BEDROCK LIKE 
HE DESERVES, THE SICK SON OF A BITCH- 


“There’s another way,” Sam offers, voice low with exhaustion as he 
cuts through the fog of Tommy’s rage. “You don’t have to let him go 
free. You just can’t kill him.” 


You always thought Sam was a gentle soul, didn’t you, Tommy? 
Wilbur lightly notes. /t must be very hard for him to be here, staring 
at the contents of this sick little treasure horde. 


“He has the book,” Sam continues. “We can’t kill him, but... you don’t 
have to let him go free.” His thin, knobbled fingers curl around the hilt 
of his sword. “We can put him in the prison.” 


Pandora’s Vault, Wilbur reminds Tommy. The unbreakable prison on 
the water, the one Hunter threatened to put you in. The one Sam is 
currently the warden of. 


It’s impossible to leave that place once you're locked away- or so the 
warden claims. 


“lll take him from here,” Sam coldly promises. “If he tries to escape, 
we'll take his last life.” 


Hunter doesn’t even fight it, Wilbur’s voice notes. 


No protest, no escape, nothing. He just walks away with Sam like 
this was the best thing that could ever happen to him. Maybe, to him, 
it is. Maybe he’s just glad to be alive. 


But as he disappears through the portal, he looks back at you, 
Tommy. 


He’s smiling. 


And you’re gonna remember that smile for the rest of your life. 


23. | Can Feel It On My Tongue, Brick And Mortar 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Thick as scripture, drawing lines in the sand 
and laying borders, as tall as towers. 
(| Babel on, until my voice is gone...) 


Captain Puffy comes home to an empty house. 


“Hey, baby,” she calls out as she takes off her coat. “Are you playing 
hide and seek again? I’m sorry | was gone so long today. There was- 
something came up.” She shudders. “You don’t even wanna know, 


” 


man. 


She takes off her helmet and sets it on the coat rack, unbuckling her 
sword belt to hang beside it. 


“| think | joined some kind of whacky witch hunt?” Puffy haltingly 
offers. “I got a call at fuck o’ clock in the morning, like hey, everybody 
come here quick, we gotta stop Hunter.” She scoffs. “Whatever that 
was about.” 


It was kind of cool at first- sort of. Apparently these kinds of 
manhunts were a server tradition, an acceptable pipeline for mob 
justice when someone couldn't be found or taken down by normal 


means. She thought they’d be stopping a weird bank robber or 
something. 


She found a stalker shrine of people’s personal items and a guy 
holding an axe to a small ramlin’s throat. 


And then the human- Tommy. Tommy was a big loud guy with cuts 
on his hand and a faded scar on his face, but he always sounded on 
the younger side whenever Puffy ran into him. 


Tommy swung an axe into Hunter’s ribcage until he stopped moving. 


And then Tommy did it again. 


And again. 


And again. 


He’d been one good hit short of shooting down Hunter’s final life 
when someone from the crowd finally snapped out of their horrified 
shock and gently suggested they could just put Hunter in jail instead. 


Also some elytron missing an eye showed up to the fight in nothing 
but shorts and diamond boots. Wielding a carrot. Lifemarks bared 
out and everything. 


So that was horrifying. 


“Come on, you can come out now.” Puffy chuckles. “I got some mac 
and cheese from that place we like-” 


His coat is gone. 


“That can’t be right,” she mutters to herself. She looks back at the 
door, at the hall. “I left it right here- he wouldn't even be able to reach 
it-” She takes off her sunglasses, tucking them into her shirt. 
“Duckling? Where are you? Did you go take a nap?” 


But that wouldn't make sense either, because he’s always there 
when she opens the door, and even if he wasn’t, he would have 
woken up by now. The last time he was hiding, it was because he 
ate too many snacks while Puffy wasn’t looking, but the kitchen is 
undisturbed, and so is the pantry. 


There’s a ram skull on the table, red runes scratched on it in 
crayons, eyes stuffed with black roses. Curled up in its mouth is a 
single piece of paper. 


| died! Whoopsie! 


That means yur a bad papa! Don’t be sad! You have so many 
snacks! 


Bye Bye papa 
Bye Bye smile lady 
Bye Bye Babel 


:) 


And then, on the other side, someone else’s much _ neater 
handwriting, in the same exact crayon. 


I’m sorry. I'm sure you tried your best. But he was never yours to 
begin with. I'll take it from here. 


When Puffy runs up the stairs, she finds that his room is spotless. 
Not a single spot of dust or crumbs, only the window left open, 
creaking slightly from the wind. His bed is perfectly tucked, his 
crayons are put away, his clothes and favorite toys are gone. 


Like he had never existed at all. 


“Oh gods.” Puffy’s breath hitches faster and faster. “Oh my gods-” 
She leaps down the stairs, barely bothering to grab her coat as she 


slams the door open. “Hey, hey, somebody help, SOMEONE TOOK 
MY BABY-” 
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There is a living Totem walking down the Prime path, and people are 
starting to stare. 


The Totem hasn't really put together that a walking golden statue 
with emerald eyes probably isn’t the most normal daily occurrence 
for the average mortal. Or that most people, in any situation, aren't 
accustomed to seeing any living creature larger than 3 blocks tall. 


Maybe it’s the way he’s dressed. It’s been a while since he’s found a 
mortal settlement. Perhaps animal headdresses have gone out of 
fashion. Or just the shark ones. 


“Dad!” A smaller Totem in a red skirt tugs on his headdress, hopping 
up and down on the larger Totem’s shoulder. “They got a McPoffy’s!” 


“Pretty sure that says McPuffy’s, Junior.” 


Junior- Foolish Jr., rather. Named after his dad... 


...Foolish. 


In Foolish’s defense, he had no choice in the matter. He deserves 
the name, after all, and he wasn't exactly feeling the most creative 
when his firstborn son suddenly manifested into the world. 


(Foolish indeed.) 


“Can we eat McPuffy’s?” Junior innocently asks. 


Foolish hums contemplatively. “We have food at home, though.” 
Foolish impassively watches Junior bite his glove with pointed teeth. 
“Why do you hurt me in this way?” 


Junior bares his teeth to the sky. “SUSTAIN ME, FATHER! YOUR 
GOD LANGUISHES WITHOUT OFFERINGS!” 


“| leave you alone with other Totems for a week, and you come back 
spitting ritual nonsense,” Foolish deadpans. “I knew that family 
vacation was a mistake.” 


“Please,” Junior begs. “I just wanna try it! Finley’s gonna get hungry 
soon, anyways, right? We can’t just let her starve!” 


Foolish looks down at the very tiny bundle in his arm, swaddled in 
blue cloth. Tiny emerald eyes peek out at him under a puff of silvery 
hair before letting out a quiet, high pitched yawn. 


“Fair enough.” With a bracing hand at his son’s shoulder, Foolish 
shrinks down- and down and down and down- until he’s a much 
more reasonable two and a half blocks tall. Junior hooks his legs 
across Foolish’s shoulders with practiced ease. “But stop telling the 
nice food people you want to devour the unborn. It confuses them.” 


Junior sticks out his tongue. 


It’s a bit of a walk to get to McPuffy’s- everything’s so much farther 
away at this size, Foolish doesn’t understand how mortals can ever 
stand it- but it’s not the end of the world. It’s nice to take a walk, see 
a bit of the central spawn city up close. There’s some very nice 
plants that would look nice for his summer home, maybe a few dyes 
for the murals. 


Foolish hears a sobbing noise. 


He looks around. There, on the side of the road. There’s a large lady 
with even larger curly hair, crying under a streetlight. She looks a lot 
like a sheep with her round long ears and swooping horns. Probably 
one of those animal mimic moblins. 


(And she’s crying. In public. That’s uncomfortable. ) 


“You, uh-” Do people speak Script or Hyrmn around here? It was 
Script, right? “You doin’ alright over there, my dude?” 


“My baby’s gone,” she sobs. “They took my baby.” 


Oh. Oh, dear. That’s not good. 


“Have you asked around about it?” Foolish offers. 


“| did,” the woman insists. “But no one knew. No one could even 
recognize his picture, they all forgot who he was!” 


Foolish pauses. “Did you make your son, or did you adopt him?” 


“He was just a kid on the street,” she recalls. “But the longer he 
stayed with me, the more he looked like me. And now he’s just gone. 
His room was cleared out and everything.” 


“Oh, jeez.” Foolish sucks in a sympathetic breath. “Oh, you’re 
probably not gonna wanna hear this, but | don’t think that was a kid. 
Not a player one, at least.” 


The woman sniffs and stares at him. “What?” she utters quietly. 


“It's this whole, uh, thing? ” Foolish hesitantly starts. “That some 
kinds of spirits and creatures get hurt or separated from wherever 
they’re supposed to be, they, uh- turn into kids. So that people won't 
hurt them, or just take care of them until they can leave on their own 
again. Was there a note or anything?” 


“Just to say goodbye, and that someone else was taking him,” she 
reports. “There was bones and flowers all over the table.” 


Foolish nods sympathetically. “Yeah, that was prolly their actual 
mother.” 


The woman’s face falls even further, large tears rolling down her 
cheeks. “But... he was my baby...” 


“Well, hey, it's not so bad!” Foolish points out. “You still did a good 
thing, right? You made sure someone’s kid was safe, even if you 
couldn't keep him. If | was his mom, I’d be happy you did.” 


The woman smiles sadly. “He called me a ‘bad papa’.” 


“Well, even after he told you that, you’ve still spent all this time 
looking for him and everything? | think you’d be an amazing papa.” 


The woman laughs. “I guess. I’m still gonna miss him.” 


“| mean, if you're looking for a new son, I’ve got nothing better to do,” 
Foolish jokes. 


Oh gods, why the fuck did he say that? That’s so weird. 


“Really?” The woman’s eyes lighten. “You’d do that for me?” 


Oh no. There’s no getting out of this. He should say that was a joke. 
He should stop before he puts his foot in his mouth. 


“Why not?” Foolish says instead. “You don’t have a son, | don’t have 
a dad. | think it works out.” 


| mean, | really don’t have any parents, but that’s normal for Totems! 
It’s not like I’m actually this desperate- 


The woman giggles. “Aren't you a little old to get adopted?” 


“lll have you know | would make a great son,” Foolish immediately 
fires back. “Source- you would already have grandkids.” 


“Hi, sad lady!” Junior says from on top of Foolish’s head. “I’ve been 
here the whole time!” 


The woman puts a shocked hand over her heart. “Holy shit, how did | 
not see you there?” 


“My children are very polite,” Foolish says. He holds up Finley. 
“Except her. She’s too young to understand the crimes she’s 


committed.” 
“We’re gonna eat McPuffy!” Junior says. 


“You could come with us,” Foolish offers. “I don’t really know anyone 
here anyways, it'd be nice to get some info about the place.” A 
pause. “And also your name. If | wait any longer to ask about that, 


it's gonna be awkward.” 


The woman grins bashfully. “Would you believe my name is Puffy?” 


“Depends. Would you believe my name is Foolish?” 


They stare at each other for a long moment. 


And then promptly burst into laughter. 


“You know what?” Puffy decides. “I’ve seen weirder shit. | believe it.” 
She stands up, putting her paper in her pocket as she walks away 
from the streetlight. “Come on. | know how to order from the secret 
menu.” 
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Selena opens her waterskin with a pop and hands it off to her 
companion. Babel giggles and greedily drinks it, nearly falling over 
with his enthusiasm. 


Babel is certainly an interesting child. Dark green eyes, puffy opal 
hair that seems almost mismatched with the sheep ears and long tail 
he has. (When were they ever a sheep?) 


Out of all the other... beings like herself and Primo she’s 
encountered, Babel looks the least human. Even still, it was obvious 
he’s one of them, even without the mask. They’re all drawn to each 
other in the end. 


And the world of players is no longer safe for them. 


Primo was gone, his call long smothered in silence. The Prophet, 
however much he denied to be anything other than the voice of 
gods, was one of them, and he has been locked away for however 
long, his strange crimes casting a bad name on the Dreamweaver’s 
mask they all share. The tug weighing down on her heart ( does she 
even have one of those anymore, did she ever) gets stronger by the 
day. 


If there’s anyone else, they’re either already dead or too well hidden 
themselves. 


It seems she and Babel are the only ones left who can run. So they 
did. Selena followed the call of the wild woods, her footsteps tracing 
the path as if she had known it all along. These new forests they find 
themselves in are familiar. Rich with half-forgotten memories she 
cannot understand. 


Not that it matters either way. At least it’s safe here. 


No mortal soul will ever find them again. 


24. The Son Also Rises 
Summary for the Chapter: 


His boys. 


“You realize it’s the middle of the fucking night, right?” 


“Yeah, well-” Tommy walks up the Prime path, right back to his 
house. Right back to the park bench and its little jukebox. “-maybe | 
just wanna savor the moment. A disc is made to be played, after all.” 


Tubbo scoffs, his smile softening across his face. “Alright. You win.” 


“Fuck yes, | do.” Tommy roughly sits down on the oak wood panels. 
“We always win.” 


When they first found this bench, their feet didn’t even touch the 
ground when they sat on it. Now, Tommy leans back as his legs drag 
to the ground like a spider, and Tubbo’s hooves comfortably scuff the 
grass. 


Maybe they finally got bigger. (Maybe the world just got smaller.) 


Tommy opens the public enderchest to his right and takes out a 
single music disc. He puts it in the jukebox and lets the sound of Cat 
drift across the lake in front of him. He hands Tubbo half his steak 
sandwich, and just this once, the half-ramlin accepts, indulging in a 
rare treat of meat just this once. 


Mm. Steak. 


Even food tastes better, after a fucked up brush with death. 


“We made it,” Tommy disbelievingly chuckles to himself. 


“| know,” Tubbo agrees, “it’s surreal.” 


“We did it.” 


“And Hunter has nothing!” Tubbo hysterically adds. 


It’s the middle of the night. Past that, even. It took them ages to sit 
through the interrogations from everyone else, and even longer to 
get back home. Tommy doesn’t even know if he’s slept for the past 
few days. He should really get around to that. 


But he'd like to just let it sink in for a bit. He'd like for this to be real. 


“And nothing bad will happen now,” Tommy decides. “Tubbo... 
Hunter’s gonna get locked up- we don't even have to think about 
Wilbur-” He takes a breath. “We won.” 


“| like it,” Tubbo shyly declares. “Yeah, it’s- that’s crazy.” 


And you’re not dead. 


Tommy pauses the music. 


I’m frankly impressed, the haunting, song-like voice continues. I’m 
very impressed with you, Tommy. 


Tommy and Tubbo turn their heads to find Chekhov sat between 
them, eyes unreadable past his foggy glasses. 


(It’s easy to forget that elytron are predators.) 


“Ghostbur?” Tommy haltingly asks. 


The man laughs, smoke falling out of his mouth like it was the air in 
his lungs. I’m not Ghostbur. 


Tommy’s breath shakes as he looks up. Wilbur Soot’s tired 
expression softens with fondness, his red eyes sparking with embers 
and ash. 


Hello, smiles the Son. Have you missed me? 


(Tommy would like his heart to remember how moving works, 
thanks.) 


Y’know, ever since day one, you- you wouldn’t have been able 
to get it past me that you would successfully, peacefully stop 
Lagos. Y’know? 


Wilbur looks past Tommy and Tubbo, eyes hazily gazing out to the 
moonlit waters of the lake. 


Remember when we started L’manburg? Wilbur asks, as if it was 
something that happened a lifetime ago. | was pretty sure that was, 
y know- y’know you’re a- A rolling click runs through his mouth. - 
you’re a pretty short tempered, short fuse, kind of aggressive 
guy, Tommy. I’m surprised you managed to get this far 
without... without killing him. 


Tubbo’s eyes nervously flick to Tommy. 


“How are you here?” Tommy desperately asks. 


A long, hissing sigh. Another curtain of smoke. I... honestly don’t 
know. I- | basically felt the... plane between my world and your 
world getting smaller, y'know, and now I’m able to reach. A dry 
chuckle. Honestly, thank you for taking me away from that 
Schlatt fellow. Prime’s grace, I’ve been stuck with that man for 3 
bloody months- 


“Where’s Chekhov?” Tommy presses. 


Wilbur waves his hand, fog echoing his movements. | don’t know 
where that crazy son of a bitch is gone, he dismisses. | was very 
ready to see you here soon. Seemed like there was a space 
growing for you in the afterlife. It felt like, y’know, your 
presence was slowly entering the afterlife. 


He turns to Tommy, a relieved smile on his face. 


But here we are. You’re still alive. You never seem to die, do 
you? 


“| thought you were dead,” Tommy whispers. 


| am dead, Wilbur assures him. ’m dead- let’s be real. I’m dead, 
I’m dead. 


“Do you want to be alive again?” Tubbo hesitantly starts. 


Wilbur’s expression flattens. Oh, hell no. | was just- | was just 
entering to ask how you got, like, the discs back and stuff 
without- without killing Lagos. 


Tommy frowns. That voice- the Wilbur that had been with him when 
he fought Hunter- that was Wilbur. It felt just as real as the Wilbur 
before him now. Which would mean Wilbur was there for that, why 
wouldn't he- 


Wilbur briefly meets Tommy’s eyes. His gaze flicks to Tubbo, then 
back to Tommy, and he minutely shakes his head. 


How did you- Wilbur’s voice catches. How are you alive? Both of 
you. 


Tubbo scratches his head. “I mean, | think | was gonna die. At one 
point.” 


“How are you here?” Tommy presses again. 


Wilbur’s smile returns, though a bit more weary this time. Tommy, 
you- you can never quite take things as they come, can you? 
You always got to ask questions. Man, just- 


He giggles. Full on fucking giggles like a kid. 


Come on, Wilbur teases, let’s see a smile. Let’s see a smile, 
Tommy, come on, cheer up. His finger pokes at Tommy’s cheek, 
and it feels like ash. You win. Why you gotta be so sad about 
everything all the time, man? Turn that frown upside down. 


Wilbur’s smile trails off. 


You guys aren’t very talkative. 


He leans back with a resigned sigh. 


Look, | don’t know how much longer I’ve got here, Wilbur finally 
admits. And if you wanna spend that sitting here in- in 
contemplative silence, that’s fine with me. I’m just asking... how 
you managed to get all the way here without... 


Oh. That’s right. Wilbur had only been watching it happen. That 
doesn’t mean he understood what was happening, or knew entirely 
what was going on in Tommy's head. 


Huh. 


“We fought him,” Tommy says, looking down at the ground. “And we 
fought well. And then he said he’d kill... Tubbo, and so I-” His voice 
shakes. “I did a lot of negotiating and... paying.” 


A pause. 


“I’m quite unsettled by your presence,” Tommy confesses. 


Yeah, Wilbur distantly allows, | get that alot. Especially from 
women. 


Tommy snickers. 


And then he laughs. 


Lighten up, Wilbur gently encourages. You’re proper on edge, 
man. He claps his hands. What did you do? How did you get your 


discs back? | must be here for a reason! | wanna talk to you! 


“We can bring you back,” Tommy reminds him. 


Wilbur stiffens. 


“The reason Hunter’s locked up, the reason he isn’t banned from his 
own server- is because we can bring you back.” 


But I- Wilbur’s voice grows small. | don’t want to. 


“Are you sure?” Tubbo presses. 


Wait, wait- Wilbur’s rough talons runs through his unkempt hair. So 
the reason Lagos' not dead is because you want me back alive? 


Right. Wilbur’s voice hadn't been there for that- he faded as soon as 
Hunter disappeared through the exit portal. Tommy and Tubbo had 
gone over it afterwards on the way back. 


But- but surely he could have put two and two together. What other 
reason would Tommy have bothered to spare Hunter’s life? 


Did Wilbur really think Tommy hated him that much? 


-<>Y<>- 


“Yeah,” Tommy softly answers, a worried expression on his face. 


Man. God fucking dammit, when he popped in on this bench, he was 
so free! So liberated! It was kind of weird that he felt so energized 
around Tommy the more and more they spoke, but still! He- 


-he wanted to make sure Tommy was okay after that fight. Wilbur 
carried him through it with his words the best he could, but still. 


Tommy and Tubbo. Those are his boys. 


He worries. 


And now they want to turn around and drag him out of his bloody 
grave? Good gods, the audacity. The weird fucking limbo he’s living 
in now isn't exactly a walk in the park, but still. 


Those experiments Lagos has been doing. 


Wilbur doesn’t want to find out what it would cost to bring the son of 
an Angel back from the dead. He doesn't want to risk his life coming 
at cost to someone else. 


Especially not Chekhov. That poor bastard’s already been through 
enough on his account. 


Oh, you ridiculous child, Wilbur despairs, his talons dragging dully 
across his face. This server, you are- oh, my gods- 


“I’m not a fucking child, Wilbur!” Tommy explodes. “I am not a child, 
Wilbur, you dirty grown ass man-” 


As long as this server remains, Wilbur declares, you are a 
ridiculous child! 


Tommy punches the backrest of the bench. “If | ever see you in the 
street and | have a knife, | will punch it into your neck! And then I'll 
just goL,L,L,L-” 


-<>Y<>- 


A cold, misty hand rests on Tommy’s head. Tommy’s shouting trails 
off. 


Tommy just threatened to stab this man in the neck, and Wilbur 
somehow manages to look the happiest he’s ever been. For a long, 
long moment, he just looks at Tommy, saying nothing. 


I’m proud of you, Tommy, Wilbur whispers. I'll see you soon. 


His voice fades away with the next gust of wind. 


Tommy looks across the lake. 


The sun is rising. 


25. So Sorry, So So Sorry 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Forgiveness is not the end of all things. 


(Neither is anger.) 


As is tradition for most near-death experiences, the server decided 
to party about it when Hunter was finally taken in. 


Sam, of course, would not be in attendance- he’s too busy locking 
Hunter away, after all. But pretty much everyone else who was there 
for it had found their way to this little shindig, along with some people 
who decidedly weren’t there but just wanted to be a part of things. 


(Somewhere, Fundy sneezes.) 


It's not really a party, in theory at least. Eret had just opened up his 
castle after the hunt for anyone that needed to rest up, or talk 
about... 


..y know. 


The whole necromancy reveal. 


That was a pretty big deal, and a lot of people have opinions about it. 


Honestly, it’s mostly the extras in attendance who are getting all 
excited about it, and only through secondhand rumors at best. 
Everyone who was actually there is still trying to drink away the sight 
of a man getting murdered twice in succession. 


Tommy is doing tequila shots with Quackity. Karl Jacobs is running 
around with his book trying to get some answers out of anyone who 
will talk- he’s only getting words out of Ranboo, who doesn’t really 
remember the confrontation very well, but at least Ranboo has 
notes. Sapnap’s sulking near one of the pillars drinking the strongest 
whiskey he could find, and even Eret has resorted to a glass of 
champagne to try and forget the memories. 


He'd bled green. His bones caved like crumbs. And he got up again. 
The question stands if he was ever human at all- and it’s a question 
no one really knows how to answer, or even if they should. 


The point being, anyone who actually knows what the fuck happened 
is too shellshocked to really talk about it. 


And that means what should have been a productive discussion of 
Hunter’s potential crimes actually ended up being a gossip fest 
coincidentally attended by witnesses. Half the people here aren't 
even aware that the manhunt actually happened, and only 
tangentially aware about the imprisonment. 


“| hear he’s got big bloody horns now.” 


“Nah, nah, you got it wrong. He sprouted dragon wings. My cousin 
knew a guy who was there.” 


“| heard he’s got no bones!” 


“| saw him gettin’ carted off, | did. His hair’s gone all white.” 


“Didn't he kill a guy?” 


“He just had some stupid kid hostage-” 


Tubbo stares at the wall and slowly, slowly sips at his mug of hot 
mead. He was expecting free food and maybe some proper debate 
on how to use the book, if at all, not this... media circus. He guesses 
that’s not really Eret’s fault, but- man. 


Man. 


“You blackout drunk yet or what?” Jack abruptly says next to him. 


“Gods, | fucking wish,” Tubbo deadpans. “If | get one more invite to a 
manhunt interview, I’m gonna start killing.” 


Jack snickers. “| guess | won’t be seeing you for that L’manburg 
documentary thing.” 


“Eh.” Tubbo shrugs. “I'll still show up for that. | just don’t want people 
asking me about all the times | almost fucking died.” 


Jack chuckles. His smile fades as he looks off to the side. 


“| thought we were gonna be too late,” Jack confesses. “I thought 
you might've died. Hunter had his axe out, Tommy was too far away- 
| was just thinking that’s it. We fucked it up.” 


“Wow. Thanks for the vote of confidence, mate,” Tubbo snarks. 
“Really liftin’ my spirits here.” 


“It was a valid concern, aight?” Jack defends. “You bein’ around a 
heroic curse in that kind of situation, it wigs me out!” 


Heroic curses. Tubbo remembers Jack telling him about that back in 
the independence war. Warning other soldiers to stay away from 


Jack when the enemy started fighting, because his curse would kill 
them. 


The way Jack explained it was that every hero’s got a quest written 
in their blood. Some kind of task that the universe puts them 
through- even death won't free them from it, they’ll just reincarnate 
until it completes. As a helping hand, heroes have weird luck that 
lasts them until they fulfill their quest. 


But that luck doesn’t extend to the lives of people around them. 


If a bullet doesn’t hit a hero, it'll probably be because someone 
walked in front of them at the wrong time. 


“You'd barely just gotten there, Jack,” Tubbo reminds him. “I’m not 
gonna die because you sneezed at me for a microtick.” 


Jack frowns. “Well, yeah, of course not. I’m talking about Tommy.” 


Tubbo’s heart drops. “Wh- what?” 


“Tommy's a hero,” Jack slowly says. “Me and him, we're both 
heroes- that’s why | moved here. Safety in numbers n’ all that jazz. 
Did he really not tell you?” 


“|-” Tubbo’s hand clenches around his drink. “Il don’t-” 


“Tubbo?” An oddly accented voice calls out. “Tommy?” 


Tubbo’s eyes flick up from his half-drunken haze to find antlers and a 
green crowsworn cloak, wearer weaving through the crowd like a 
pattern dance. No one really seems to notice the Angel of Death in 
their midst- those that do quickly become very distracted by other 
things, his image fading from their sight and memory. 


Philza turns his head. Lapis eyes meet cornflower blue. 


“Ooh, boy,” Jack mutters. He hisses through his teeth and awkwardly 
claps Tubbo’s shoulder. “I’m gonna leave you alone for this one.” 


Tubbo freezes. “Jack. Jack, please. Don’t leave me with this.” 


“Can't hear you.” Jack puts his radio headphones over his head. 
“Bye, mate.” 


“Jack-” 


“Peace out, mate. Call me back when you're done with your daddy 
issues.” 


Tubbo and Philza stare at each other for a moment. 


A long stutter of rolling, stilted clicks echoes hollowly in Philza’s 
throat, a broken flock call that never finishes. 


(Tubbo would like to remember how to breathe, thanks. ) 


“PHILZA, WHAT THE FUCK?” Philza flinches as Tommy suddenly 
slaps his back. “What are you doin’ here, man? Feels like | haven't 
seen you in bloody ages!” 


“Shit the bed, dude,” Philza wheezes. “Don’t scare me like that.” 


“Answer the question, Dadza,” Tommy loosely drawls. “What's got 
you showin’ up to this here afterparty? | thought you an’ Hunter were 
busy being besties braidin’ eachother’s hair while you ruin my life.” 


Philza’s hand clenches around his cane. “I’m sorry,” he whispers. 
“This was a mistake. I'll just go-” 


“Wait.” Tubbo hesitantly raises his hand. “Wait, | just... why are you 
here?” 


“| got your message.” 


Tubbo’s heart stops. 


“What the honest to gods fuck were you two thinking?” Philza 
desperately asks. “This guy who wants to kill you asks to meet up 
somewhere alone, and what? You just do it?” 


Tommy lets out a noise of protest. “We called backup-” 


“Y’ could've brought the backup with you at the beginning!” Philza 
snaps. “The both of you could have gotten yourselves killed over that 
stunt!” 


Tommy scoffs. “Oh, what do you give a shit, old man?” 


Philza’s eyes widen with sadness. “Someone has to!” 


Tommy’s mouth flattens as he looks down at the floor. 


“| don’t want you to die, Tommy.” Philza turns back to Tubbo. “Fuckin’ 
hell. Did you two think | was just gonna pop a cold one over your 
graves? I’m not that bloody sick in the head.” 


He sighs. 


“| Know you’re not gonna wanna hear this from me, and | know that- 
that neither of you have to trust me after all the shit that’s happened, 
just- you’re kids. You’re still kids. This isn’t some kind of storybook! If 
you need help, get it. Don’t die heroes.” Philza’s face twists with 
sadness. “It’s not worth your life.” 


Tubbo flatly stares at Tommy. 


“And you listen here, you little shit.” Philza frowns sharply as he 
takes Tommy’s hand off his shoulder. “I’m not some fuckin’ puppet. | 
don’t care whose hair you think I’m braiding, if someone’s goin’ after 
you like that again I'll shoot ‘em in the fuckin’ eyes.” His hand 
loosens around Tommy's wrist. “You don't have to trust me. Just trust 
my aim. Got it?” 


“Yeah, yeah-” 


Philza’s hand tightens again. “Got it?” 


Tommy takes a breath. “Yeah. Alright.” 


Philza’s harsh expression softens. 


Tommy immediately tries to laugh off the moment, loudly inviting 
Philza to knock back some more shots with him and Quackity. Philza 
refuses, but that doesn’t seem to discourage Tommy in the slightest- 
he gestures to the food table, anything that might make Philza stick 
around. 


Because that’s what Tommy does. He gets people to stick around. 


And he sure as hell makes people forget anyone else they were 
paying attention to beforehand. 


Except Philza seems to barely pay attention to a word Tommy’s 
saying. He just- he’s just looking at Tubbo. 


“It’s alright, mate,” Philza distractedly tells Tommy. “Go have fun with 
your friends. I’m not gonna be much fun today, anyways.” 


Tommy shrugs and walks off. 


And Philza and Tubbo are alone. 


Alone as a crowded place like this will ever let them, in a world 
where eyes often ignore the faces of gods. 


“Hi, mate,” Philza quietly says, the crow on his shoulder standing 
perfectly still and silent. 


“Hey, Phil,” Tubbo barely manages to murmur. 


Tubbo thinks about what happened this morning. Gods, was it really 
only this morning? Wilbur showing up out of nowhere like that as 
some sort of- of fucked up double ghost. 


...someone should tell Philza. He- he deserves to know, right? And 
gods knows Tommy’s gonna clam up about it unless Philza directly 
pokes something he doesn’t even know to ask about. 


It should be Tubbo, right? 


“You could have told him to make Quackity piss off,” Tubbo points 
out instead. “He'd do anything for you.” 


Philza almost smirks. “Is that so?” 


“Yeah,” Tubbo flatly asserts. “It’s the daddy issues. Blows his fucking 
mind every time you exist in his general direction, if you ever need 
an ego check.” 


“lll Keep that in mind,” Philza laughs. 


Tubbo should tell him. He needs to know. But- 


-it's just been so long since Philza’s really looked at him like that. 
Like something that wasn’t about to shoot him in the back. 
Something that was worth being asked after, being spoken to softly. 


It's been a while since... anyone did, really. Maybe Philza was the 
only one who ever did. 


(There’s a box of cigars burning a hole in Tubbo’s pocket.) 


“So, you, uh- you got my message, huh?” Tubbo laughs awkwardly. 
“Thought | deleted that.” 


Philza mutely nods. 


“Im sorry,” Tubbo quickly says. “I shouldn’t have sent- you didn't 
need to hear that, | was just- | was just bein’ hysterical or whatever 
the fuck people call it these days.” He smiles sadly. “Imagine being 
scared of death. What a big fucking baby, right?” 


“Then why did you send it?” Philza softly asks. 


Tubbo’s cheeks redden. “Because I- I’m fucking stupid, okay? 
Because-” He runs his hands over his dyed hair, catching on his 
horns. “-because my idiot little baby brain doesn’t fucking work right 
sometimes and forgets that there’s a hundred good reasons you 
don’t love me anymore!” 


Philza’s antlers click loudly as they sharply rear back, a heartbroken 
look dancing unevenly across his damaged face. 


“| don’t-” Tubbo’s face falls. “Don’t do this.” 


But it’s far too late to take it back now. Sadness creeps down 
Philza’s body the way paint would spill out of a bucket- a radiating 
emotion that tucks his wings close to his body, eyespots wide as his 
tail curls around his legs. 


“You don’t get to do this,” Tubbo shakily scolds him. “Please, it was a 
fucking mistake, | didn’t do it so you’d- so you’d fucking feel bad and 
come back to me. You don’t have to feel sorry for me, alright? I’ve 
done enough.” 


“T-Tubbo, |-” 


“| said | was sorry,” Tubbo chokes out. “Okay? Just say you hate me 
and go. I’ve done enough.” His grip on his mead shakes. “I’ve done 
enough.” 


“| don’t hate you,” Philza says, his voice smaller than Tubbo had ever 
heard it before. “I never hated you.” 


“If you didn’t hate me,” Tubbo insists, “you wouldn’t have been so 
angry at me.” 


Philza’s sigh bleeds with a strangled trill. He steps closer, arm 
reaching for Tubbo- and then he stops himself, face cycling through 
a sad reel of uncertain expressions before his taloned hand rests 
hesitantly on Tubbo’s shoulder. 


“If | hadn’t loved you,” Philza admits, “it would have hurt less.” His 
hand relaxes. “I’m tired of being angry.” 


The uptick of his resting smile is tired, bone weary with some 
emotion Tubbo hopes he will never break enough to understand. 


“’m just tired, eyas. I’m gettin’ too old for this shit.” The Angel’s smile 
widens in a self-chiding sort of way. “I can’t hate the way | used to, 
not anymore. Can you give your old man a fucking break?” 


“Fuck you,” Tubbo spits out, tears welling up in his eyes. “You're not 
my dad. Go back to your retirement home, old man.” 


“Damn right lm not your dad,” Philza fondly concedes. “So you 
better make sure | don’t forget about you. I'll be goin’ senile any day 


” 


now. 


Tubbo giggles, halfway caught in a sob. “What? You want me to 
break into the retirement home?” 


“| mean, just a few calls would be nice,” Philza amends instead. “But 
if you need to talk, you can shout at me from the yard. If you break 
into the house I'll crack your skull open.” 


Tubbo’s smile dulls. “Ils Techno alright with that?” 


“He hated your institution,” Philza reveals. “Not you- not really. If you 
need something, we’re not gonna shut the door in your face, just- 


small steps, alright? We'll just... try to start over, and we'll see how it 
goes.” His smile turns wry. “Do we have anything better to do?” 


“No,” Tubbo realizes. “Il guess not.” 


26. Remember The King 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Remember Corvus. 


Remember the Crimson. 


King Corvus Jasper of the Royal House of Greater Prime, while he is 
still of sound mind and body, dedicates this final statement to his 
Heir Apparent alone. 


Kingship is not a reward. It is not a trophy that can be shared. It is a 
burden taken on the behalf of their people. 


A King, upon coronation, takes no spouses or children into their 
care. Until they cede their throne, their first loyalty must be towards 
the country they serve. 


Until they cede the throne. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Already?” Lagos asks. “I thought you had more time.” 


Corvus chuckles. “The last King only took ten years to pass her duty 
down to me.” 


“It can’t have been that long,” Lagos insists. “You’ve had what- five 
years at most? Maybe seven?” 


Corvus’ smile softens. “It’s been fifteen years, my friend.” 


Lagos pauses. His masked face seems to still with shock, if only for 
a moment. 


“Some days | still think you hardly look a day over seventeen,” he 
finally says. “I’m sorry. Time always... flies.” 


-<>Y<>- 


|! am sorry to bring this crown to you, but it will never last forever. 
One day you will be free, just as | will be. And in that freedom, reap 
the rewards of the kingdom you have cultivated. Live those years 
pursuing whoever and whatever you wish. 


| plan to do the same. 


If | still live when that day comes, perhaps we can partake in that 
freedom together. 


-<>Y<>- 


Corvus doesn’t even turn his head away from the rose bush he’s 
pruning. “I suppose you’re still sulking, my friend.” 


Lagos' body hangs by his legs off a tree branch. “It’s too early. Your 
heir is still hardly trained, have you- have you even properly 
narrowed one down yet?” 


“| was going to have to do it eventually,” Corvus reminds him. “You 
know that.” 


“Yes, but-” Out of the corner of Corvus’ eyes, Lagos’ head tilts 
sharply in an owlish sort of way. “All the other Kings had things to 
return to, people they wanted to court, families they wanted to start. 
You don't. What's the rush?” 


Corvus lifts his head. Lagos' unmasked face has a blatant frown on 
it, stony eyes as green as the wilds that made him. 


“Nothing in particular,” Corvus vaguely says. “I’d just like the freedom 
to choose something | want for a change. Not just something for 
everyone.” 


Lagos hums vaguely. “I'll miss you when you're gone.” 


“Who says I'll be gone?” Corvus challenges. “I'll do whatever | want. 
And | think I'll continue to stay with my friend for as long as | feel like 
it.” 


“That's what they all say.” Lagos almost smiles. “But that is a nice 
thought. Thank you.” 


Corvus turns, a question half-formed, only to find nothing. Only a 
white rabbit disappearing into the hedge walls, and a light breeze 
jostling at his gardening hat. 


He breathes out a sad laugh and turns back to his roses. 


They're so vibrant today. The petals have turned red and gold. 


Even the stems are blood red. 


-<>Y<>- 


| must confess, | don’t have many important things to say that | have 
not already told you. Let the rest of this be a document of my final 
days as King. The things I’ve seen, the thoughts I’ve wondered. A 
promise that my time with my duties is coming to an end, and so will 
yours. 


Towards the end, | often think of my friendship with the Prophet. | 
have always admired him, but | feel... strangely eager to find out 
what that friendship will be like, without my old duties in the way. 


| found some very beautiful crimson and gold roses sprouting in the 
garden today. | don’t think | ever planted them- they must have 
mutated from my previous flowers, creeping along the trellis like 
blood red vines. 


| might put some in the Prophet’s traveling bag just to see what 
happens. 


-<>Y<>- 


“| took you for more of a white wine guy,” Lagos admits. 


“Well, yes,” Corvus concedes. “But I’ve been wanting to try different 
things lately. Might as well, right?” 


Corvus is slowly realizing that aside from doing a bit of garden work, 
he doesn't have many hobbies or interests. Which honestly hadn't 
really bothered him before? He never had much spare time. But now, 
he’s preparing to have all the time in the world. What on earth is he 
going to fill that time with? 


So he’s been... trying things. Just a few small things here and there, 
to see what catches his interest. He'll try red wine today. 


It’s such a bold color, after all. He can’t quite get it out of his head. A 
bit like how he can’t get Lagos out of his head, either. 


It’s only natural, isn’t it? He’s always admired Lagos, enjoyed his 
company. With the prospect of so much more free time, it’s fine for 
his thoughts to drift with possibilities of that time with an old friend. 


Corvus does wonder if Lagos liked the flowers. If he made them into 


a tea, or planted them in a wild forest. That would be nice, wouldn’t 
it? 


Some nice rose tea, maybe some dessert. Strawberry jam would be 
lovely. 


Or would you rather just have him? 


Corvus flinches at the sudden voice. 


Lagos raises his eyebrows. “You alright?” 


Corvus blinks sharply. “Sorry. The, uh- the wine hit stronger than | 
thought. | wasn’t expecting it.” 


-<>Y<>- 


If you see him acting strange, be rest assured that it’s probably not 
an imposter. Being strange is his natural state. 


He hasn't aged a day since we first met. His hair never grows. The 
one time | pointed this out, he came back with long hair for no 
reason, and now he just walks around with random hair lengths 
every week just to spite me. 


| hope you two will be good friends. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Corvus’ hand shakes as he downs another potion. “Gods, | hate this 
stuff. It always tastes so bitter.” 


Lagos' mouth flattens. “You’re sick.” 


“Or so my doctors claim,” Corvus flatly relays. “Not that they can give 
me a straight answer on what it is. | have to take all these stupid 
things now so they don't panic.” 


Lagos' expression grows worried. “Doctors usually know what 
they're talking about.” 


You're fine. It’s nothing. 


“1 Know what I’m talking about,” Corvus dismisses. “I’m fine, it’s 
nothing.” He pulls his red cloak a little tighter around himself. 
“Besides, | always feel better when you come around to visit.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


It’s such bad luck that I’ve gotten sick right before retirement. I’ve 
had to delay a council meeting twice. 


! feel fine, but I'm not. | know I’m not. Something’s wrong. 


Maybe I’ve gotten pearleye somehow? Pearl trade in this server has 
always been far too loosely regulated anyways. | should really put in 
some better laws about it. 


At least the Prophet’s been patient with me. He doesn’t fear illness 
the way other people do, and this strange ill feeling seems to 
subside when he’s here. 


-<>Y<>- 


“-AND GET OUT!” Corvus snaps. “WHAT’S THE GOOD OF YOU 
PRACTICALLY LIVING INSIDE THE WALLS IF YOU NEVER 
KNOW A DAMN THING THAT GOES ON IN THIS CASTLE!” 


Eret frowns sharply before taking a long, slow breath, heels clicking 
against the floor as they leave. 


“That bloody rine,” Corvus mutters to himself. “Walking through the 
fucking walls like a vex. Could have given me a damn heart attack. 
How fucking careless can-” 


He collapses into his chair, knuckles kneading into his forehead. 


“Gods,” he whispers into the empty room. “What am | doing? She 
was only trying to help.” 


You would place your trust in a rine? You remember the old 
tales. 


“It’s not fair to think like that,” Corvus frantically defends. “Eret’s been 
nothing but trustworthy!” 


Yes, trustworthy. Something that wears the face of Herobrine 
couldn’t possibly steer you wrong. 


“He hasn't done anything wrong. He hasn't-” 


And what of the others in your court? It’s not as if they trust you 
anymore. How many council meetings have carried on without 
you? 


“It's just a bit of a fever,” Corvus nervously laughs. “It'll pass. I’m 
retiring soon, anyways.” 


He hides his face in his hands. 


“I’m fine. I’m fine. I’m fine.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Sometimes it feels like he’s my only friend. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“They all act like I’ve gone insane!” Corvus complains. “I’m only 
trying to be productive before | pass on the crown!” 


“’m sure they’re just worried about your health,” Lagos offers. 
“People have always liked you here.” 


“You don’t know what it’s /ike now,” Corvus despairs. “Always 
sneaking around, whispering things when they think | can’t hear. 
Every time | try to say anything, it’s only more and more guards, 
more and more medicines. This castle’s a fucking prison!” 


Lagos' neutral expression shifts to open worry. 


“But it’s fine! I'll be rid of it all soon. They’ll trust a newer King.” 
Corvus smiles weakly and squeezes his arm. “I just wish you'd visit 
more.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


You'll be fine. 


“l'll-” Corvus stammers. “I'll be fine. It’s fine. Nothing’s wrong. It'll 
pass.” A shaking breath. “It'll pass.” 


You know who to trust, Corvus. 


“Well, of course | Know who | trust!” Corvus instantly responds as he 
paces around his room. “It’s Lagos! It’s always been Lagos, I- I- why 
wouldn't it be Lagos? | have- | have always admired him! Why would 
that be strange?” 


Wouldn’t you want to be closer to him? You’ve always wanted 
that, haven’t you? 


“Did |? I- | suppose, yes.” 


You could see him as he truly is. 


“|...” Corvus trails off. “What?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


My only friend. 


-<>Y<>- 


“You're looking a lot better today,” Lagos encourages. 


“Am |?” Corvus lets out a high-strung laugh. “Oh, I’m so glad.” 


“| told you getting out of the castle would do you some good,” Lagos 
continues. “The old place was getting stuffy, anyways.” 


And Corvus sees Lagos, and he Sees. 


He sees Lagos, and then he sees a thousand faces, a thousand pale 
forms cycling through animal and man and every spirit in between, a 
wild hunt coalesced into human shape, a ring of eyes orbiting around 
the abstracted echo of a smile. 


“Maybe we could go for a horseback ride,” the Dreamweaver offers 
Corvus, none the wiser to what is being Seen. “Like old times.” 


“Right,” Corvus distractedly agrees. “Old times.” 


And he can't stop thinking about it. 


He returns to his castle and he can't stop thinking about it. He can’t 
unsee what he saw in Lagos. 


Gods, he was beautiful. 


Corvus wants to see more. He wants to know more. To know it, take 
it, claim it, CONSUME IT- 


What? What, no, that’s his friend, why would he ever- 


But of course you do. It’s what we want. It’s only natural. 


“No, no, | don’t-” Corvus claws through his hair. “Stop it, get away 
from me, GET OUT OF MY HEAD-” 


-<>Y<>- 


And that is why | must tell you this last thing. 


The Prophet is not human. There has only ever been one. And there 
is something that wants to corrupt him, most likely seeking to prey 
upon the Dreamweaver himself. 


Because it started with me. 


They'll tell you | died of illness. They’re wrong, they’re all wrong, they 
can’t see what’s happening, | couldn’t see what was happening. 


You aren’t ready, but better you on the throne than I, where this 
growing madness can spread through the entire kingdom. 


| can no longer be his friend. At least not now, not as | am. 


Would you be his friend? 


Would you save him? 


And perhaps when you have, | could even dare to save myself. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Eret,” Corvus haltingly calls. “You know that | trust you.” 


Eret-of-rine smiles sadly. “We’ve already talked about this. | don’t 
blame you for what you’ve said during your illness. Pain is a terrible 
thing to bear.” 


It was said that in an age long lost to time, the rines were the most 
beloved of all mortals. Even though they were only human, they 
were blessed with the eyes of gods. 


“Eret, look at me.” Corvus gently grabs the Architect’s shoulders. 
“Look at me.” 


Eret haltingly removes his glasses. 


Corvus’ eyes look blood red in the blinding light of Eret’s gaze. 


“It's almost time for my medicine again,” Corvus deliberately reveals. 
“And | trust you. Would you check the cabinet for me and make sure 
the potions are alright before the doctors come back?” 


Eret stills. “Is that what you want?” he slowly says. 


“If it's not too much trouble,” Corvus whispers. “You know all the 
castle shortcuts, after all. | know you'll make it quick.” 


Eret stares at him for a long moment, and nods. “Of course.” Eret 
puts his shades back on. “I'll try not to keep you waiting.” 


-<>Y<>- 


It must be a lot to take in, but that’s all | really have to say. | won't 
keep you reading this any longer. 


It’s time to take my medicine, after all. 


-<>Y<>- 


Wilbur blearily opens the door, squinting out into the night. “Eret? 
What are you doing, it’s the middle of the night!” 


“I’m dead,” Eret sobs, “oh gods, I’m so dead, | don’t Know what to do, 


|-” 


Wilbur sighs. “Alright.” He hurriedly ushers Eret inside. “Just stay 
quiet. Fundy’s back home, he’s sleeping off his last dreamon hunt.” 
He guides Eret to the couch. “What happened, mate?” 


“| just killed someone,” Eret gasps. “They’re gonna find out any 
moment, they'll question the whole castle- | can’t- | didn’t want to, 
there wasn't any choice, |-” 


“Slow down, Eret,” Wilbur quietly urges. “Breathe.” 


Eret stops. Breathes. 


“Did you leave any evidence?” Wilbur calmly asks. 


Eret shakes their head. 


“Okay. So the only problem is making sure you can get past being 
questioned, right?” Wilbur leans closer. “I can help.” 


“How?” Eret asks. “It’s not like you can get questioned for me!” 


Wilbur’s nose scrunches. “Well, yes. But | can make you stay calm 
when the time comes.” 


Eret raises their head. “This is one of your deals, isn’t it? What are 
you asking me to pay?” 


“You’re my friend,” Wilbur corrects. “I’m not gonna do that. But- ” He 
rocks his head for a bit. “We are gonna have to both forget this 
happened. For plausible deniability and all that. Do you trust me?” 


Eret steels their breath. “Alright.” 


Wilbur nods, taking off his glasses. “Gimme your eyes for a bit. I’m 
gonna use you as a mirror.” 


Eret takes off their shades, and Wilbur looks into their blinding eyes. 
He takes a breath. 


“There’s no need to freak out over small stuff like this,” Wilbur 
confidently says as Eret’s panic melts away. “Why don’t we have a 
drink and just forget about the details?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


"Eret-of-rine.” The Prophet has tears down his cheeks and a grim 
expression on his face. “Where were you last night?" 


Eret sees the body of Corvus Jasper and feels nothing. 


“| was just having drinks with a friend,” she says. 


"Which friend?" The Prophet presses. 


"Wilbur, of course." 


-<>Y<>- 


Signed, King Corvus Jasper. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Eret’s eyes flick wildly over the pages of the book. 


She'd only snuck away after the forum about Hunter's arrest, trying 
to search for any more information on the disgraced Prophet, when 
she’d found this. This last thing from the late King Corvus. And it- 


-oh, gods, it makes too much sense now, doesn’t it? The way he 
lingered in the gardens, how he would seem to snap between over- 
friendly and obscenely paranoid. That creeping miasma that lingered 
on him whenever Eret looked him in the eyes. 


Of course the doctors never found anything. He was the first blood 
vine infection to happen in centuries. And that infection had enough 
intent to poison a King, just to get closer to the domain god himself. 


...Eret had wondered, more than once, why she had felt nothing for 
Corvus’ death. She remembered having done it, for the good of him 
and his country, but the thought of it had always felt so- so cold. And 
now, reading Corvus’ last words, she remembers. 


Wilbur hadn’t even asked why. He'd sealed her alibi without a 
second thought. 


(And she didn’t believe in him enough, when the time came. She’d 
betrayed his revolution with a salute and a smile on her face.) 


(Gods. ) 


And then the matter of Hunter. 


The Prophet is not human. There has only ever been one. 


If Hunter is not a human, or a player- if he has never been one at all- 
then what the fuck did they just lock in Pandora’s vault? 


She flips to the last page. A blood vine flower is pressed into the 
back cover, stem still pulsing with life. The pressed red vines wiggle 
eagerly as soon as she brushes her hand near it. 


She throws soulsand into her fireplace and tosses the book inside. 


Her blinding eyes watch the memories burn alive. 


27. The Box 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The first item in Pandora's vault. 


The warden opens the slot in the wall. “Set your spawn.” 


#001 tilts his masked head, as if he were about to challenge the 
order. But before Sam can force his hand, he cooperates anyways, 
fingers brushing against the respawn slab in the wall. The warden 
fiddles with the controls, and after a bit of debate, sets the spawn to 
quarter threshold. 


Can't have the prisoner hurting himself, after all. It would be entirely 
unprofessional. 


“Stand on the platform,” the warden orders. 


#001 follows him to the platform as the warden flicks a switch. 
Slowly, gradually, the wall of lava before the prisoner parts like a 
grand ballroom door, unveiling a chained box of obsidian in the 
center of an empty room. 


The metallic sound of one of the prison’s elder guardians pierces 
their ears like a gong, the phantom image of its magic searing into 
their eyes. The warden unsympathetically bites down on a milk 
candy as #001 sways on his feet. 


“Lean with the platform so you don’t fall off,” the warden reminds the 
prisoner. 


With little more warning than that, the platform unhinges from its 
perch, its belly of flying pistons and honey blocks hurdling 
impassively towards the cage that makes up its destination. 


#001 walks off, a half-wall of solid netherite closing behind him. 


The cell is bare and dark, the ambient heat of the lava moat 
underneath it burning in sharp contrast to the chill of mining fatigue 
running through #001’s body. To his left, there is a water chute 
system and a floor toilet. To the right, a glowstone lamp is embedded 
into the wall next to a writing desk, bookshelf, and a simple sink. A 
day clock hangs near the entrance of the netherite barrier, a beating 
heart of redstone that tick-tick-tick-ticks on. 


“The bed will remain open for seven clicks each day cycle,” the 
warden coldly exposits. “Your chute will deliver a meal daily at 0600, 
and hygiene supplies are restocked every 3 days at 0900. Every 
1000, a camera will activate to scan the room for structural integrity 
and inspect you for injuries or health problems. The half-wall will 
activate for the duration of all your visits. If you misbehave during 


inspection, interrogation, or visits, you will be punished. Any further 
questions?” 


#001 rubs uneasily at the wrist cuffs suppressing his inventory slots. 
“Sam, we never mentioned putting books in the cells.” 


“You never mentioned it, Hunter,” the warden argues. “But | decided 
to be nice to your future prisoner and give them something to occupy 
their time. Lucky you. | even put a magic supplement in your meal 
plan. | even let you keep your mask.” 


Neither of them point out that the warden was physically unable to 
remove the mask from #001’s head. And not for lack of trying. 


“| don’t suppose you'll accept any constructive criticism?” #001 
jokes. 


“The only reason you're still alive is because this server finds 
practical reasons for your continued existence,” The warden lowly 
growls. “You don't have a say in what goes on here anymore.” 


“| know,” #001 sighs, a disconcertingly nostalgic note in his voice. 


The warden frowns. “Don’t expect special treatment from me after 
what you’ve done. If you start being more trouble than you’re worth, 


ll climb into that cell and kill you myself.” A long, rattling hiss. “I’m 
going to lower the lava wall. Any other... complaints?” 


“No,” #001 says. “It’s perfect. Home sweet home.” 


“Good,” the warden spits out. “Because that’s what it'll be for the rest 
of your life. Whether you like it or not.” 


#001 waves with a mocking salute. “Sir, yes sir.” 


The warden rams down the lever for the lava wall. 


A drop of magma slowly drips down from the ceiling. Then another, 
and another. As the lava cascades down, slow as_ molten 
honeycomb, its lethargic movement casts an uncanny light over the 
distorted ender eye tattoos collaring #001’s neck. 


And #001 starts to giggle. 


Sickly, spastic, childish. A sound as bubbling as the wall that slowly 
removes him from sight. He tears his mask away from his face, 
letting it rest on the side of his head as he gasps for air, his jade cold 
eyes wild with glee as he smiles at the warden, clapping his hands. 


“WONDERFUL PERFORMANCE, EVERYONE!” #001 cackles. 
“ABSOLUTELY BEAUTIFUL! YOU WERE ALL PERFECT? His eyes 
widen, smile softening with a horrifying fondness. “/’m so, so proud 
of you.” 


The lava wall finally closes. 


The pure, rapturous joy in #001’s voice echoes off the empty walls of 
Pandora’s Vault for days. 


28. Hence Nothing Remains But Our Regrets. 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Make a house into a home. Make a tomb into a memorial. 


Phil. 


Philza grunts irritably as his beak bites down on a golden apple. 


Philza. Father. Mr. Crowfather Only Man Dadza. King of Ravens, 
Reaper’s Bride, Lord of the Skies. 


“I’ve got one working wing,” Philza mutters. “I ain’t lord of shit.” 


Brian broke again. 


Philza looks up from his drafting papers and watches one of his 
crows be nudged forward by the others, only to fall over like a 
drunkard, twitching intermittently like an electrified corpse. 


Giglglgig, Brian elegantly gurgles. 


He’s drowning, Phil. 


Huh. So that’s why he hasn’t been able to focus all morning. 


Philza sighs and gently drags the broken crow by its legs. “Alright. 
Keep quiet, you little shits. I’ll sort your fuckin’ brain cell out.” 


Brian is new, sort of. Philza had gotten the bright idea some time 
before all this Lmanburg bullshit to try and make a template Chatters 
to try and get a handle on all their... well... chattering. 


It's just hard to think straight sometimes when his brain is literally a 
million crows in a trenchcoat, and having something that can focus 
or direct that brain is supposed to help. If Chatters is the horrible, 
horrible books in his library of memories, then Brian is the index that 
helps Philza find what the actual hell he’s trying to think about. 


Except at the end of the day, his brain is still made of a million crows. 
Brian can only direct so much traffic before starting to crumple from 
the strain. Hence the need for repairs. 


Philza unrolls his tools, puts on his glasses, and delicately pries 
open the crystal heart on Brian’s chest, shining like an innocuous 
necklace. His crows snap to attention as Brian’s heart unhinges, 
their own ‘necklaces’ flickering. 


Well, Wilbur always called them necklaces, and Philza never 
bothered to correct it. There’s never a good age to tell a child his 
father’s cute pet crows are walking around with magically exposed 
hearts. 


Philza cranks the stylus counterclockwise, letting the phantom of 
Brian’s last actions flit across his vision. It looks like too many 
Chatters tried to fight for memory priority again and now there’s too 
much junk information cluttering Brian’s queue. 


“Whoever the fuck tried to make Ranboo’s pet cat a long-term 
memory 50 times in a row,” Philza flatly says, “I’m going to fucking 
recycle your bones. That is not a long term memory, that thing’s 
gonna kark it in like- 10 years, maximum!” 


It’s important IN MY HEART, one brave Chatters dares to defend. 


“Somebody time that fucker out,” Philza orders. 


A crow with an orange coppery heart pecks at the offending Chatters 
until their stubborn gold heart flickers to a dull grey. 


“Cheers, mate.” Philza moves the stylus to a different port in Brian’s 
heart. “Alright, clearin’ out the queue in three, two, one-” 


There’s a harsh click, followed by a mildly alarming blank spot in 
Philza’s memory where he kind of just saw white for a few fun ticks, 
before Brian’s heart locks back into place and the crow gets up, 
puffing its feathers and hopping away. 


HE LIVES 
IT’S ALIVE! IT’S ALIMIVE 
Oh holy fucking hell i can speak again 
Everybody say thanks weirdchamp cat chatters 


ournaournaournaournaQOQURNAOURNA- 


“Okay, Okay, fuckin’ hell!” Philza shakes his head. “I can hear you 
little shits loud and clear.” His feathers shiver loudly. “Oh gods, | can 
think straight again.” 


There’s a sound of hooves hesitating on cobblestone stairs. “Phil? 
You got really quiet for a hot tock there. Are you low?” 


“I’m literally eating gapps as we speak.” Philza stuffs another slice in 
his mouth. “It’s fine. Brian just broke a bit, had to fix it.” 


“Ah, yes, you were only doing brain surgery on yourself inside a 
godhome,” Techno deadpans as he walks into the room. “And 


nothing bad will happen.” 


“You're damn right,” Philza caustically fires back. He leans sideways, 
curling up between the arms of his chair. “I finished the table,” he 
randomly points out as Benihime’s insistence rises to the surface. 
“And the chairs. | made so much furniture. Shower me _ with 
affection.” 


Attention whore, Philza whispers to his wings at the last moment. 


“| mean, hey, it does look nice,” Techno immediately comments. He 
steps up onto the raised dark oak platform, stepping past the fenced 
threshold. “I really like how you just built another floor around the 
table, that was pretty big brain of you.” 


Philza snickers as he moves around in his seat, pushing his feet 
against the unmoving summoning circle that now serves as the 
frame of a blue warpwood table. “We have the world’s sturdiest 
table. It’s a blessing and a curse.” 


“| do like the dark wood,” Techno goes on. “Really compliments the 
blackstone | brought in for the wall accents. What are the pillars you 
used in the corners, basalt?” 


Philza shrugs. “You’re the one who put bloody nether bricks in the 
walls. Might as well go full hog.” 


There’s six chairs set around the table. Two of them are backed with 
the old flag pattern of the Antarctic Empire, but the rest seem largely 
barren of flourish, save for one that has an empty halo painted on its 
head, an intricate swathe of roses curling outside its negative space 
as it hangs over an emerald star. 


“I’m gonna assume the chairs are still a work in progress?” Techno 
hesitantly questions. 


“Hmm?” Philza lifts up his head from fussing over a crow’s crooked 
wing feathers to follow Techno’s gaze. “Oh no, | was just thinking 
that, uh- we leave it blank for new members. | made ours match, but 
you can add extra whatever to yours. | might do the same to mine.” 


Techno looks at the painted halo of the third chair, eyebrows raised 
in silent question. 


“It's his house,” Philza sedately murmurs. “He deserves a seat.” 


Not just a seat. A placeholder, an omen, a memento mori. 


A reminder of what happens when they fail to act. 


“No more empty chairs, Protesilaus,” Philza decides. “Not again. Not 
without a fight.” 


“You better be careful, Zephyrus.” Techno rests his hand on the arm 
of a Dreamweaver’s empty chair and smiles, a sad look in his eyes. 
“That almost sounds like a promise.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


This Syndicate is formed to serve as a network for fellow Anarchists 
to meet, exchange information and cooperate in the mutual pursuit of 
Anarchy and the fight against Tyranny. 


We shall have no Leader; no Member shall be compelled to act 
against their will. 


No Member shall reveal information about the Syndicate to 
outsiders. 


Protesilaus shall serve as the Recruiter to induce new Members into 
the Syndicate with Approval from a majority of Members. 


Signed, 


Protesilaus & Zephyrus, 


and dedicated to the memory of Harpocrates. 


-SIC SEMPER TYRANNIS- 


Notes for the Chapter: 


the next two books should be relatively short, but will feature 
extra content that never happened on the original streams, so 
they should release faster without the need to research vods. 


Look out for Touch Tone Telephone. 
Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


the Discord server 

Find Aenor on Twitter or on Tumblr 

. If you make or find fanart of our series, @ us on those 
platforms or share it on our Discord so we can properly scream 
our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 


:) 
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Summary: 


/ try to call you every day, 

I'm rehearsing what to say when the truth comes out (of my very own 
mouth). 

I've been working on a unified theory- 

if | make it through tonight, everybody's gonna hear me out. 


Wilbur Soot is dead. What a coincidence- so is Sally Soot. 

Philza Watson Minecraft is the Angel of Death. What a coincidence- 
Wren Watson, shade of Death, has been waiting for a very long time. 
An Angel, a Son, a fox, a songbird, and a telephone line. 


What's the harm in one little phone call? 


1. Keybindings 
Author's Note: 


this is a series so if you didn't read the previous parts this is 
gonna make fuck all sense 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


In defense of Sally Soot, Wren Watson, and the series of events that 
followed... 


...what harm could one phone call possibly do? 


It was just one phone call. 


The problem is Sally Soot is dead. She’s been dead for quite a long 
time. And that man Wren Watson has been dead for even longer, his 
patient shade lingering for longer than most gods can remember. 


Sally Soot is dead, and she would like to call her husband. This, in 
and of itself, is not very significant- is it not natural for the dead to 


want to reach their loved ones? Maybe it would have been natural, 
fleeting, and fulfilled, if not for the fact that her husband was Wilbur 
Soot, and Wilbur had lived, breathed, and died the son of an Angel. 


And that Angel has a dead brother named Wren Watson. 


Unfortunately for everyone else, Wren Watson is a family man with 
criminally insane tendencies, and the past four thousand years of 
relatively mindless shadehood he’s just existed through have done 
absolutely nothing to rectify that. 


In fact, it probably just made him worse. 


Sally watches Wren tear open a floorboard with his talons. “Where 
did you get all this?” 


“Oh, these old things?” The older man chuckles, handing her a 
blowtorch while he tests the integrity of a crowbar. “Let's just say I’ve 
seen plenty of the houses of Death. | never knew where | was gonna 
end up next, so | just... kind of started storin’ shit away to have it for 
the next time around?” He shrugs, experimentally clacking a pair of 
sturdy pliers. “Me an’ my brother always had a bit of a hoardin’ 
problem anyhows. Dunno what the fuck was up with that.” 


“Sooo...” Sally rocks on her feet. “What’s the plan?” 


Wren hums. “I reckon we could bust open one of them toll booths.” 


Sally pauses. “Is that allowed?” 


Wren stares flatly at her. “If this is how | find out my nephew's wife is 
a law abiding citizen, I’m going to be very disappointed.” 


“Hey!” Sally puffs up her cheeks. “I'll have you know | bit plenty of 
cops!” She taps her foot on the ground. “But | also kind of don’t want 
to double die because we fucked with the wrong stuff.” 


“It’s fine,” Wren dismisses. “Phil loves me. | could stab him and he’d 
apologize.” A pause. “I wouldn't! But | could.” 


And that had been that. Because obviously, all these toll booths are 
communicating somehow, right? Especially with their knack of 
automatically knowing who every person is. They just have to crack 
one open and... borrow it for a bit. After some debate, they decided 
to do it at the Hermitcraft server, because if there’s any place that 
would be good to contact a husband missing in time and space, it 
was probably going to be the server that lives in a fucked up time 
loop. 


Listen. Listen, it made perfect sense at the time. They didn't think it 
would be that big of a deal. 


It was just one phone call. 


-<>Y<>- 


Schlatt’s head snaps up as he pulls his bandana tighter around his 
head. “Did you hear that?” 


Primo sticks his head out of his colorful tent. “What?” 


“Some kind of weird drilling noise,” Schlatt elaborates. “I think.” 


“You sure you don’t just have tinnitus again?” Wilbur sarcastically 
offers. 


Schlatt smiles sharply as he bares his ram horns in Wilbur’s 
direction. “Why don’t you come over here real quick, lover boy?” he 
challenges. “I’ve got your tinnitus right here.” 


Wilbur snorts. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wren pries open the opening of the toll booth and immediately 
frowns. “I have no idea what this is.” 


Sally looks around. The inside of the booth has a typewriter, a long 
roll of paper, and a few different transport tubes. “It’s not that bad? It 
looks like normal train booth to me.” She points at the sturdy wired 
box in the wall. “Look, it’s even got one of those telephones!” 


“A tel-le-co what now?” Wren confusedly repeats. 


Sally pauses and stares at Wren Watson for a long long moment. 
Wren Watson and his ancient clothes and very, very extinct elytron 
features. 


“Gods, | forgot you’re old,” Sally wearily whispers. 


Wren sputters loudly as his round greying wings snap open behind 
him. “’m not that old! | know things! | can...” he squints at the 
typewriter. “...bikewriter. Yes. A fearsome sport.” 


Sally wheezes. 


“| think it could be a sport ball,” Wren insists. “Anything could be a 
sport ball if you try hard enough.” 


“As long as you don’t sport ball the thing we actually need, go nuts.” 
Sally opens the panel of telephone and frowns. “Fuck, this thing 
doesn't have a number pad.” She stares at the toll crow of the booth, 
who’s just kind of been staring silently at them the whole time. “Does 
this thing have a number pad?” 


The toll crow just hops on Wren’s shoulder and pecks fondly at the 
down of his face. 


“Heck.” 


Wren flips through an intricate rolodex, staring at the written 
contents. “Oh, hey, | can actually read this shit. This is proper fuckin’ 
Talon.” He turns the contraption of rolled up cards to her. “See?” 


“Oh, wow.” She flips through the note cards. “That’s a lot of really 
long numbers.” She hums. “But it’s not like we can use them without 
a number pad. Maybe there’s some kind of key we can-” 


The crow on Wren’s shoulder throws up a golden key. And then a 
silver key... and then a crystal key. 


Sally and Wren watch in horrified silence as it keeps hacking up 
several different types of keys, until 32 of them lay in a small pile on 


the floor. Somewhere along the way, it also spit out several pieces of 
glowstone and five amethyst coins. 


“Saints on a bloody pike, there is a god,” Wren deadpans. “Thank 
you, horrible train crow. You're gonna haunt me in my dreams for at 
least a week.” 


Sally kneels down on the floor and starts to sort the scattered keys. 
“They've all got different shapes on the bows.” 


“Different servers?” Wren guesses. 


“Maybe,” Sally hesitantly considers. 


Wren tilts his head. “It’d take forever tryin’ to sus out what any of 
these actually mean, though. Smart thing to do would be lookin’ 
around for some kind of cheat sheet.” Wren looks back at the crow, 
who has decided to continue its very important task of preening 
every accessible part of Wren’s face. “You wouldn’t happen to have 
one of those, would you?” 


The crow lets out a vague noise and fluffs its feathers. 


“That explained nothing,” Wren responds. “Thanks, mate.” 


“Wanna just stick a random key into this death telephone and see 
what happens?” Sally says anyways. 


“Wow, we really are family.” 


Now, at a certain point, one might wonder how a grand total of no 
one managed to stop what was happening, or even notice anything 
was happening at all. 


Several people did, in fact, notice. Those several people include all 
the toll crows of the Hermitcraft station, several passing shades 
waiting for their trains, and also a growing number of people who 
didn’t even go here but couldn't bring themselves to look away. 


Everyone noticed these two random people dicking around with a toll 
booth. They all just decided not to do anything about it. 


In their defense, it was the most entertaining thing to happen all 
week. Besides, those two weird people had the keys! There’s no rule 
saying they can’t dick around in the toll booth if they already have 
the keys. 


It’s just one little phone call. 


Sally brandishes a black key with a glowing lantern shaped bow. 
“This one kind of looks like the shape in the walls! Maybe this one 
does something.” 


She clicks the key into the telephone and turns it. The speaker 
crackles loudly for a moment, letting out a series of screeching 
musical noises, before... something answers. 


“Joe Hills from Nashville, Hermitcraft,” a male voice recites in Script, 
“reminding you that no, | didn't commit necromancy, you cannot 
prove this in a court of law, and even if you did, there’s nothing you 
can do about it.” 


Wren stares flatly at Sally. “What the fuck is this man talking about?” 


“| don’t know,” Sally shrugs. “Zombie crimes or some shit?” 


“-and listen. Listen. Come on, Phil, it was really just the one time 
anyways, c'mon , Cleo's doing fine -” 


“Ah-” Wren stalls for a long moment before speaking in very stilted 
Script. “Yes, hello?” 


“Oh, you aren't Phil.” Joe- if that is his real name- laughs good 
naturedly. “Never mind all that, then! Is this about the ticket?” 


“Eh, no, I-” Wren visibly scrambles to remember any word that isn’t a 
basic greeting. “Is-” 


“Wrong number!” Sally shouts as she turns the key again. “Bye!” 


Wren sags against the wall. “l sounded like a fucking clown. Oh, 
gods.” 


“At least the keys work. Maybe.” Sally looks at the organized pile of 
keys. “We just have to go through... the other 31.” 


“Maybe it’s those decoy puzzles like in the adventure books,” Wren 
wonders. “Where the most fucked up looking one is actually the right 


” 


one. 


Sally picks up a warped, rusted key. “Does this count as fucked up 
enough?” 


Wren squints at it. “That one doesn’t even look like it works.” 


“Still gonna test it!” Sally cackles as she jams it into the machine. 


For a few tocks, there’s nothing but varying pitches of senseless 
static. Wren and Sally are pretty sure that the key is melting the 
longer it stays inside the slot. 


“| don’t think this is working,” Sally finally says. 


“No, no,” Wren patiently deflects. “Give it a little more time.” 


“What if it breaks the booth, though?” Sally wonders. 


“Then we just get another booth?” Wren points out. “It’s not like it’s 
hard-” 


“Is this the pizza place?” A smooth voice comes over the speaker. “l 
know you said 2b2t is too dangerous to deliver to, but honestly! 
That’s such a misconception! My location is perfectly secure, | 
promise-” 


“Fit, what the fuck are you going on about?” Wren abruptly asks. 


A long pause. 


“UNCLE WREN?’ Fit shouts. 


Wren flinches away from the speaker. “Don’t fuckin’ shout at me, ya 
blasted bookworm child!” 


“YOU’VE BEEN DEAD FOR THOUSANDS OF YEARS!” Fit still 
screams anyway. “What the fuck, man?” 


“Yes, and?” Wren punches into the wall above the telephone. “Time 
is fake! Keep up, eyas!” 


“Does Phil know about this?” Fit presses. 


“The part where I’m dead or the part where I’m on the telly?” Wren 
asks. 


“Either?” Fit sputters. 


“I've got a fake train crow parked on my shoulders,” Wren vaguely 
allows, “an’ ain't anything gone to yeet us into the void, so...” 


“Us?” 


“Hey, Mr. Fit!” Sally shouts into the speaker. “I’m your nephew's dead 
wife!” 


“If Wilbur’s there, I’m-” 


And they never found out what Fit was actually going to do, because 
that’s when the key finally melted to slag. 


“| think that went well!” Sally brightly concludes. 


The toll crow jumps off Wren’s shoulder and slurps up the key like a 
gourmet tomato soup before spitting it out completely reformed. 


“| think this bird has a mental illness,” Wren says. He gives the crow 
a tender pat on the head. “But at least that means we can’t break 
anything too bad? Probably?” He stares off into the distance. “I 
hope.” 


Sally fishes through the key pile. “You know? Now that | think about 
it, maybe we should’ve looked for a green key.” 


Wren raises his eyebrows. “What's green gotta do with it?” 


“| think the god there was green?” Sally hesitantly recalls. “And 
fancy.” 


Wren picks up a silver key with a swooping emerald bow. “Is this one 
whore enough?” 
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No,” Sally immediately denies, “it would be 100% more whore, 
surely.” 


Wren scrambles around before picking up a golden key with bright 
green swirls. “How about this?” 


“Close, but not quite.” Sally hums, looking around. “Oh! That one!” 
She motions to the pile. 


Wren raises his eyebrow as he picks up an engraved key made of 
solid emerald, glittering ostentatiously even in the dim light. “This 
is... a very whorish key.” 


Sally snickers. “I’m pretty sure Phil made these. Are you calling your 
brother a whore?” 


“Mostly whoever the fuck he made this for,” Wren deadpans. “My 
brother, on the other hand, is only Death’s favorite stripper. Her 
words, not mine.” 


“Definitely this one.” Sally showcases the porcelain beads dangling 
off the bow. “It’s even got clay bits. That’s important.” 


“And we hope the melted key didn’t fuck up the machine,” Wren 
prays. 


“And we hope the melted key didn’t fuck up the machine,” Sally 
repeats. 


Their collective ears perk as the key clicks into the slot. They wait for 
a noise- a voice, a chime, anything at all- but net nothing. 


Just silence. 


“Huh.” Sally lifts the speaker from its perch on the wall and lifts it to 
her ear. “That’s a lot less than before. There’s just random beeping 
noises.” 


“Really? Gimme a look at that.” Sally puts the speaker up to Wren’s 
ears. He squints as he tries to decipher the sound, and then freezes. 
“That's not beeping. That’s chirping.” 


Sally frowns. “Really?” 


The crow nearby chirps into the phone. The phone goes quiet for a 
moment, and then repeats the noise back. 


Wren sharply tilts his head. “This sounds familiar. I've heard this 
before. Hold on, lemme-” 


He lets out a quiet, hesitant flock call into the device. 


It echoes back. The exact same pitch, the exact same intonation, the 
exact same flock accent. 


“Oh, that’s creepy,” Sally whispers. 


“This thing has my brother’s voice,” Wren realizes, a_ baffled 
expression creeping along his face. “It's got our flock accent. This 
isn't random noises, it’s- it’s notes. Numbers. But that doesn’t make 
any sense, why would it be babbling out random numbers?” 


“Coding language.” Sally’s eyes flick to the rolodex of numbers. 
“Modern machines, you make languages to control them! Numbers, 
pulses of magic-” 


“-sounds,” Wren finishes. He looks back down at the speaker. “He 
used his own voice as a machine language. That’s so...” His mouth 
flattens. “| was gonna say weird, but that’s probably pretty smart. 
He’s the only person that’s really supposed to run around in the guts 
of these things, | guess.” 


The crow pecks at the telephone and turns to them, holding out its 
foot as if asking for something. 


Sally looks at the rolodex. “You want this?” 


“It's askin’ for a ticket,” Wren dismisses. “To ship you out on the train. 
That’s how they reap people down here. But we're tryin’ to find 
Wilbur.” He lets out a long, drawn out hum. “Maybe... maybe we use 
my voice to call out? Sounds like I’m close enough that it'll think I’m 
Phil. But | don’t Know if that would work just by itself.” 


“Maybe it needs another kind of key,” Sally suggests. “Like- | don’t 
know- a Wilbur key. If that’s a thing?” 


“But the crow already gave us all the keys it has,” Wren points out. 
“And they're all server keys.” 


Sally covers her mouth with thought. “I’m going to try something,” 
she slowly says, “and it’s either gonna be really genius or really 
stupid.” 


“Do it,” Wren instantly demands. “It'll probably be funny at least.” 


Sally opens up her hand, unveiling a faded wooden salmon totem. 


“ve got a broken key,” she softly says to the toll crow. “Can you fix it 
for me?” 


The crow stares at the totem for a moment and gingerly takes the 
object in its beak, swallowing it like any other key. 


It spits out an antique silver key with a coppery engraved salmon 
body, its edges fading white like falling snow. 


Sally puts the key into the phone, and Wren starts to whisper 
birdsong into the speaker. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Fucking hell!” Schlatt jams his finger into his ear. “That stupid noise 
is back again!” 


Primo looks around nervously. “I think we've got bigger problems, 
homies!” 


The signs of the train platform, which have always been blank, 
suddenly burst to life with blinding white and a chalk-like screech. All 
of it, flashing an endless mantra caught between Script and Khorsh 
and Talon, WILBURSOOT WILBURSOOT WILBURSOOT 
WILBURSOOT WILBURSOOT- 


The toll booth telephone starts to ring. 


“’m gonna take a wild guess,” Schlatt fearfully whispers to Wilbur, 
“but | think that’s for you.” 


2. You've Heard Of The Seven Page Muda, Now Get 
Ready For 


Summary for the Chapter: 


...the four page cuss out? 


There’s a lot of things Sally Soot could have expected to hear from 
her estranged husband. It’s been years, after all. 


Would he be frightened? Angry? Did he move on from his grief, and 
in doing so forget about her? 


SO many words, so many possibilities. 


“OH, YOU FUCKING WHORE!” 


-<>Y<>- 


“YOU FUCKING HEARD ME! HOW LONG DID YOU LEAVE ME 
DOWN HERE TO ROT! YOU BITCH! WINTER’S MOON TREE 
LOOKIN’ HARLOT!” 


“Call him a little baby man.” 


“YOU TWISTED LITTLE BABY MAN! YOU ARE A LIBERTINE 
AND A CAD AND- AND AN OVERRATED LITTLE TWINK!” 


“Yeah! Get his ass!” 


-<>Y<>- 


“What the hell is a twink?” Wren bluntly asks. 


Sally snorts. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“YOU KNOW WHAT? YOU’RE NOT EVEN A GOOD WHORE! | 
WAS A BETTER WHORE THAN YOU! YOU KNOW WHAT THEY 
CALLED ME IN THE WAR? I WAS THE IRON WHORE! BET YOU 
DIDN’T HAVE ANY NAMES LIKE THAT!” 


“You, uh, you havin’ a moment there, hombre?” 


“IF | EVER GET OUT OF HERE I’M CHALLENGING YOU TO A 
FUCKING... CHALLENGE-” 


“Do a dance off!” 


“FUCKING DANCE OFF! ILL GRIND YOUR GLORIFIED 
PORCELAIN FACE TO FUCKING DUST AND POLISH YOUR 
WHORE BOOTS WITH IT! AND THEN I’LL WEAR THE BOOTS 
AND I WILL STEP ON YOU!” 


“No.” 


“| WILL SLEEP ON YOU.” 


“That’s not better.” 


“| WILL STEAL YOUR BOOTS, WEAR THEM, COOK THEM IN 
THE NETHER, AND EAT THEM!” 


“Do you want to wear my boots, Wilbur?” 


“NO, I’M GOOD.” 


“They're good boots, Wilbur.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Should we stop him?” Wren wonders. 


“No,” Sally decides. “I want to see how far this is gonna go.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“IF | EVER MAKE A BURGER VAN I WOULD SPIT IN YOUR 
BURGER! ID MAKE IT OUT OF RABBITS AND YOUR BREAD 
WILL BE PISS FUCKING GREEN-” 


“Bro, you're pissing green?” 


“-AND IT’S GONNA BE CALLED WILBURGER. WHERE WE 
SELL... WILBURGERS. GOD, I’M SO FUCKING HUNGRY.” 


“| miss burgers.” 


“AND I’LL SELL YOUR BODY TO THE TAX COLLECTORS! I’VE 
NEVER PAID AN HONEST TAX IN MY LIFE! YOU’RE NOT 
GETTING A SINGLE COIN OUT OF ME. | STARTED A COUNTRY 
TO SHIT ON TAXES, I’LL FUCKING DO IT AGAIN.” 


-<>Y<>- 


At this point, a sizable crowd of shades has started to crowd around 
the booth, pretending they aren't listening in. 


Sally flips a switch in the booth, letting Wilbur’s voice ring out of the 
train intercoms. 


“If he didn’t want people to hear, he shouldn't have said it so loud,” 
Sally says to Wren’s questioning expression. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“TAX COLLECTORS CAN FUCK OFF! BOOTLICKERS, ALL OF 
YOU. | WILL LAY WASTE TO YOUR LEGACY. | WILL RUIN 
EVERY GOOD THING YOU TOUCH. | WILL KILL THE /DEA OF 
YOU-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Do we even have taxes down here?” Sally loudly wonders. 


Wren laughs nervously. “If we have taxes down here, | think I’ve 
been missing a few payments.” He turns back to the crowd. “Hey, 
are there any dead guy taxes?” 


The shades murmur amongst themselves and settle on a collective 
shrug. 


“Maybe we were supposed to be proactive about the taxes,” Sally 
jokes. 


The crowd starts to panic, rummaging through their pockets. 


“That was a joke,” Wren quickly says. “Mates, no, that was a joke-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“FUCK YOU CAPITALIST PIGS, EVERYTHING YOU STAND FOR, 
AND THE UNIVERSE THAT SAW FIT TO ALLOW YOUR 
EXISTENCE-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Cussin’ out taxes, gods, and the universe in one breath,” Wren 
whispers, a nostalgic smile on his face. “Just like his piece of shit old 
man.” 


“Wren, are you crying?” 


“He’s just like my boy...” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“-AND | am running out of things to say,” Wilbur trails off. “But 
fuck you, anyways.” 


A long silence reigns. 


“Wilbur, honey,” the voice of Sally Soot crackles out of the phone. 
“Darling. Sweetheart. Light of my life. I’m not the tax collectors.” 


Wilbur’s heart stops. 


“WAIT!” Primo shouts. “Someone had the cojones to settle for your 
scrawny ass?” 


“No, no, she didn’t settle for him,” Schlatt corrects. “She kept him. 
Like a stray cat. And then made him worse.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The sound on the line shakes, a fragile whispering keen whistling 
with every breath. 


“Sal?” Wilbur’s voice breaks. 


Sally's eyes soften. “Hey, Wilbur.” 


“How... how did you-’ 


“Did you think | was just gonna wait for you to show up?” Sally 
teases. “You know I’ve never been patient enough to do something 
like that.” 


“Fuck.” A sob, a laugh, what difference does it make? “/ guess not.” 


3. Brother, What's My Name? My Name Is 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Our Lady of the Underground. 


Lady Death doesn’t care much for current events. Never talked 
about them much. 


It's not Her business, per se. As much as the living care about 
Death, the living are not the business of Death. She is not meant to 
meddle with their lives (provided they don’t try to disrupt anything too 
much), only receive them at their ends. It’s not the end of the world if 
She is not caught up on current events. 


But She is curious sometimes. That is the curse of existing in this 
form, as a creature of body and mind. She seeks things to occupy 
Her time, and the idle news of the underworld often suffices. 


And there is a fox and a wren. 


Loose in the stations. 


There’s a fox and a wren loose in the train stations. Trixtin thinks 
eventually everything’s going to be okay, but She has no idea what’s 


going to happen next. And neither do the shades, or the crows, 
because there’s a fox and a wren loose in the stations. 


It’s just never happened before! No one knows what they’re going to 
do next- least of all the fox and the wren. They’re just as confused as 
everyone else is. 


There’s no experts- they try to find experts to talk about it. They’re 
like, we're joined now by a shade that once saw the Angel of Death. 
Yes, and? What's so special about that? Everyone’s seen Death’s 
husband chasing that Tokyo drift! At this point, that’s just a regular 
Shrinesday afternoon! 


This is a fox and a wren, /oose in the stations. 


When a fox and a wren are loose in the stations, everyone has to 
stay updated whether they like it or not. Especially Chatters and the 
toll crows, because they’re always greedy for crumbs of scandal like 
that. All day long, crows are flying around like what'd the fox and the 
wren do? Which is obviously incredibly voracious of them, but it does 
make sure news travels fast. 


And the updates, they’re not always bad. Sometimes they’re just 
odd. 


The wren broke open a toll booth? 


...| didn’t know he knew how to do that. 


The creepiest days are when no one hears about the two at all. Toll 
crows will be sitting in their booths amongst themselves like hey, has 
anyone heard- and then they'll make a little fox giggle noise. Those 
are the quiet days when Death’s domain decides it looks like the fox 
and wren have finally calmed down. And then ten clicks later the two 
of them go, “We’re gonna steal telephone keys and start calling 
random numbers! We've bitten so many cops! We're in-laws now!” 


And then. And then. Her husband will be over for brunch, and he'll 
have that vaguely puzzled look on his face- the one he gets when 
he’s trying to process the abstract concept of glass- and say, “there 
shouldn't be anything loose in the train stations.” 


Well, obviously. But we’re well past that. 


At this point, Trixtin is almost enabling them on purpose. Only for 
professional reasons, of course. She has standards. 


She is professional. She is collected. She is allowing these chaotic 
events to continue for scientific reasons only, and not at all Her 
personal amusement. And She is recording all of this, because 
everything is science as long as it’s being written down. 


For a tick, it looked like they were going to survive the fox and the 
wren. The new status quo was at least starting to calm down. And 
then suddenly Philza’s son is screaming over the intercom like, “| 
WILL STEAL YOUR BOOTS, WEAR THEM, COOK THEM IN THE 
NETHER, AND EAT THEM!” 


If that wasn’t enough, a sizable population of shades is now 
extremely concerned about their non-existent tax debts, which 
they’re desperately trying to repay by sending Her massive amounts 
of coins. And bread. And jewelery. She hasn’t been able to get them 
to stop. 


(The cheese and wine are nice, though. She’s gonna keep the 
cheese and wine.) 


Overall- Wow! Okay! Okay. This is happening now. 


And now there’s necromancers again. 


Necromancers were this thing that used to happen back when 
people were certified idiots who don’t understand how dying works. 
And that never really stopped, but at least these days people know 
it's better to quietly be buried in their graves and accept their death, 
because trying to get around that just gets them killed faster. Usually 
by the Angel of Death. 


(He’s a real sweetheart. Trixtin loves him so much.) 


But now there’s new necromancers. At least one- there’s definitely at 
least one idiot going around stabbing people and promptly bringing 
them back to life, possibly just as a flex. Because there’s always 
going to be that one weird guy that goes to church, listens to the 
phrase, “Death is a necessary engine that fuels Life,” and goes, 
“Okay, but I’m special, right?” 


Trixtin does not care for these new necromancers, and the 
crowsworn can quote Her on that. 


“Oh! Before | forget, we- uh-” Wilbur’s voice stutters and crackles 
over the telephone line. “Theo went through some changes after 


” 


you... 


“You can say | died, Wilbur,” Sally allows. “It's wnat happened.” 


“| KNOW that! Still! Anyways, Theo started going by Fundy about- 
less than a year after you... died. Yeah. He’s fifteen years old now. 
Chekhov says he’s on fifth tail. ” 


Sally’s smile softens. “Good for him. | wish we could have had a 
picture.” 


Wren blinks. “What, like a paintin’ or some shit?” 


A long pause. 


“Wren, is this how | find out you and my dad are older than fucking 
PHOTOGRAPHY?” 


“| don’t fuckin’ know!” Wren sputters. “We lived out in the sticks! | 
wasn't keepin’ up with all that moderne bullshit!” 


“Imagine a painting,” Sally interjects. “But without the paint.” 


“That makes no sense.” 


Wilbur sighs despairingly. “This is just like that time | tried to teach 
Phil Chesticuffs. Oh, gods.” 


“You use a box to expose light to a specialized film paper,” Trixtin 
says from behind them. “It burns a permanent image.” 


Wren’s feathers rattle with shock as he snaps around to face Her. 
“Hellooooooooo, dearest darling gracious sister-in-law who would 
never murder me! How’s- how's things?” 


“We're making a normal phone call,” Sally insists. 


“And | totally know what that means,” Wren adds. “And I’m going to 
remind you that we get along so well, you didn't say | couldn't 
dismantle a toll booth, you also said | was funny that one time, a/so 
Phil loves me please don't disintegrate me | think he would get 
Slightly upset.” 


Trixtin hums coyly. “Only slightly?” 


“A non-zero amount, if you will,” Wren continues. “So don’t. And 
even if you killed me, no you didn't. I'll... deadn’t myself. I'll fuckin’ do 
it. Don’t challenge me.” 


“Are you sure?” Trixtin challenges anyway. “Because these crows 
have been telling me that you've been calling several numbers in the 
living world. I’d really hope you're not trying to do any necromancy. 
That's a board on sight order courtesy of the Angel himself.” 


“Sucks to be him.” Wren stuffs a piece of bread in his mouth. “I still 
know where he’s ticklish.” 


(Trixtin did not laugh. She did not.) 


“If you're gonna disintegrate anyone, you can just do me,” Sally 
flippantly offers. “I’m the one who wanted the phone call in the first 
place. Just, like- gimme a solid click, I'm on a phone call with my 
husband.” 


“Hey, Trixtin,” Wilbur wearily greets out of the phone. “Guess / lost 
that bet, huh?” 


“Not quite,” Trixtin corrects. “Can you hold for a bit?” 


A worn laugh. “/’ve got all the time in the world.” 


Trixtin clicks the key out of the phone and places it in Her dress 
pocket. She sighs. 


“We'll have to quarantine this part of the station.” She waves a hand, 
and several lattices of coral sprout out of the platform tiles, weaving 
into a barrier that gently pushes any remaining shades aside. 
“Party’s over, guys! And stop trying to pay taxes!” 


She groans as she leans back, letting a coffee table and some chairs 
arrange themselves around her. 


“| leave you guys alone for like, a microtick, and you break my 
phones and fill my mailboxes with junk taxes. And cheesy bread. 


And weird wine.” She pours out a glass for Herself. “It’s really good 
wine.” A pause. “I was going somewhere with this.” 


“We really didn’t mean to do anything weird,” Sally apologizes. “It 
was just one phone call.” 


Trixtin leans Her elbow against the table, resting Her round face 
against Her hand. 


“| get that,” She says, “I really do, but you did just make progress in a 
problem we haven't been able to crack for months. It’s gonna take 
forever to sort this out.” She sips some of Her wine. “Also, I’m 
making you explain this to Phil. I’m not gonna unpack...” Her talons 
twirl at the two of them and the toll booth. “...all that.” 


“Oh, jeez, do we have to?” Sally complains. 


“We were just fuckin’ around, we don’t wanna pull him away from 


whatever he’s doin’- 


“Nope!” Trixtin flippantly pops out. “He’s already on his way.” 


"Fuck." 


Notes for the Chapter: 


this is what the reference 


4. lf That's Okay 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Something from home. (From you.) 


Philza is poking at a gradually bubbling stew when a crow lands on 
his shoulder, clacking silently into his ear. 


The Angel's murder goes still, their heads snapping to attention. 
Completely, entirely still, a garden of statues frozen in time. Philza’s 
wooden spoon hangs half-forgotten in his hands. 


“Techno,” Philza slowly says, “can you watch the stew for a bit?” 


“Can't.” Techno lifts the steaming clothes iron in his hand. “I’m 
ironing clothes.” 


“Just take it off the heat,” Philza insists as he walks off. “Something 
came up, | have to-” 


He then promptly drops to the floor like a suddenly emancipated 
puppet. 


“Bruuuuh,” Techno groans as he looks down at Philza’s prone form. 
“At least have the decency to make it to the couch.” 


Techno sighs, setting the clothes iron down and walking over to 
move the stew away from the hearth fire, closing the lid to let it sit 
with its remaining heat. Something really bad must have come up 
down in the underworld for Philza to drop his body like hot coals. 
Hopefully it’s not foo bad. 


But it might take a while. 


He should go get a blanket before Orpheus freaks out and thinks 
there’s a dead body on the floor. 


-<>Y<>- 


The first thing that comes into view is a train car. 


Not one of the normal train cars. This one is the smallest, daintiest, 
most adorable train car to ever grace Death's railroads. 


And it is approaching the station at incredible speeds. 


Trixtin spreads some soft ravager cheese on a bagel as Wren and 
Sally quietly wonder if the train is going to crash. 


The train does not, in fact, crash. 


A stopper suddenly appears in front of the train car, and it bounces 
daintily into it, coming to a polite and disconcertingly smooth halt. 


(It makes a tiny bell noise.) 


Unfortunately, as soon as the train car opens, a large cloud of crows 
spills out of it- a bit like a soup, or some horrible non-newtonian fluid. 


“Hi, honey,” Trixtin says. 


The crows start loudly shouting over eachother, wings flapping like a 
hurricane. 


(There’s still crows spilling out of the train car. They have started to 
flood the floor. This is objectively physically impossible with the 
space presented by the train car.) 


“Slow down a bit, Phil.” Trixtin tosses a golden apple into the storm. 
“You’re talking over yourself.” 


Black talons shoot out of the ambiguous flood of crows. The miasma 
of feather and beak and bone condenses down into arms, legs, and 
a mercifully singular pair of wings. There’s still a little too many black 
feathers on Philza’s face when he manages to speak in a singular 
voice. 


MY SON. 


“A bit more complicated than that,” Trixtin corrects, “but yes.” 


Philza’s eyes drift to the partially dismantled toll booth to their left 
and his wings snap open with shock. “My keys!” 


Philza’s cane swipes at the ground, forcing his crows out of the way 
as he observes the wreckage. “Oh, jeez, oh no, my keys, why they 
on the ground-” 


“Hello to you, too, brother,” Wren deadpans as he watches crows 
gobble the scattered keys like candies. “Il missed you too. Don’t get 
too excited.” 


“Where’s Lagos' key?” Philza asks, voice unsettlingly calm even as 
his eyespots dart wildly around the platform. 


“Would | be in trouble if | said | panicked and ate it?” Sally hesitantly 
offers. 


There’s a layered crunching sound as Philza and his murder turns 
their heads. Philza stares at her for a long, long moment, the talons 
of his feathered hands twitching like he’s currently judging the merits 
of shoving his hand into her mouth. 


Sally quietly spits the key out of her inventory. The next crow that 
takes it almost looks like it has teeth as it snaps the emerald object 
in its beak. 


“’m sorry if I’m being a bit rude,” Philza tersely says. “But my son 
has been missing from all time and space for several months now, 
so please keep that in mind.” His wings mantle behind him. 
“Anyways, where the fuck is my boy?” 


-<>Y<>- 


Something drops loudly downstairs, followed by a scream. “MR. 
BLADE!” Orpheus shouts. 


“Who told you to call me that, kid?” Techno shouts. 


“THERE’S A DEAD GUY IN THE KITCHEN!” Orpheus yells. 


Techno stops ironing the spare blanket in front of him. 


“| Knew | forgot something,” he mutters to himself. 


-<>9Y<>- 


The phone starts to ring again. Wilbur will never admit how fast he 
ran to answer it. 


“Sally?” He frantically asks. “Sally, what happened, are you alright, 
you- you- you didn’t get in trouble, did you-” 


“Oh,” an Angel’s voice mutedly says. “Were you waiting for someone 
else?” 


Wilbur’s heart stutters. “Dad?” 


“Hi, mate.” 


Wilbur feels his shoulders shaking. “Hey, Dad. Long time no see.” 


“Are you alright down there?” Philza softly asks. “Do you need 
anything?” 


“l- |-” | just want my dad. “I d-d-don't think you can really send 
anything down here,” Wilbur stammers out instead. 


“We weren't supposed to be able to call you, either,” Philza points 
out. “And that was by accident. So why don't we just act like we can 
send you something, and we'll figure it out from there, alright?” 


“Um-” Wilbur turns to Schlatt and Primo. “They wanna try sending us 
stuff. Do you guys want anything?” 


“BURGERS!” Primo shouts. “Or, like- some fucking soap-” 


“Scissors,” Schlatt immediately says. “I haven't sheared my wool in 
so fucking long, it’s killing me-” 


“Bandages,” Primo offers. “Or some dyuers. We don’t really have a 
way to patch anybody up down here.” 


“I’m getting a lot of conflicting opinions,” Wilbur reports to the phone. 
“How much can you send?” 


Philza’s voice pitches alarmingly. “There’s MORE of you? How many 
of you are stuck down there?” 


“There’s me, Schlatt, and Primo-” 


“WHEN THE FUCK DID PRIMO DIE?” Philza’s shouting carries out 
into the empty station. “Primo, what the fuck happened to you?” 


“| got shot to death!” Primo helpfully explains. 


Wilbur sputters. “I’m sorry, you what?” 


Primo frowns. “Didn't | tell you? One of those other god pieces did it. 
That fucking-” 


“-Prophet of the Dreamweaver, I’m guessing,” Philza finishes. 


“Whatever that guy’s doing up there, he’s getting into some crazy 
shit,” Primo decides. “| keep on getting these random fucking 
migraines, man! The other day | couldn’t even get off the bench cus 
it felt like my chest was splitting open.” 


Philza hums. “So you’re still connected, even after death? | heard he 
got caught in a really bad fight, got axed a bunch.” His voice trails 
off, accent rolling as he mutters to himself. “/ suppose that’s not 
uncommon for shardings.” 


Schlatt raises his eyebrows. “Oh, people actually know about the 
whole God is dead shit now?” He snorts. “Would have been great if 
that caught on before | had a heart attack staring at those empty 
fucking mannequins walking around.” A pause. “Not you, Primo. 
You're too nice.” 


"It’s not,” Philza elaborates. “Common knowledge, | mean. Me an’ 
Techno found it out on our own by... accident.” A strained sigh. 
“We’re not surprised lookin’ at the evidence and what Lagos’ doin’ 
now, It’s just- it’s hard. It’s hard to take in.” 


“That Prophet guy’s a bad man.” Primo shakes his head. “Like, even 
before the part where he killed me. People were fucking terrified of 
him, man! And he keeps just popping up outta fucking nowhere and 
dragging some old dudes back into life!” 


“Oh, yeah,” Wilbur suddenly recalls. “We’ve seen Lagos a few times, 
like, down here with us.” 


The line pauses. 


“Is that so?” Philza flatly asks. “Go on.” 


“We'll see these fucked up ghosts of him sometimes,” Wilbur reports. 
“But he never talks, and it’s like he can’t even see us. And after he 
poppin in enough times, the platform started... changing.” 


Wilbur, Primo, and Schlatt nervously look up at the old intercoms that 
now line the station, all pointed at a single iron door. 


“It's still a train platform,” Wilbur elaborates, “and | think it’s ‘cus | 
know what the underworld is actually supposed to look like. But the 
others started getting little areas. Schlatt’s makes the place look like 
a gym-” 


“That won't stop spitting whiskey and protein powder outta the 
fucking vending machines!” Schlatt abruptly yells. 


“-and Primo’s kind of looks like tents? And a weird building.” 


“The old El Rapids restaurant,” Primo explains. “Me and Selena 
would go on dates there. The one down here's boarded up, though.” 


Schlatt laughs. “Right. Selena is one of the other shards.” 


“... | don’t know how to respond to that information. ’'m gonna 
choose to ignore that. Is, uh- has there ever been anyone else down 
there with you, or Is it just you three? ” 


Schlatt frowns, scratching at the grey wool around his face. (He had 
brown hair, once.) “There were those two guys. A human and a 
dryad, | think? They'd be popping in and out like-” Schlatt’s mouth 
flattens. “Yeah, no. I’m pretty sure they were getting murdered 
constantly.” 


“That can’t be good. And you haven't been able to leave?” 


“Schlatt and Primo can, but only for about a day or so in the living 
world. But they can barely manage to grab anything before the rain 
dissolves them or their forms start falling apart.” Wilbur looks off to 
the side. “I can’t. I’ve tried.” 


Another pause. “You haven't seen Techno by any chance, have 
you?” 


Wilbur’s eyes widen. “Y’know what, | did, actually! The whole place 
turned into a big fucking bastion for a bit, and | saw him...” 


He tenses as his eyes drift towards a lingering tile of blackstone. He 
remembers agonized elytron screams tearing through the walls, still 
not enough to drown out Techno’s frantic pleas. 


No, no, stop- PHILZA! PHILZA, NO- 


“It went away really fast, though,” Wilbur quickly insists. “It left behind 
some food we could use, but that was about it.” 


“That tracks, | guess,” Philza vaguely concedes. “/’/l probably have to 
ask him about it later.” 


“If that offer to give us free shit is still up,” Schlatt interjects, “I’m 
gonna start takin’ some inventory. See what kind of shit we need.” 


Primo gives him a confused look. “But we already-” 


“We’re gonna GO OVER HERE,” Schlatt loudly says as he drags 
Primo by the fabric of his poncho, “and be taking inventory! YEP!” 


“What about you, Wil?” Philza asks as the others disappear into one 
of the busted train cars. “Do you want anything?” 


“| mean, we won’t know what we need until Schlatt comes back-” 


“m not asking what you need,” Philza corrects. “We’re already 
getting to that, eyas. Is there anything you want?” 


‘l-” Wilbur’s tiny wings roll uneasily under their shell. “Il don’t know 
what you mean.” 


“Are you cold?” Philza softly presses. “Are you hurt? Do you want 
any medicine? Maybe there’s something you want to eat?” 


“l- um-” Wilbur’s voice turns small. “Even if it’s stupid?” 


“You're goin’ through some shit,” Philza reminds him. “You're allowed 
to have stupid things.” 


“Can I- can | have a better coat?” Wilbur hesitantly dares. “And- 
and...” He takes a breath. “... maybe those little hand pies? The ones 
you used to do. If you've got any.” His voice trails to a quiet whisper. 
“If that’s okay.” 


“Sure, mate,” Philza easily says. “But you know how it is, the flavors 
are gonna be just a little scuffed.” 


Wilbur almost chuckles. “That’s the fucking point, innit? They’re a 
little different every time.” 


Look at him, giggling like a child. It’s almost like he’s happy. 


By the time Philza finally ends the call, promising to come back 
soon, Wilbur might have even been smiling. 


-<>Y<>- 


The call ends. The phone clicks shut. 


Philza turns to the others, tears shaking unsteadily as his smile 
wobbles on his face. “I think that went pretty well.” 


“Phil, you're crying,” Sally points out. 


“Im sorry,” Philza quickly says. “I'll sort out a better machine to let 
you call him soon, | promise, | just-” 


He drags his hand over his face. (It doesn’t get better.) 


“Do you have anywhere to stay yet, mate?” Philza manages to ask 
when the worst of it passes. “We’ve got places to stay if you-” A long 
breath. “-if you want, Sally.” 


“One of the ones | use is pretty close to where Phil keeps his place,” 
Wren immediately offers. “We can set you up there no problem.” 


“That'd work,” Sally easily agrees. “We should probably stick close 
together for when anything else happens.” 


“Great,” Philza crookedly smiles. “That's sorted out, then. I’m so 
glad. |-” 


His wings tightly blanket his body as he lets out a keening sob, 
stuttering flock calls helplessly falling out of him with every breath. 


Wren’s eyes shift with sadness as he gently runs his hands over 
Philza’s wings. 


(There are so few people who could dare to do such a thing and 
keep their hands.) 


“Come on,” Trixtin might have whispered as She extends Her hand 
to Sally, “I'll show you the trains you can take to get there.” 


Wren lets his face soften with a sad, soft smile at Philza as he opens 
his hands. 


Death watches Her Angel fall into his brother’s arms, letting that 
gentle birdsong take him home. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


considering wilbur being shown to interact with schlatt and MD 
canonically in limbo, there's no fucking way "alone for 13 years" 
was literal, especially since Somehow wilbur also remembers 
shit like 

-speaking 

-being kind of sort of functional 


so we're doing this. he got to have some phone calls. 


5. You Promised Him This World. 


Summary for the Chapter: 


They gave to the work the full measure of their strength, and 
what more could they give? 


“| can’t believe you’ve done this.” Orpheus stuffs another large 
spoonful of bean stew in his mouth as he stares at Philza’s prone 
body. “Your apprenticeship is givin’ me adverse childhood 
experiences. | should sue you for emotional damages.” 


“First off,” Techno starts, “he’s not even dead. Second of all, don't 
claim you were attached to him, you’re eating his food as we speak.” 


“| was totally attached to him!” Orpheus insists. “He’s my grandpa!” 


“If he’s your grandpa, why are you stealing his food?” 


“You killed my grandpa,” Orpheus gravely whispers as he dips his 
stolen bread into his equally stolen stew. “It’s all | have left to 
remember him by.” 


“You're just saying that so you can steal his food and | know it,” 
Techno deadpans. 


“You’ve traumatized me, Techno,” Orpheus goes on anyways. “I'll be 
scarred for life. Think about what you’re doing to my ACE number! 
My poor, poor ACE number. I'll die of a heart attack in my 20s 
because you wouldn't stop making me trip on dead guys.” 


“You've been reading those weird books in the library again, haven't 
you,” Techno flatly guesses. 


Orpheus shoves bread in his mouth. “You can’t prove anything. Just 
like how you can’t prove my beloved grandpa isn’t dead.” 


Techno pinches his brow. “Philza is not dead, | told you this-” 


Orpheus balances his bowl in one hand as he moves to jostle 
Philza’s wrist. “Where’s his FUCKING heartbeat, then?” 


“It's still there, it's just really slow and you suck at checking 
heartbeats.” 


“Well, excuse me!” Orpheus sputters. “It ain’t my bloody fault he’s 
usually got the restin’ rate of a traumatized diabetic rabbit!” 


Techno wheezes out a barking laugh. “I thought you were gonna go 
for a clock submerged in tree resin. That’s his favorite adjective for 
it.” A high pitched sigh. “But seriously, he’s not dead. He’s just like 
that sometimes.” 


Orpheus stares at Philza for a bit. “Is he like a zombie or 
something?” 


“Nah,” Techno dismisses. “I totally am, though.” 


He proceeds to pick Philza up off the floor and walk upstairs. 


“You’re lying and | know it!” Orpheus gets up from off the floor and 
goes to tug on Hubert’s sleeve. “Hubert, tell him he’s lying. We don't 
have zombies, he’s just fucking with me.” 


Hubert- the zombie piglin revenant that lives in Techno’s basement- 
stalls in place. “Uhhhhh-” 


“NO, NOT YOU TOO-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Techno hadn't realized he fell asleep to Pétr Kropotkin’s The 
Conquest of Bread until a quiet, shrill noise startled him awake. 


Mind still muddled from sleep, he swivels his head, eyes gazing out 
at the room as he tries to remember why that noise was worth 
waking for. He finds nothing but Philza, asleep in his bed. 


Right. Philza had just dipped out earlier in the afternoon while 
fussing over some dinner. Something had come up with Trixtin, 
something that couldn’t even wait for Philza to make it to the couch 
before he dropped dead on the floor- quite literally. 


Aside from that, everything seems... fine. Techno turns back to his 
book. 


However, there is one feature, common to all Socialist schemes, of 
the period, which must be noted. The three great founders of 
Socialism who wrote at the dawn of the nineteenth century were so 
entranced by the wide horizons which it opened before them, that 
they looked upon it as a new revelation, and upon themselves as 
upon the founders of a new religion. Socialism had to be a religion, 
and they had to regulate its march, as the heads of a new church. 


Besides, writing during the period of reaction which had followed the 
French Revolution, and seeing more its failures than its successes, 
they did not trust the masses, and they did not appeal to them for 
bringing about the changes which they thought necessary. They put 
their faith, on the contrary, in some great ruler. He would understand 


the new revelation; he would be convinced of its desirability by the 
successful experiments of their phalansteries, or associations; and 
he would peacefully accomplish by the means of his own authority 
the revolution which would bring well-being and happiness to 
mankind. 


A military genius, Napoleon, had just been ruling Europe.... Why 
should not a social genius come forward and carry Europe with him 
and transfer the new Gospel into life? ...That faith was rooted very 
deep, and it stood for a long time in the way of Socialism; its traces 
are ever seen amongst us, down to the present day. 


It was only during- 


He should check on Philza. Just to say he checked, right? 


He always gets unreasonably anxious when Philza drops out like 
this. He knows Philza isn’t in any danger, of course he knows that! 
But still. 


(But still.) 


Philza always looks so, so dead during these times. Techno can 
never quite get rid of the fear- the inevitable creeping certainty- that 
one day Philza might dream of Death for the last time. Especially 
now that Techno’s seen a glimpse of the Underworld himself. 


That split moment where the guillotine came down on his head was 
more than enough to send him there. 


The bastions. The blizzards. The hauntingly familiar statues that only 
ever moved when he turned his eyes away, the faceless figures that 
attacked him at all sides. 


And Philza. 


Oh, gods, Phil. 


A whisper, a voice, always at his back and never out of reach. The 
Angel of Death shouting warnings, advice... and tortured screams. 
And amidst all of this, the cold certainty that if Techno ever looked 
back to check what was happening to his friend, the Angel would 
vanish forever. 


It felt like it lasted for ages. In reality, it was barely even a few ticks 
before Techno’s totem popped and forced him back to the land of the 
living. 


(He could have sworn he saw Wilbur, for a moment.) 


Techno turns in his chair. Philza’s hardcore lifemarks still pulse 
languidly on the man’s wrist, even through the agonizing slowness of 
torpor. 


It’s fine. It’s fine. Techno is just gonna go back to reading. Definitely. 


He totally hasn’t lost his place and flipped to a random page. The 
chorus in his head totally isn’t mocking him about it. Shut up. No one 
has to know. 


All things are for all. Here is an immense stock of tools and 
implements; here are all those iron slaves which we call machines, 
which saw and plane, spin and weave for us, unmaking and 
remaking, working up raw matter to produce the marvels of our time. 
But nobody has the right to seize a single one of these machines 
and say, “This is mine; if you want to use it you must pay me a tax on 
each of your products,” any more than the feudal lord of medieval 
times had the right to say to the peasant, “This hill, this meadow 
belong to me, and you must pay me a tax on every sheaf of corn you 
reap, on every rick you build.” 


All is for all! If the man and the woman bear their fair share of work, 
they have a right to their fair share of all that is produced by all, and 
that share is enough to secure them well-being. No more of such 
vague formulas as “The Right to work,” or “To each the whole result 
of his labour.” What we proclaim is THE RIGHT TO WELL-BEING- 


Philza’s crying. 


...If Techno’s being honest, that’s not really strange anymore, as sad 
as it is to admit- from Philza, or even himself. It’s been months since 
Wilbur’s death and all the horrible fallout that came afterwards, but 
grief is a terrible thing to bear. Some days still hit harder than others. 


(Philza says he can forgive his flock’s apologetic return to him, in 
time, but Techno knows better. The Angel’s wings will never forget 
the sting of gilded cages, and neither will his scars.) 


And Techno knows there is nothing he can do for those tears. He 
cannot fight the imagined terrors of Philza’s mind, and Trixtin is there 
sharing whatever he faces in death. 


Even still. 


The piercing pitch of elytron grief is far too close to their screams. 


Techno silently holds Philza’s hand and tries to read. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


an ACE number is an adverse childhood experience score used 
to measure a person's vulnerability to mental illness and/or 
chronic disease due to toxic stress. 


The Conquest of Bread is a real book and was one of the first 
comprehensive anarcho-communist texts available to the public. 


6. Fry Pie 
Summary for the Chapter: 


It brings back memories. 


Wren Watson Is six years old and his parents are making hand pies 
in the kitchen. 


Well, his dad is. Saker is doing the brunt of actually pinching the pies 
shut and getting them ready to fry, while Sparra, having finished 
preparing the filling of chicken, cheddar, pine nuts, and serpentine, is 
simply spooning extra serpentine in her mouth while gnawing on a 
now meatless leg bone. 


“| saved you the tail,” Sparra offers as Wren hops into the kitchen. 
She chuckles. “I got too tired to finish carving.” 


Wren happily takes the offered morsel and pops it in his mouth, bone 
and all. He watches his twin sisters tugging on opposite ends of a leg 
with their beaks. 


“Cut that out, you two,” Saker mutters, gnawing on his own bone like 
a cigar. “You’re gonna knock your heads like that, you little shits.” 


The knee of the leg audibly snaps, knocking the twins back to the 
floor from the recoil. The great war of child dominance presumably 
resolved, they walk off with their now separate spoils. 


Saker snorts, a dry smile on his face. “Fuckin’ animals.” 


“Da!” Wren whines. “Mum’s gonna eat all the spices!” 


Saker’s smile softens. “Is that so, eyas?” 


Wren points at Sparra’s big spoonfuls. “We’re gonna have no more 
spices! Make it stop!” 


Sparra snickers. “It’s just cravings, dove. I’m a bit worn out from 
layin’ the new egg.” 


Wren’s ears perk up. “Baby?” 


“In a few months, but yes.” Sparra’s tired eyes brighten, just a bit. 
“Do you want to see?” 


Wren looks at his twin sisters. 


“| don’t trust Eliza and Beth not to use the baby like a sport ball,” 
Sparra deadpans. “Saker, can you keep an eye on them? I’m 
showing Wren the egg.” 


Saker snaps the bone in his beak and chuckles darkly, waggling his 
talons at the twins. “I’m gonna put you in the oven!” 


Eliza and Beth shriek with mock terror, downy wings snapping out of 
their dark shells. “Noooo!” 


“Yesss.” Saker hoists a child in each arm, jostling them around like 
balls of dough. “Turns out the real chicken pie was you! Oh, the 
horror!” 


Wren giggles as his mother leads him away to the hearth. 


There’s a sky blue egg sitting in a cradle, swaddled with blankets. It’s 
barely the size of a melon. 


“Ah, they all start out small,” Sparra says when she catches Wren’s 
confused expression. “| guess you were too young to remember 
when the twins came around- they were even tinier, havin’ to share 
an egg like that. We barely thought they’d survive.” 


“It’s not gonna be more twins, is it?” Wren’s face pulls with disgust. “I 
dont want more twins. They’re too loud.” 


“It’s a little early, but | think it'll be fine. Only a normal amount of 
babies coming out of this egg here.” Sparra edges closer to the 
cradle, kneeling down as she does. “Do you want to rock it for a bit? 
It’s about that time.” 


Wren curls his hands on the wicker of the cradle and gives it a slow, 
gentle shake. 


“Just like that,” Sparra encourages. “Il hope you'll get along. The 
twins are a bit too big for you, but this one? | think you can help out 
with this one.” She runs her hand through Wren’s red hair. “It can be 
like your baby, too. Wouldn't that be nice?” 


-<>Y<>- 


Wren watches Philza roast creeper powder in a pan, a sarcastic 
despair on his face. “My darling baby brother, makin’ serpentine. | 
never thought I’d see the day.” 


Philza snorts, tail sharply rapping at Wren’s ankles. “Shut. I’m only 
doin’ it cus Wilbur likes it.” 


“How'd any son of yours eat enough serpentine to /ike it?” Wren 
asks. “I'd’ve thought you'd want to deny its existence entirely.” 


“Hey! If you had serpentine spooned in your mouth every time you 
had to take all those shitty sick meds, you'd hate it, too!” Philza’s 
caustic expression fades into a softer smile. “Wasn't my fault, 
anyways. We lived with a friend who liked the stuff.” 


“And now you’re standin’ around roastin’ up a fresh servin’ of your 
mortal enemy,” Wren deadpans. “My, my, how the turns have tabled.” 


“| have worse mortal enemies in my life now,” Philza_ bluntly 
confesses. “Help me load up these pies.” 


Chorus fruit nuts, cheddar, and serpentine. Even if Philza hates the 
stuff, he knows how to work with its flavor. There’s a fond look on 
Wren’s face as he crimps the small heart shaped pies shut. 


“I’m surprised you still remember how to make these,” Wren admits. 


“Yeah, well-” Philza cuts two small vents into his pies, like the glaring 
eyes of his own lifemarks. “Mine’s more of an improv exercise these 
days. Used to cobble these things together all the time out of 
whatever | had when | was on the road, or gettin’ busy with my 
builds.” 


Wren snorts. “You managed to turn fry pies into fucking rations. You 
terrible man.” 


Philza clacks his cooking chopsticks in Wren’s face. “Keep talkin’ shit 
and I’m feedin’ all the extras to Chatters.” 


Despite the threat, he goes on frying up the pies anyway in his pan, 
cooking the small batch in a matter of tocks. 


“You should have one,” Wren insists as he crunches down on the 
one in his hands. “It’s really fucking good!” 


“You know | hate serpentine,” Philza easily dismisses. 


“Have you even touched the stuff since we were kids?” Wren 
presses. “Besides, it’s not too strong in these. Won't be too bad even 
if you do still turn out to hate the stuff.” 


Wren does have a point. It’s been bloody ages since Philza’s so 
much as looked at serpentine out of his own volition and not part of a 
Technoblade influenced shopping list. The memory of too many days 
sick in bed with nothing but the taste of serpentine in his throat 
stopped him from trying. 


But it’s been thousands of years since. 


It can’t hurt to try again. 


Serpentine is- it’s smoky, it’s savory, almost kind of spicy. It’s strong, 
blending with the sharpness of the cheddar and the mild sweetness 
of the chorus nut. 


It... actually tastes good. It tastes really fucking good. 


Why the fuck does this taste good? 


“You’re lookin’ kind of pissed off,’ Wren chuckles. “Is it really that 
bad?” 


“It doesn't taste like cough medicine anymore.” Philza’s tail angrily 
thumps at the ground. “I! could have been eating this the entire 
fucking time and it would have been FINE! GOD FUCKING DAMN 
IT!” 


Wren wheezes out a laugh. “At least we know better now, eyas.” 


“Fuck you. Why did you curse me with this knowledge? I’m putting 
serpentine in everything now. This is a threat.” 


Wren smiles. “Even ice cream?” 


“Don't fucking test me.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years my beloved 


7. Married Couples Talk, Or So I've Heard 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Husbands, wives, and their morbid little talks. 


“Hey, Sally. Is Phil with you?” 


“Nope! Just me today!” Sally reports. “Phil spent all night fixing up 
the new phone line for us to call you, and now he’s working in the big 
scary phone guts trying to figure out how to send stuff over.” A 
pause. “At least | think it’s been all night. It’s kind of hard to tell the 
time down here. Tell me if anything happens on your end.” 


Wilbur isn’t sure if he’s disappointed or relieved. He'd felt happy 
hearing Phil’s voice again- he can barely remember the last time 
he’d ever felt so happy, even before his death- but now, after it’s 
finally happened, the prospect of speaking to Philza again feels like 
a burning knot in his stomach. 


No matter how much he tells himself it was his own damn fault, the 
last meeting Wilbur had with his father ended up with a sword 
coming out of his back. 


That feeling doesn’t just go away. 


(Neither do the flowers growing out of the hole in his chest.) 


“| hope he’s not working himself to death,” Wilbur awkwardly 
chuckles. “But | guess it’s a bit too late for that.” 


“Oh my god, honey, no.” 


“So... what are we supposed to be doing?” Wilbur asks. “Just talk 
until something happens?” 


“I guess? Just to make sure whatever Phil’s doing isn’t breaking the 
phone line.” 


“Cool, cool.” 


Wilbur has... no idea what to actually talk about. Anything Wilbur 
could say about their shared past, or the things that Sally missed- all 
of it skirts around the fact that she wasn’t there for so much of 
Wilbur’s life. 


Because she died. 


Because of... how she died. 


(Well. It’s not like he’s got anything better to do down here.) 


“Sally, do-” Wilbur takes a breath. “Do you remember how you died?” 


A silence. 


“Yeah,” Sally admits. “/ knew. always knew.” 


“| didn’t Know what to do,” Wilbur confesses. “You got so sick all the 
time after we had Fundy, and I- | tried to help you, but- but | couldn't. 
| just made it worse.” 


“1 think it started before Fundy,” Sally finally says. “Maybe even 
before | met you. | was always impulsive, and weird, and just- | was 
always so tired! | thought that | was getting better when | was with 
you, but... | wasn’t. It just got worse and worse, until | had our baby 
and it- it took more than | had left to give. And | didn’t tell you about it 
until it was too late. That wasn’t fair.” 


Wilbur laughs grimly. “Gods, we really were too young, weren't we?” 


“Yeah. We were. But we tried our best, right?” 


-<>Y<>- 


“You look pissed off,” Philza points out, a blithe smile daring across 
his face. “Should | start feeling sorry for someone?” 


“Just thinking,” Trixtin dismisses. 


“Mm.” 


A short, amicable silence reigns. 


“You’re still grieving him,” She starts again. “Wilbur. Even though you 
can speak to him now.” 


Philza’s smile shifts somewhat. “You don’t have to understand. | 
know it’s a strange thing for you.” 


“|... want to understand,” Trixtin presses. “I want to try and 
understand.” She holds Her hands together. “I will never live. | will 
never die. But every other living thing has to live and die with what | 
do, don’t they? | want to understand what death makes them feel.” 


Philza stares at Her for a moment. 


“What would you do if | died?” he quietly asks. 


“| would wait.” Her hand cups his face, tenderly brushing the down of 
his cheeks. “And then you'd just be here, with me. That’s not so bad, 
is it?” 


"And what if | wasn't with you?” Philza presses. “What if I'd gone 
somewhere you would never find me?" 


"You wouldn't do that," Trixtin softly dismisses, even if She feels a 
sudden anxiety flare inside Her at the thought. “You wouldn't.” 


"But we wouldn't have a choice,” Philza presses. “One day | was, 
and the next... | wasn't. And we'd never know where or when it 
happened. The world would move on like | never existed.” He leans 
his head into Her hand. “I'd be gone. And you'd still be here. And 
you'd have to live with that." 


Trixtin’s face twists with sadness. 


“He’s not here, Trixtin,” Philza strainedly whispers, resignation 
echoed twice over in his crooked smile. “! can hear him, but | can’t 
be there for him. | can’t even see him. He’s out there, and he’s cold, 
and- and / can’t hold him.” 


Trixtin’s hands move down, absently running over the wrists of 
Philza’s wings. “I’m not used to this. First this limbo those poor souls 
are stuck in, and now the resurrections. It’s like every day, | find one 
more thing in my own domain that is... completely out of my control.” 
She smiles sardonically. “Feels like shit, to be honest.” 


Philza laughs, something unreadable trapped in his wide scarred 
eyes. “Now you know how | feel.” 


“| hate it,” Trixtin complains. “Put it back.” 


He chuckles, moving around to hug Her from behind and rest his 
chin on Her shoulder. “No, | don’t think | will.” 


Trixtin raises an eyebrow as black feathers start to creep past the 
grey down of Philza’s face. “Did you miss your gapples?” 


“Nah.” Philza leans closer as long black feathers start to overtake his 
arms. “You're all stressed out. I’m just gonna turn into a blanket 
about it.” 


Trixtin snorts, halfheartedly attempting to push his face away. “Don't 
you dare! | need to do more triangulation for where the unaccounted 
station’s vanished to.” 


“You can do that with a blanket,” Philza croons as his wings 
bonelessly wrap around Her, body turning more and more crowlike 
by the tick. 


“Okay, but no one’s getting you back until someone asks.” Trixtin’s 
long talons scratch through the curtain of feathers. “This is a 
kidnapping. It’s your own fault for being so fluffy and cuddly.” 


Her husband only trills happily in response, several crow’s heads 
nuzzling at Her face. 


“That's what | thought.” 


8. You Won't Die. 
Summary for the Chapter: 


He tried his best, you know? 


Wren Waston is nine years old when his parents come back to the 
house, setting a three year old Philza down in the garden with his 
COUSINS. 


“Eyas,” his father dully calls out to him. “Come here.” 


Wren climbs down the tree, long dark feathers peeking out of his 
downy wings as he manages a short glide towards the ground. 


“You didn’t let me take Phil for medicine this time,” Wren notes. 


“We weren't picking up medicine,” Saker says. “We- we went to the 
doctor. Talked to the cleric a bit.” A pause. “Y’know your brother’s 
always been a bit odd.” 


Odd. What a small word for everything that had happened to Philza 
since the moment he opened his eyes. 


Tiny cuts turned into bloody messes. Minor bumps becoming nasty 
bruises. Small fevers landing him in bed for days, medicine that 
burned through his tiny body and was never, never enough. 


Odd. 


“Yeah?” Wren tilts his head. “Did something happen?” 


“Your mother an’ I, we found out why he’s like that, he-” Saker takes 
a breath. “Eyas, he’s sick. He’s... very, very sick. And he’s not gonna 
get better.” 


“But-” Wren’s voice turns small. “Why?” 


“Those angry hearts on his wrists made him brittle,” Saker explains. 
“Someone on my side of the family had it a long while back, | guess.” 


“What’s gonna happen to him?” Wren asks. 


“He’s gonna be a bloody cockroach against poison and magic, but... 
medicine’s never gonna work right for him. He’s always gonna be 
hungry. He’s even gonna stop getting older!” Saker almost laughs. 
“Imagine that.” 


Saker’s smile trails off. 


“But a lot of kids like him, they don’t make it that far. A lot of them 
just... stop. And with how much he gets sick already-” His voice 
Shakes, just a bit. “-they’re sayin’ he might not make it past ten.” 


“No.” Wren shakes his head. “No, he’s not- we just have to be 
careful, he can learn not to get hurt, he’s not supposed to-” 


“Wren.” Saker puts his rough hand on Wren’s shoulder, white wings 
Slumped with sadness. “He’s three years old. He can’t dodge 
forever.” 


“NO!” Wren slaps Saker’s hand away. “No, you’re wrong! He won't 
die, | won’t let him!” 


“Wren-” 


“Fuck off,” Wren warbles, tears welling in his eyes. “Just fuck off. 
You're wrong.” 


Saker’s sad expression softens with resignation. 


-<>Y<>- 


“So,” Wren slowly starts, “must have been easier on ya, not havin’ to 
worry about Wilbur’s lives so much. He mentioned havin’ the three.” 


Philza turns his head. “Not really. He was born hardcore.” 


Wren’s mouth flattens. “Ah.” 


“Didn’t have much of a choice,” Philza explains. “His mother was a 
god vassal. Either | gave him my marks or he’d get snatched by 
some random god.” 


“That's kind of fucked up.” Wren scratches the back of his head. 
“Sorry, I’m bein’ a bit daft. | just- | remember how worried everyone 
was when you got diagnosed. I’m guessing it’s better these days?” 


“Way better,” Philza immediately says. “You run into hardcores easily 
in their fourties and fifties. Most of ‘em have fucked off to make their 
own kinds of towns, though. Not many of them runnin’ solo these 
days unless they’re traders or travelers.” 


“Did you worry about him?” Wren quietly asks. 


“All the time,” Philza admits. “But | think | worried about him more 
when he cheated his way into havin’ three lives instead of one.” 


“Why?” 


“Because that meant he was plannin’ on havin’ a life to lose. And | 
was right.” Philza’s eyes stare out to somewhere far away as he stirs 
his drink. “He did.” 


-<>Y<>- 


A small voice lets out a quiet flock call as thin talons insistently 
scratch at his clothes. “Wren!” 


Wren wipes his eyes on his sleeve as he looks down at Philza. “Hi, 
mate. Did you eat yet?” 


“There was a lobster and | eated it.” Philza squints accusingly up at 
him. “You weren't there.” 


“You didn’t eated it, you ate it,” Wren corrects. He sputters as Philza 
slaps tiny hands into his belly. “Ow, ow! Don’t aggro me, you little 
shit!” 


“EYAS!” Philza shouts. 


“I’m not your eyas,” Wren insists, bopping Philza on the head with 
the side of his hand. “You’re my eyas. Fuck you.” 


“Eat the food!” Philza shouts as he slaps Wren’s belly again, 
uncaring of his older brother’s suffering. “You gonna get the- the low 
saturation! You will be malnourished and DIEEEE!” 


“| knew you were just pretendin’ to space out when we went to the 
doctors,” Wren accuses. “Where else are you gettin’ all these scary 
words from?” 


“Me-ta-bolic inefficiency! Ada-ad-aptive thermogenesis is real and 
you will die!” Philza screeches. 


Wren barks out a disjointed laugh. “I’m not like you, dumbass! I’m 
not gonna wig out ‘cus | skipped lunch.” 


“Death,” Philza hisses. “Bad eyas. You will starve and die.” 


“If | go get some snacks, will you stop screamin’ about death and 
famine?” Wren deadpans. 


“Pbbth.” 


Wren scoffs and picks Philza up from off the ground. “I don’t know 
why everyone else thinks you’re all sweet and shit. Little devil is what 
you are.” 


There’s some leftover fried fish from lunch still lying on the kitchen 
counter, no doubt waiting to cool down enough to chuck in the 
icebox. Wren decides to finish it off- less work for whoever’s doing 
icebox duty later. 
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“| think we could have a bit of dessert,” Wren dares. “Don’t tell Mum.’ 


With a quiet flourish, Wren unveils a fresh biscuit from his inventory, 
buttering up two halves and topping them with sugar. Philza chirps 
happily as the forbidden sweet finds its way into his hands, a simple 
wide-eyed joy on his face as his beak tears apart the bread. 


Wren smiles. (That’s his little boy. He deserves nice things.) 


He barely finishes his own half when Philza’s head knocks into his 
chest, already half asleep. 


“Lightweight,” Wren quietly teases. “That wasn’t even a whole 
biscuit.” 


His smile trails off as he runs his dull claws through his brother’s pale 
hair. 


“You won't die,” he whispers. “You won't die. You won't-” 


He wraps his wings around the child sleeping in his arms and tries 
not to cry. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years my beloved 


9. From The Moment You Opened Your Eyes 
Summary for the Chapter: 


| knew it then. You were doomed, and so was I. 


“Did | have any other uncles? Or aunts, or something?’ Wilbur 
suddenly asks one day over the telephone. 


“Well, | was the oldest,” Wren starts. “Took up a bunch of sailin’ jobs, 
mostly. And then there was the twins, Eliza and Beth-” 


“What did those two even do?” Philza wonders. 


“I'm pretty sure they turned into pirates,” Wren admits. “Because 
every time Dad complained at home about a ship doin’ something 
stupid, that ship would end up gettin’ robbed and Eliza and Beth 
would have a whole bunch of new gifts to spoil their boyfriends with.” 


“| always wondered where my 16th birthday present came from,” 
Philza muses, a dawning realization crossing his face. 


“And Phil came after the twins, and then there was Rosie.” 


“Rosie was albino, wasn't she?” Philza distantly recalls. “l remember 
her havin’ white wings and like- really fat freckles.” 


“She had to wear big black glasses just so she could go outside,” 
Wren adds. “An’ her feathers were so brittle she had to wear 
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powders so they wouldn't fall apart when she went flyin’. 


“Man,” Wilbur lamely says. “Sounds like the whole batch was a bit 
fucked up, huh?” 


“Yeah,” Wren bashfully concedes. “Everybody on our side was a bit 
scuffed.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Take me with you to the market!” a four year old Rosie demands. 


“Ol, oi, ol!” A thirteen year old Wren hurriedly shushes her. “You hush 
up about that! Do you want Aunt Julep to start threshin' my hide?” 


“You always take Zaza out,” Rosie complains. “He gets to have all 
your nice things!” The down of her cheeks puffs out with insult. “I 
never get presents from you.” 


“You get plenty of things from Mum and Dad and all the rest of 
Mum's flock,” Wren insists. “Y’know-” He leans down with a whisper. 
“-y’know they dontt pay Phil that much mind. I’m just tryin’ to be 
nice.” 


“But I’m all out of colors for my wings and | wanna pick ‘em this 
time,” Rosie pleads. “I just want some orange and pink. Pleeeease?” 


Wren sighs, smiling lightly as he picks Rosie’s umbrella down from 
the rack. “Alright. Go get your hat and glasses.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“| kind of wish | met them,” Wilbur wistfully confesses. “We didn’t 
really have any relatives when | was a kid. There was the Ades, | 
guess, but they were basically just family friends, and Fit only visited 
once every couple years. | dunno. Maybe it would have been nice.” 


Philza snorts. “Oh, gods no.” 


Wren laughs sadly. “They tried their best, but they didn’t take your 
dad bein’ hardcore too well. Dunno if they would have made good 
family for ya as a kid.” 


“Oh.” Wilbur seems to stall on the other end. “Were they dicks about 
it?” 


-<>Y<>- 


Saker Gyrfalcon Watson works out of a merchant’s guild. He was 
never quite rich, not by any means, but he worked for the people 
who were, and that always meant his pockets were comfortably full. 
Full enough that him and his wife could feed five children and still 
have luxury to spare. 


Philza’s almost eight years old now. 


He’s holding a dayclock in his hands, the latest prize of the long 
running game him and Saker have been playing. If Philza finds 
anything wrong with the goods whenever Saker takes inventory, 
Philza can keep the rejects. This time, there’s a tarnish proving the 
thing is waxed copper rather than gold, and Saker knows that 
Philza’s clever eyes are about to get someone back at the guild fired 
for their mistake. 


Philza looks... so much like his father. He’s a bright young eyas. 
He’s got such a brain for crunching numbers and taking inventory it’s 
almost terrifying. He could have inherited Saker’s ship one day and 
the guild would never have known the difference. 


That’s Saker’s boy. That’s his boy. 


His boy... is not going to live past ten. 


(He was buried before he even opened his eyes.) 


“Did | get it right?” Philza asks. 


Saker’s talons scratch into his clipboard. 


“You always do, eyas,” he says, hands never once reaching for his 
child. “You always do.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“They weren't dicks about it, Wil,” Philza says. “They were just waitin’ 
for me to drop dead any bloody millitick.” 


“Speak for yourself,” Wren snarks. “I think that’s exactly why they 
were dicks.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp years my beloved 


10. A Sandwich Is A Sandwich 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And a pie is still a pie. 


“| want you all to Know that | don’t approve of this test,” Philza starts. 


“You're the one who wanted to send Wilbur things,” Trixtin points out. 


“| did!” Philza’s cane irritably taps against the ground. “But | wanted 
to do- like- a fest first! Something small to make sure it works, not 
this-” He gestures confusedly at the intimidating wooden crate. *- 
smuggled pirate box.” 


“But we don't know if it'll work again after it works,” Sally adds on, 
writing another message on the wood with a wax pencil. “So we 
should try to send as much as we can, right?” 


“And you all decided that-” Philza squints at the small list in front of 
him. “-a mechanical fish in a bowl was something we needed to 
include.” 


“| want to see what can and can't survive transfer,” Trixtin explains. 
“Besides, it'll be funny if it works! | think they could use something 


funny after being cooped up in there for so long.” 


“| named the fish Night Hitcher!” Sally shouts. 


“Of course you did,” Philza resignedly says. “Can’t even escape my 
son's Cursed shit around my own daughter in-law.” 


Trixtin lets Herself grow just tall enough to take the clipboard off the 
top of the crate. “Let’s see what we have here.” Her talons go down 
the list. “Extra strength regeneration potions, basic first aid supplies, 
a barber kit, spare clothes-” She briefly looks at Sally and snickers. 
“Night Hitcher.” 


“And a radio,” Philza adds. “Don’t forget the radio. There was some 
carvings in there, too.” 


“And the cheddar-serpentine fry pies you made just for Wilbur,” 
Trixtin teases. 


Philza pulls down his hat and clears his throat. He awkwardly walks 
past the raised geometric platform the crate stands on, going to the 
open panel of the new telephone booth and clicking the antique 
salmon-shaped key into place, before turning to an exposed set of 
wires. 


“Right then,” he whispers to himself as he prepares to touch the 
wires together. “Testing item transfer to unplotted station in 3, 2, 1-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Wren tears apart the piece of paper in his hands. 


The draft. The bloody fucking DRAFT. 


Of course. Between Sparra and Julep’s sides of the family, they’ve 
got seven kids in the Watson house, and Wren’s just turned 
fourteen. He’s old enough now. Old enough to get shipped off on 
those bloody patrol vessels, selling out his lives harpooning sirens 
and sea dragons. 


Stupid, stupid, stupid. He forgot to plan around the draft! The last 
time the draft went over the Watsons, cousin Geralt was the only one 
old enough, and they skipped over her because she’d just hatched 
Hawkshaw. And Wren had just... forgotten it was a thing that 
happened. 


STUPID, STUPID, STUPID- 


“Is that Merlin?” A mousy haired elytron with powder flooded hands 
waves out by the open entrance of a tavern. “On Prime, it is! OY, 


MERLIN!” 


Wren Merlin Watson’s smile twitches. “Hey, mate. I’m off the clock.” 


“Ah, we’re both off the clock!” The other elytron- Bosse, or whatever 
their name was- slaps him roughly right across his heartshell. “Can’t 
be runnin’ dyuers day in an’ out, can we? We’re not all chock full o’ 
whatever crack you’re buzzin’ to work those off-shifts!” 


Wren laughs drily. “I’m very motivated.” 


Bosse’s green eyes shift with concern. “Seriously, mate, yer halfway 
to winghawking yourself. Take a load off.” 


“Too late for that,” Wren refutes, grimacing as the sting of his 
agitated wings finally kicks in from Bosse’s... friendliness. “I’m 
getting shipped off to the Navy, y’know how it Is.” 


“That’s rough, Merl.” Bosse’s smile softens awkwardly. “Hey, hows 
about | buy you a drink? Just to send you off. You ain’t got anythin’ to 
do, do ya?” 


A whole stack of his little brother’s medication hangs heavy in 
Wren’s inventory. “Not really. Just blew my last pay on some 
shopping before | have to go.” 


“Tell you what,” Bosse decides, “Let’s get us some bread ciders. Any 
proper elytron needs a bread cider in their stomach. It’s good for the 
soul.” 


Wren stares down the bubbling drink as a tankard is passed to him. 


...He’s never actually drank before. 


It’s- it’s fine, right? It’s just one drink, so it’s fine. 


(It’s fine.) 


It’s kind of weird tasting- under the sweetness, there’s a hint of 
heated bitterness, and the bubbles fizzle inside his mouth. But it’s 
not bad. 


Anything’s better than that stupid draft that Geralt got to dodge ‘cus 
of the bloody kid. 


Hawkshaw. Who the fuck names a baby Hawkshaw? That’s the kind 
of nickname a hardened general spits out of their mouth, not a real 
name for a fucking infant. Hawkshaw doesn’t deserve his fucking 


name. It’s too cool. Who said Hawkshaw had the right to be toddling 
around like that? 


Why couldn't Geralt be the one getting shipped off? It would have 
made so much more sense. General Geralt would sound so much 
cooler than General Wren. And- and why does Geralt get to use her 
kid as an excuse? She’s got a whole husband who can look after her 
kid! Where’s Wren’s stupid fucking husband who can look after his 
fucking kid- 


The tankard is empty. There’s nothing left but his angry thoughts and 
the odd warmth nesting in the back of his throat. 


...He could have brought a little lunch home for Phil with the coin he 
just paid that drink off with. He could have gotten some nice sweets 
from the store, he- he could have bought extra medicine! 


And he wasted it on a fucking pity party. 


Wren trades out his spare fishing reel for enough coin to buy some 
bread, cream, and fresh fruit. He sets his stuff on the kitchen 
counter. Eliza and Beth are the only ones home to greet him, and 
they say nothing- they know that the next time the draft comes, it’s 
their turn to be old enough. 


He knocks lightly on Philza’s door. “Eyas?” 


Philza opens the door, a shy look in his eyes. 


“Oh, I’ve been leavin’ you too much with Sparra, have |?” Wren 
teases. “I’m out for a few days and you’ve gone all polite.” He opens 
his arms. “Come on.” 


Philza looks him up and down for a bit before tackling into his chest, 
arms wrapping around Wren’s neck like a tree snake. 


Wren laughs, throwing one arm around Philza’s body as he spins 
them through the courtyard. “THERE’S MY BOY!” His greying black 
wings wrap around them both. “Are you gonna finally choke me to 
death this time, or are you just gonna pussy out?” 


“You dickhead!” Philza shouts. “Come back with the milk next time!” 


“Hey!” Wren loudly barks as he tosses Philza off his neck. “Who 
taught you to FUCKING swear?” 


“What are you, a cop?” Philza sarcastically demands, blackening 
wings snapping behind him with his rakish grin. He isn’t even nine, 
and the flight feathers breaking out of his down are already easily 
reaching past his waist. He’s gonna look like the shadow of a dragon 
when he grows up. 


(When, not if, because he’s going to grow up. He’s going to live.) 


“I’m shippin’ off,” Wren quietly says, “so | guess I’m close enough.” 


Philza’s wings stutter behind him as his smile freezes. 


“It’s only gonna be a little while,” Wren quickly assures him. “I bought 
out all your meds so you don't run out while I’m gone.” 


“Saker or Sparra could have gotten my meds,” Philza points out. 


“That’s not their job to worry about it,” Wren dismisses. “Sides, I’ve 
been payin’ ‘em out so long already that it'd feel weird if | didn’t top 
you off.” 


Philza hums, sounding a bit dejected as he trails after Wren’s path 
back to the kitchen. 


“Are you gonna be real busy now?” Philza asks. “Packing up all your 
things.” 


“Nah. | already did all that shit. | just wanna teach you something 
before | go.” Wren smiles. “You’re nearly a man now, anyways. Might 
as well show you how to make my fruit sandwiches.” 


Philza’s eyes brighten. 


Fruit sandwiches. It’s such a silly thing, really. A mundane luxury at 
best. But Philza never got to have bread and cakes on holiday, not 
even for his birthday- Saker and Sparra were too worried about his 
health, too worried about how his saturation would fluctuate. 


So Wren stared at those lovely layered cakes the family never 
bought from the bakery and he made his own. 


“See, you have to think about the cross section,” Wren explains as 
he washes the fruits. “That’s the most important part. Half the tastin’ 
is in seeing it, | reckon, else they wouldn't doll up cakes so much for 
those rich cunts.” 


Philza snorts. “They’re rich cunts. That’s enough a reason, innit?” 


“You were five and you cried when | fucked up an orange flower,” 
Wren deadpans. 


Philza sputters, wings puffing with embarrassment. “I did NOT!” 


“Sure, eyas.” Wren pours the cream he bought into a bowl and starts 
aggressively whisking it. “Now, they have whipped cream at the rich 
cunt store, but | don’t trust like that, so | just do it myself. Belt it like it 
owes you lunch money.” 


“Does it get fluffier if you beat it up more?” Philza wonders, tilting his 
head as the cream starts to form stiff peaks on the path of the whisk. 


“Y’know, | thought it would,” Wren concedes. “But the one time | did, 
| accidentally made butter. | still don’t know how that happened.” 


Wren cuts small wedges into the strawberries, turning their shapes 
into something like a tulip. 


“To get that cross section, you gotta line it all up in your middle,” 
Wren continues. “Where you cut it. | always cut it diagonal, so | stick 
‘em along the triangle.” 


He grabs the loaves after cutting off the crusts, slathering them with 
whip cream and layering strawberries, raspberries, and small peeled 
oranges inside before closing the sandwich. 


“Just angle the knife up higher so you don’t squish it all up, and-” 
Wren quickly slices the middle. “There you are.” 


The strawberry looks like a tulip, the bunched up raspberries look 
like a violet, and even the orange half looks like a marigold, almost. 


“Now you try,” Wren encourages. 


They both watch Philza whip his cream half to death in relative 
silence. Neither of them speak until Philza starts preparing the fruit. 


“I’m not gonna bloody kark it,” Wren starts again. “I just, yknow-” He 
does a few rolling punches with his hands. “Gotta go stab some 
krakens! Punch a dragon in the dick! And they'll send me right back 
home with a fat payload. Then we could get you somethin’ real nice 
when Saker takes you out to that beacontown with him, right?” 


Philza looks down at the cutting board. “Saker doesn’t want me to go 
to the beacontown. He said it’s too loud. Gonna get my heart too 
excited or whatever.” 


Wren frowns. “That hasn’t happened since you were almost seven.” 
He clicks spitefully to himself, arms crossed as his words trail off to a 
mutter. “Not that he’d know, anyways.” 


“They know some things,” Philza quietly insists. “Sparra shows me 
how to fix my clothes. Saker lets me help him count goods 
sometimes.” 


Wren sighs. 


“Tell you what. When | come back from the Sea, why don’t we go 
somewhere?” Wren smiles. “Just the two of us. And we'll go 
somewhere nice, and we don't have to worry about what anybody 
else says.” 


“That would be nice,” Philza whispers. 


Philza cuts his sandwich in half. His strawberries look like crooked 
hearts, his raspberries have bunched up like lavender. But his cut is 
clean, and neither of them cared for the difference. 


A sandwich is a sandwich. It would have tasted perfect regardless. 


-<>Y<>- 


Schlatt bleats loudly as a wooden crate manifests right next to him, 
panels opening with no fanfare. 


Primo immediately starts rifling through the contents. “They’ve got a 
radio here! And bandages!” He gasps softly. “And a little wooden 
eagle. Just like my Speedrun.” 


“THEY GOT FUCKING SCISSORS, LET'S GOOOOO!” Schlatt 
whoops loudly and harshly shoves a bundle into Wilbur's hands. 
“And some fucking clothes! You can stop looking like a murderhobo 


” 


now. 


Wilbur hisses disdainfully as he shrugs on the new coat anyways, 
looking through the contents of the crate for himself. 


There’s a box of hand pies. When he eats one, he tastes cheddar, 
serpentine, and some kind of nutty flavor. 


He hasn’t had one of Philza’s pies since before Fundy was born. 


And Philza still remembered Wilbur’s favorite flavors. 


(Wilbur takes another bite and tries not to cry.) 


Schlatt rummages through a bag of seeds. “You know what they call 
me, Wilbur?” 


Wilbur sighs. “What do they call you, Schlatt?” 


Schlatt smiles. “They call me Mr. Fish.” 


Wilbur squints suspiciously. “You've done something, haven't you?” 
He feels a sudden creeping, wriggling sensation on the back of his 
neck. “What the fuck did you put in my jacket- HEY, HEY, WHAT 
THE FUCK-” 


Schlatt cackles and claps his hands together. 


“WHY IS THERE A FISH?” Wilbur shouts as he grapples with an 
ornate green mechanical fish now in his hands. 


“You tell me,” Schlatt giggles. “You tell me.” 


11. And Time Runs Out 


Summary for the Chapter: 


As all things do, and yet you always want for more. 


“You haven't been talkin’ to Wil much,” Wren notes. 


Benihime hums dismissively. 


“| mean, either of you,” Wren elaborates. “And I’m pretty sure he can 
tell? He always asks if it’s you on the phone, or if you’re with me. It’s 
alright if you don’t wanna talk about it, just- did something happen?” 


“We would have died for that boy,” Benihime says. “We almost did. 
More than once, even. And we never regretted it-” Benihime’s 
expression spasms across the scars on its face for a moment. “/ 
never regretted it. But he... keeps throwing his life away. Ever since 
he was a kid, he just- Phil always had that feelin’ that Wilbur cared 
more about winning than being around to see that win. And | don’t 
think Wilbur’s... changed, now that he’s run out of life to lose.” 
Benihime’s talons tap against its arms. “Phil wants to believe 
Wilbur’s changed. He always wants to believe Wilbur’s changed.” 


A shuddering sigh. 


“He was in pain, y'know?” Benihime starts again. “We shouldn't hate 
him for wantin’ to end it all. But it still hurts- knowin’ you were never 
gonna be enough to help someone else.” It smiles. “It hurts like hell.” 


“| don’t think he blames you for that,” Wren honestly says. “It just 
sounds like he misses you.” 


“?m not ready for that, Wren,” Benihime apologetically refutes. “I’m 
not- I’m not strong enough to do that again. Not right now.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Hey.” Saker gently nudges Philza’s shoulder. “You're tired. Go sit 
down.” 


Philza mutely shakes his head. 


“Yes, you are,” Saker insists. “You’ve even gone quiet, you know you 
only get like this when you’re worn down.” 


Philza stubbornly sifts through Saker’s papers, a surly expression on 
his face. 


Saker tiredly pinches his brow. “You’ve been as low as a winterin’ 
griffin ever since Wren shipped out, you know that? The other people 
back at the guild are askin’ me if there’s been a death in the family, 
that’s how put out you look.” 


Philza looks down at the table, wings curled sadly around himself. 


Saker sighs. He hesitantly reaches his hand out to Philza’s head, but 
Philza shies away, leaving Saker awkwardly gripping his shoulder. 


“He'll be fine, eyas,” Saker gently says. “The draft is just somethin’ 
that happens.” Saker’s mouth flattens. “Never happened to me, but 
Sparra went through it. Most she came back with was a trick 
shoulder.” 


“| don’t want ‘im to come back with a trick shoulder,” Philza dully 
mutters. “I just want him to come back.” 


“And he will,” Saker assures him. “It'll only be a few more months! 
So, let’s just try an’ keep it together ‘til then, alright?” 


Philza hesitantly nods. Saker smiles. 


“Come on, then.” Saker stands and balances some bowls in his 
hand. “Let’s go put these dishes away before Julep catches us lazin’ 
around.” 


Philza holds the teapot like a heavy weight, but he holds it, walking 
towards the basins where Julep and her daughter Geralt are 
washing dishes. Geralt’s son Hawkshaw toddles over as he sees 
them approach. 


“Beni!” Hawkshaw reaches out for Philza with his round hands. “Hi, 
Beni.” 


Philza silently tilts his head at the younger child, but doesn’t answer. 


“I’m sorry,” Geralt confusedly says to Saker, “I don’t know why he’s 
been doing that lately. | keep telling him that’s Philza, but he goes 
and makes up his own names anyway.” 


“He!” Hawkshaw giggles. “Beni, he!” 


Saker snorts bemusedly at the exchange, moving to dry the growing 
pile of already washed dishes. 


Hawkshaw jumps up and down just out of Saker’s vision, whispering 
excitedly to himself. “Be-ni, be-ni, he! The he! The-” 


There’s a shriek of shock as something crashes against the ground. 


Hawkshaw has fallen over, feathers puffed with surprise as he stares 
at the broken porcelain teapot scattered on the floor. 


And Philza is a tidy child. Always just a touch neurotic about keeping 
things in order, even for an elytron. Saker would half expect Philza to 
panic at what he’s just broken, full of frantic apologies as he tries to 
clean it up. 


But Philza doesn’t seem to have realized what’s happened. He just 
stares down, wide-eyed, at his violently shaking hands, as if he 
barely recognizes his own body. 


As if he barely notices the trail of blood that the cracked porcelain is 
leaving in his palms. 


“Beni okay?” Hawkshaw asks in a tiny voice. 


Philza squints at Hawkshaw like his eyes are too heavy to keep 
open. “W-wha’?” 


“Phil,” Geralt gently says, slowly moving closer, “you’re hurt.” 


“l-” Philza tilts his head oddly, voice shaking past his ragged breaths. 
“] d-d-d-” 


He doesn’t even manage to take a step back before he drops, 
gracelessly knocking against the drawers as he careens towards the 
ground. 


Like his body just gave out on him. 


Like he just- 


No. No, no- 


Saker kneels down, gathering Philza into his arms. He feels his son’s 
heart pound feverishly into his chest, wings rattling and shaking. 


“That’s not normal,” Julep quickly says. “There’s no way that’s 
normal, even for him.” She turns her head sharply to her daughter. 
“Get Hawkshaw out of here, he shouldn't be seein’ this!” 


Geralt quickly gathers Hawkshaw into her arms, trying to shush the 
child’s sudden keening cries as his arms reach out over her 


shoulder. Her husband might have been in the hallway asking about 
the shouting- Saker can’t bring himself to pay attention. 


“Lonnie, take him, | need to-” 


“What the fuck is going on?” 


“PHIL’S JUST FUCKING COLLAPSED! WHERE THE HELL IS 
SPARRA ?” 


“What’s wrong with Phil?” 


“Not now, Rosie- LIZA! START THE FUCKING SHIP, WE NEED A 
DOCTOR-” 


Saker tightly mantles his wings around the body in his arms and tries 
to remember how to breathe. 


(All he can hear are the strangled whistling trills of his son struggling 
to do the same.) 


He doesn’t know what to do, this wasn’t supposed to happen, they 
were supposed to have more time- 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Oh, it’s a funny story, really,” Wilbur says when Wren asks. “/ was 
kind of a fucking dumbass as a kid. Gave myself pearleye while 
eating the magic in enderpearls ‘cus | tried to cheese my ascension.” 


“Uh-huh.” Wren shuffles in his perch, expression flat. “And what 
about last time?” 


“There was a lot of times, uncle Wren. I’m not sure which one you're 
talking about.” 


“Wilbur, how did you die?” 


12. Anger Catches Red 
Summary for the Chapter: 
The right. 


“Phil?” Sally uneasily starts. 


“Hi, mate.” Philza looks up from his latest contraption, and easy 
smile on his face. “l was just working on a dilation clock. Did you 
know time moves differently down here? Like, I’ve been down here 
for days, but it’s barely even been a few clicks for my body up 
topside. Fucked up stuff.” 


Stay calm. Don’t panic. Don't get angry. 


“Can we- can we talk?” Sally asks. 


One of Philza’s antlers flicks. “Did you need something? | know the 
house you and Wren are usin’ is a bit scuffed, | tried to fix up the 
floors properly.” 


“No, it’s not that, I-” Sally takes a breath. “Wren was talking to Wilbur, 
and Wilbur said- he said you killed him.” 


Philza stills. 


-<>9Y<>- 


“Brotherrrrrrr!” Rosie loudly trills as she strolls down the promenade 
with her parasol, shades, and finest summer dress. “It’s been thirty 
years! How could you leave me, a single mother, to languish in 
solitude?” 


“Stop calling your pet frogs your daughters,” Wren flatly says, “they 
dont count, and you're five. Have you been reading Beth’s weird 
romance novels again?” 


The white down of Rosie’s face puffs with exaggerated anger. “I 
wanted to look nice for you! | mixed red into my pink wing powders 
and everything! | even brought Hawkshaw!” 


Rosie gestures to the red wagon towed in her other hand, where 
Hawkshaw’s round face is slowly emerging from a light coating of ten 
different dirt textures and accumulated sea salt. 


“He was fine when we went out,” Rosie insists. “He turned into a 
potato when | wasn’t looking.” 


Hawkshaw reaches into his pocket and solemnly offers Wren an 
oyster covered in tiny beak marks. The entire wagon floor is covered 
in oysters that are still crusted in sea salt and the decayed wood of 
the docks they’ve obviously been pried from. 


A cicada flies into Hawkshaw’s face and he eats it. 


Wren takes the oyster with a light laugh and puts his bags in the 
wagon, depositing the two children on top before he starts to haul it 
home himself. 


In the meantime, he grapples with the last remnant of his sea legs 
while a song of cicadas shrieks in his ears. It’s a big stroke of luck 
that the end of his tour matched up with the start of the Brood 
Festival. He wasn’t old enough to remember the last Festival, and 
besides, this one will be Philza’s first- Wren would have hated to 
miss It. 


But when Wren comes home to that house, bustling with holiday 
activity, he only feels absence. In this sea of red and blond hair, lapis 
eyes, and diamond speckled wings, there is one set short. One set 
of extra strong medicine sitting in the cabinets, unfinished. 


Wren barely listens to all the comments of how much bigger he’s 
gotten when he opens the last door down the courtyard hall and 
finds a child’s room without a single loose feather on its bed. 


“Lonnie,” Wren slowly asks Geralt’s husband as he passes by, 
“where’s my brother?” 


-<>Y<>- 


“He’s right, then,” Sally whispers. “You actually killed him.” 


“| did,” Philza quietly confirms. 


Sally steps back. 


“| can transfer you somewhere farther away,” Philza quickly says. “I 
understand if you don’t want to be around me-” 


Sally shakes her head. “Don’t you have anything to say?” 


Philza’s antlers click harshly. “I can- | can just send my crows when 
anything important happens, you don’t even have to talk to me-” 


“| want you to react to the fact that my husband is dead because you 
killed him? Sally snaps. 


Philza raises his shaking hands. “I- I- I- | get that this hurts right now, 
just please- we'll make sure the telephone line is fixed and we'll get 
Wilbur out of here and-” His wings shake. “-and you'll never have to 
see me again! Neither of you! | don’t need you to forgive me, | just 
want to fix it!” 


Sally stares at him for a long moment. 


“You really are a god, aren’t you?” she quietly realizes. “You don't 
even understand why I’m-” She sucks in a frustrated breath. 


Philza’s tail knocks nervously into the table behind him, an unsteady 
rhythm of hollow wood. “I don’t want to fight. We can just stay calm 
and I’ll-” 


“Why should / be calm?” Sally snarls, her human face warped 
beyond recognition as the long snout of a fox takes its place. “I have 
a right TO BE UPSET!” 


-<>Y<>- 


“He had guardian fever,” Saker starts. “You weren't there, and he 
couldn't be treated here. We had to take him to the higher islands!” 


“It doesn’t take three fucking months to ride out guardian fever,” 
Wren hisses, his wings rattling furiously behind him. “And you know 
why | know that? Because Sparra showed me the mail you’ve been 
gettin’ from the roost house you left him in!” 


“But we have no idea how he even got the initial mining fatigue in the 
first place!” Sparra defends. “We’re in the sunken island level, we’re 
right up next to the Sea! If he can get hit once, he can get hit again-” 


“Then move!” Wren shouts. “Why the fuck would you stay in an area 
that’s not healthy for your own child?” 


“We have lives here!” Saker snaps back. “Every workin’ member of 
this flock works out of the Sea, and my guild runs off trade with the 
seafolk! We can’t just upend everything we have for a child that 
hatched one foot in his grave!” 


Wren’s wings go slack, a shattered look breaking across his face. 


“We can’t keep draggin’ this out, Wren,” Saker sadly says. “We- we 
just can't.” 


Wren takes a breath. And another, and another. 


“So you sold him out,” Wren growls as his wings mantle behind him, 
rattling with a vengeance. “You finally threw him out of your nest just 
so you wouldn't have to watch him die.” 


“Wren,” someone might have fearfully whispered. “Wren, calm 
down-” 


“THAT WAS YOUR SON! THAT WAS YOUR SON, YOU SICK 
FUCKING FLOCKMONGER-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“He loved you!” Sally shouts as salmon scales dance across her long 
snout. “And when | wanted to die, you believed | could find a way to 
live again. We would have done anything you asked!” 


“Please, | don't-” Philza’s head darts wildly around the room, the 
beaks of his crows snapping with agitation. “-| don’t know what you 
want from me-” 


Sally rakes her claws against the table. “Stop asking for things to fix! 
You can’t fix this, Phil- there is nothing to fix! There’s just you!” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“That was my brother!” Wren shrieks as he tackles his father against 
the wall. “And | trusted you with him, and you took him from me! 
YOU DIDN’T HAVE THE RIGHT!” 


“Wren, stop!” Sharp talons sink into his wrists as Lonnie and Eliza 
pull him away. “You're hurting him.” 


“I don't care.” Tears well up in Wren’s eyes. “He took my boy.” 


“Wren.” Eliza’s hand gets more insistent. “You know Phil hates it 
when you fight.” 


“And where’s my brother, Liza?” Wren flatly asks. “Is he here right 
now?” 


There’s a jagged talon mark bleeding sluggishly on Saker’s face. 


An unsteady laugh starts to build up in Wren’s mouth. 


“Did you know everyone I’ve ever worked for thinks he’s my kid?” 
Wren starts. “I bet if | skipped town with him, the next one wouldn't 
even ask.” 


Sparra pales. “You wouldn't.” 


"You think | can’t?” Wren threatens. “Half this town thinks I’m his 
fucking dad already, you think that roost house’ll fucking blink if | 
show up before you do? I’ve got your papers, Sparra.” A cruel smile 
breaks across his face. “And you know I’m Phil’s favorite.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


But Sally is not Wren, and Philza is not Saker. 


That was then. This is now. Sally has no scars to put on Philza’s 
face. 


He’s clearly collected enough since the last time they met. 


And how couldn't Sally see it now? The wide glaring eyespots half- 
sewn into Philza’s feathers like patches in a torn shirt, the tremor that 
won't leave his left wing as it mantles behind him. Disconnected 
veins of starry purple and blue crawling across his face, pulling at his 
mouth and burrowing blinding cracks into his eyes. 


Sally had forgotten how harmlessly friendly Philza could make 
himself look. With that resting smile and gentle voice, he could have 
made anything seem normal. But he’s not smiling now- his half- 
blinded eyes almost look driven to tears. 


Those cauterized scars look like the dying embers of blue sunfire. 
Wilbur’s bleeding fire. 


(And Sally would know that, wouldn't she? She’d died suffocating in 
it.) 


“Why did you do it?” Sally desperately asks. “Just... why?” 


Philza laughs sadly. “Because | loved him,” he echoes back to her. “I 
would have done anything he asked.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“WAIT, STOP- WREN, YOU CAN’T!” 


Wren stows the last of his bags in his inventory and opens his wings. 
“Watch me.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“He asked me to,” Philza whispers. “We were-” he puts his hand over 
his face. “-there was an explosion, we were hurt, and he asked me to 
do it. He thought that he was gonna get mobbed, and | was... | didn't 
know what the fuck was going on, so | did it.” His hand starts to 
shake again. “I thought he had some kind of plan. | didn’t know he 
was on his last life.” 


Sally sighs. “I jumped to conclusions. I’m sorry.” 


“He’s still dead,” Philza says. “And my sword still did it. You're 
allowed to be upset.” His hands curl into the table. “lf there’s 
anything | can do...” 


“| don’t want you to do anything,” Sally gently interrupts. “Just- can 
we talk?” 


“About what?” 


“About Wilbur. About Fundy.” Sally shrugs. “We don’t need to talk 
about the parts that hurt- | mean, | want to, but we don't have to right 
now? I- | missed a lot, that’s all. And you know what | missed. | just 
wanted someone to talk to.” 


“?’m sorry | made it feel like | was pushin’ away how you felt about it.” 
Philza puts his arms around himself, but his wings relax ever so 
slightly. “I do want to talk about it- really, | do. But... everyone else 
was too busy bein’ hurt about Wilbur or not even knowing who he 
was to actually... really get it. Even Techno wanted to put it behind 


him.” 
“| want to talk about it,” Sally offers. “So... can we?” 


“! think we can work with that.” 


13. You Promised. 


Summary for the Chapter: 


He tried his best. 


“| like to think I’m a good person!” Philza desperately starts. “I tried 
my best, you know?” 


Ye 
We been knew 


Yes, and? 


“| did everything | could,” Philza continues. “Everything that- that | 
knew | should have done, | did it.” 


A pause. 


“It's not enough. It was never enough.” 


-<>Y<>- 


It hasn't been that long. 


The calendar says so. It hasn’t changed since he got here. 


And Philza’s better now. They’re just- they’re just waiting to make 
sure, and then he can go home. 


_..Right? Right. 


(Right.) 


He’s just being weird again. He’s always been terrible with time. It 
hasn't even been that long, anyways. 


-<>Y<>- 


“And everyone keeps sayin’ | tried my best.” Philza’s expression 
turns dark. “Or that the world’s better off without Wilbur anyways. 
They didn’t even give me a fucking trial, they just... wrote it off.” 


That wasn’t your fault, the sad echo of a thousand crows answers 
back. He made you do it. 


“And | made a boy who thought an exploded country would make a 
great suicide note,” Philza points out. “Where does it end, Chatters? 
Where do we draw the bloody line?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“-and it’s really such a relief to see you, Mr. Watson. We’ve been 
trying to notify you about his observation period being over, but we 
werent getting any responses-” 


“| wouldn’t have gotten it, either way. | was out on tour, you know 
how it is. |came as soon as | heard.” 


“..Oh. Oh, | see.” 


‘It’s alright, mate,” the voice dismisses. “Just a bad round of 
guardian fever, from what I was told? Were there any 
complications?” 


“He had some injuries from when he first collapsed, but those have 
healed perfectly fine. He has some minor fatigue, but that’s 
completely normal for his condition after any illness.” 


A light laugh. “Don’t | know it. Couldn’t get him out of bed the first 
time he got a cold.” 


The voice almost sounds like Wren. But that can’t be right. Wren is 
away. 


(It hasn't even been that long, anyways.) 


“You can try to give him some teas or chocolates for it if he needs 
the energy. If he’s still worn down after a few more weeks, though, 
you should have him checked out again.” 


“But overall, he’s fine? Nothing’s changed about what kinds of 
dosages he needs?” The voice runs faster with a sudden 
nervousness. “Has he lost any weight? Does he still draw? Is he- is 
he alright?” 


A pause. 


“Is he usually quiet, Mr. Watson? He hasn't talked much since the 
first week after his fever broke. Not consistently, at least. Sometimes 
he'll ramble to the other patients, but other times we can’t get him to 
Say a word.” 


Oh. Was that bad? He tried to be good. 


“Probably the stress,” the voice concedes. “That’s just how it is, he 
gets quiet when it gets too much. We weren't expectin’ me to get 
drafted, and him gettin’ sick on top of that can’t have been fun 
either.” A sigh. “Can | see him? | understand if | can’t take him back 
right away, | just want him to know I’m here.” 


There’s a knock on the door, and Wren Watson’s tired face slides 
into view. 


“Hey, eyas.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“And | can’t be angry about it ‘cus it wasn't his fault,” Philza spits. “I 
can’t be guilty about it ‘cus it wasn’t my fault, and | can’t be upset 
about it because /T WAS FOR THE BEST ANYWAYS!” 


Black feathers undulate erratically on Philza’s face, crawling on his 
chest and arms as his hands darken, his talons lengthen. 


I’m TIRED of EVERYONE ELSE telling ME how / FEEL! The Angel 
of Death growls. These petty, tiny candles, combing for crumbs 
of thought like ants! 


A small, warbling laugh. 


As if they had the right, it whispers. As if they could fathom the 
things I’ve done. A harsh, repeating click whistles through its 
breath. AS IF THEY COULD DECIDE WHAT THOUSANDS OF 
YEARS OF GRIEF HAS DONE TO ME- 


-<>Y<>- 


“Wren?” Philza whispers. 


“Hi, mate,” Wren shakily answers. 


Philza stares at him with wide eyes, and his voice is... small. Small, 
as if he barely deserved what little space he occupied. 


(He wasn’t like this when Wren left.) 


“You were supposed to be shipped out,” Philza recalls. “What 
happened?” 


Wren’s smile is tired and worn, but it’s there. “| came back, eyas. 
Tour’s over.” 


“You were supposed to come back in three months,” Philza insists. 


Wren’s smile turns sad. “It’s been three months, Phil.” 


“But they didn’t-” Philza laughs nervously. “They wouldn't-” His eyes 
flick uneasily to the unchanged calendar on the wall. “-| was only 
gonna be here for a little bit! I-” 


There must have been something in Wren’s expression. Philza’s 
words trail off, and he turns away, a mortified red on his face. 


Wren gently opens his arms. “Come here.” 


Philza stifles a sob as Wren wraps his arms around him. 


“They didn’t mean it,” Philza whispers to himself as Wren runs a 
hand over his hair. “There was just a mistake. They didn’t mean it. 
They love me, they love me...” 


“Yeah,” Wren agrees, “it was just a mistake.” His expression darkens 
as he wraps his wings around them both. “And it’s never going to 
happen again.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“And it’s not like | can just ttaumadump about it to my own fucking 
grandkid!” Philza explodes. “And- and Tommy loved him too much, 
Tubbo barely knew him for a few years, and Techno?” He screeches 
as he claws at the walls- the walls he designed, placed, built. 
“TECHNO WANTS TO FORGET ABOUT IT!” 


Philza frantically paces around the room. 


“Oh, he says he wants to talk about it, but he doesn’t! He just talks 
about how | haven’t shut the fuck up about it already! Just forget 
about it,” he mutters to himself. “Just lock it away like everything else 
because no one else wants to fucking look at it.” 


He smiles harshly, warping the scars on his face. 


“Because that’s not Philza’s job. He has to keep it together. Because 
he’s your grandpa, he’s your sweet old neighbor, he’s your best- 
best- best- best friend!” He rams his cane into the furniture. “We 
don’t have to bring up that bad stuff, we wouldn’t want the old man to 
FUCKING BREAK AGAIN!” A cackling laugh. “Oh, no one blames 
you, Phil, just forget about it! Just forget about it. Look, they all want 
you to, they all want you to, they all want you to-” 


-<>Y<>- 


“You're all big and burly now,” Philza murmurs. “It’s weird.” 


Wren laughs. “That’s what haulin’ harpoons for a few months straight 
does to a man.” 


Philza runs his hands over the bandages on Wren’s arms. “Was that 
the harpoons, too?” 


“Nah,” Wren vaguely denies. “| punched a monster in the face 
because | missed you so much.” 


(Lonnie and Liza kind of fucked up his arms pulling him off Saker.) 


“You remember what | said?” Wren starts again. “That when | came 
back, we'd go on a trip somewhere, just the two of us?” He leans in 
with a whisper. “I’ve got our stuff packed. Let’s go right now.” 


“Where?” Philza excitedly asks. 


“Anywhere we want. | promise.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“But!” Philza suddenly snaps straight, a peaceful smile on his face. 
“That's just how it is, isn’t it? Some people want to forgive or forget, 
and we have to cope with that.” A sigh. “Even Wilbur would rather 
forgive me than admit what happened to him was wrong. And who 
can blame him?” 


The Angel of Death looks into a mirror, and empty glass stares back. 


“Loving death must be better than seeing it for what it is.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


we're currently in the process of retagging the orphan's path 
series using orp tagging and moving away from dream smp 
tagging, since we have a good chunk of orp-only readers who 
don't follow the dream smp. 


14. I've Got You, Brother 


Summary for the Chapter: 


You tried your best. (It was never meant to be.) 


“Wren.” 


“Yeah?” 


Philza is lying in the grass of one of his many, many gardens in 
Death’s domain, looking up at Wren with those glassy, cracked eyes. 


“Why didn’t we run away?” 


“We almost did,” Wren admits. “I picked you up from the hospital, 
and I- | near up and walked off with you.” He chuckles. “Geralt and 
the kids made me stop and actually think about what the fuck | was 
doin’. | asked you where you wanted to go and you... you wanted to 
be home for holiday.” 


Wren crosses his arms as he leans back against a tree. 


“| told ‘em all if they fucked up like that again, that was it. They’d 
never see you again. Everybody was real nice to you after that.” He 
tilts his head. “It was still pretty scuffed, but they really did try their 
best. An’ | still took you on a long trip when you turned ten. And | 
thought-” He takes a strained breath. “-l| thought that would be 
enough. | really did.” 


“And then Sparra died,” Philza flatly recalls. 


“And Saker started fuckin’ it up again,” Wren bitterly continues. 
“Y’know what the stupid thing is? He probably would have been less 
of a dick if he didn’t give a shit about you. But instead he wigged out 
thinkin’ about how you’d outlive all of us, started lookin’ into ways to 
take care of you for good. Prick. | told you to fuck off before he could 
talk you into something stupid, and you did.” 


“We kept in touch, right?” Philza hesitantly says. “While | was gone.” 


Wren hums. “We’d meet up, the two of us. But | let you off, for the 
most part. We’d have letters. You didn’t come back until after Saker 
died. And then you stayed, until...” He trails off and frowns. 


“| stayed with you for the rest of your life,” Philza mutedly whispers. 
“You were 66 years old.” 


Wren scoffs to himself. “Man. | didn’t even feel that old.” 


“| kind of... dipped out after that,” Philza admits. “I couldn’t stand 
livin’ where you didn’t. Dipped out of town. Dipped out of the server. 
After a few decades, | left Sky entirely. | was-” His mouth flattens. “- 
well. If | hadn’t met Techno not too long after that, | would have 
started thinkin’ of joinin’ you.” 


“lm glad you met that guy,” Wren decides to say. “Whoever the fuck 
he is. And | hope | don’t meet him for a long, long time, alright?” 


“| hope so, too.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“You and the kid are kind of fucked up, huh?” Wren suddenly says. 


“What makes you say that?” Philza snarks. 


Wren’s silent smile just warps with a pained, knowing squint. Philza’s 
own carefree expression falls. 
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“| tried,” Philza murmurs, “y’know? What else was | supposed to do? 
He’s my son. But I- he wasn't as sturdy as other kids. His brain was 
runnin’ at a hundred kiloblocks a tick, he needed somebody else to 


be strong for him, give him something to hold on to. And I-” A 
shaking breath. “Wren, I’m not a strong man.” 


A laugh. 


“| loved him too much, Wren. I... | think | stopped being his dad. He 
saw me as someone he had to keep safe, and | let him, ‘cus- ‘cus 
that’s what flock does, right? You keep each other safe. And it ruined 
him.” Philza’s wing claws clench down on his shoulders. “And even 
when | pulled myself back together, it was already too late. | couldn’t 
take back what he saw. | fucking ruined him.” 


Philza’s arms curl around himself. 


“| didn’t ask for a kid,” he starts to stammer. “The universe just put 
this stupid fucking egg in my hands and said, he'll die without you. 
What the fuck was | supposed to do? | should’ve- | should’ve-” An 
unsteady giggle. “/ killed him, Wren. He was dead the moment | laid 
eyes on him, an’ | knew it. | knew one of us was gonna break, and | 
kept him anyway. | didn’t know what else to do.” 


“Y’ did the best you could,” Wren whispers. “That’s not your fault.” 


“I don’t care,” Philza warbles. “I loved him and it fucking killed him.” 
He holds his face in his hands. “My sun- my son, | killed my son...” 


And Wren looks at his little brother. His battered baby brother, a 
walking wreckage of scars and stardust as the titan’s blood of the 
universe spills out from under glassy eyes. 


(That’s his boy. That’s his boy.) 


“I’m sorry,” Wren quietly says. “I didn’t raise you well, did |?” 


“The fuck does that have to do with anything?” Philza murmurs. 


“| mean- | don’t know how much you still remember from when we 
were still in that house,” Wren haltingly starts. “You lived a long life. 
But it’s still pretty fresh for me, mate. And, uh- y’know people learn 
from the flock that raises ‘em.” 


Philza raises an eyebrow. 


“Sparra couldn't do anything but spoil you. Saker wasn’t gonna do 
jack shit. So, uh-” Wren points at himself. “Someone had to do the 
bloody job, innit?” 


“You’re not responsible for my fuck-ups, Wren,” Philza wearily scolds 
him. “Haddaway with that shit.” 


“But I’ve been really thinkin’ of the shit you’ve said,” Wren insists. 
“And stuff Wilbur would talk about. The way you did things, it 
sounded- it sounded like me. Alright? Good and bad. If you fucked 
up, you learned it from me first.” 


Philza’s face twists with sadness. “Wren-” 


“You only knew what | gave you, eyas,” Wren presses. “And | gave 
you everything. Everything | had! My earnin’s, my time, my love, my 
life. But the only good thing | could ever do for ya in the end was tell 
you to fuck off before our dad put you back in a cage.” 


“You saved me, Wren-” 


“| failed you,” Wren refutes. “I had one fucking job on this earth and | 
couldn't do it.” 


“That wasn’t your job!” Philza suddenly snaps. “Alright! It's not your 
fault everyone else dropped the bloody ball on it-” 


Wren harshly claps his hands on Philza’s shoulders. “Someone had 
to give a shit! You can't just gimme a pass because no one else was 
there for you-” 


“YOU WERE SIX!” Philza screeches. 


Wren’s hands tense. 


“You were six,’ Philza desperately repeats. “You were six years old 
when Mum told you that you better love her next baby like it was 
your own. You were nine when Dad pulled you away one day and 
told you | wasn’t gonna live past ten. We were kids.” 


His hands quietly close around Wren’s wrists. 


“You were six. You were my brother. You were supposed to be my 
brother.” 


You were SIX. 


Anything else Wren could have said to that dies in his throat, 
drowning quietly in a broken sob. 


“’m over four thousand years old now,” Philza whispers. “Did you 
know that?” He chuckles sadly. “I didn’t. Y’know my head’s always 
been a bit fucked about time, only got worse with age. Someone else 
had to practically carbon date me.” 


“So much for buryin’ you at ten,” Wren hysterically giggles. 


Philza’s fingers curl around Wren’s scarred hands. “You did that. You 
weren't the only thing that got me this far, but you- you started it. You 
started it.” 


“| wasn’t strong enough to give you a future. Sendin’ you away, I- | 
didn’t know what else to do.” 


“| made it this far, didn’t |?” Philza softly asks. “I would have died 
without you, mate. Some days, the only thing that kept me goin’ was 
knowin’ you wouldn't have wanted me to go down like this.” 


Wren’s voice shakes as his thumb traces an amethyst scar creeping 
dangerously towards Philza’s eye. “I wasn’t there for you.” 


“You died,” Philza points out. “That’s not your job anymore. It never 
should have been.” A long, slow breath. “You did everything you 
could. We both did. And- and- god damn it, maybe we did fuck it all 
up in the end, but-” His eyes widen, tears threatening to fall down his 
face. “-shit, man. It was all we had. What else could we have done?” 


Wren scoffs sadly. “You should hear yourself, eyas. You always 
sucked at lyin’ to me.” 


“Doesn't mean it’s not true,” Philza insists. “Maybe one of these days 
Ill even get around to believin’ it.” 


A silence reigns. (An instant. An eternity. The gods will never know 
the difference.) 


“| just... I’m not really sure what I’m supposed to do anymore,” Wren 
admits. “I don’t know what you need anymore.” 


Philza sighs. 


“Wilbur needs his dad to be strong for him,” he finally says. 


Wren’s smile ticks wryly. “That's a grown ass man you're talkin’ 
about.” 


“And he’s still my son,” Philza points out. “And I’m still here. | think | 
can do a little better than leave it at that. That’s what | need to do, 
and | don’t need you to be my dad in order to do that.” He clasps at 
Wren’s long faded lifemarks. “But it would be nice if | had a brother.” 


“| was always your brother,” Wren softly says. “You know that, right?” 


Philza smiles sadly. “Did you ever have the chance to be?” 


“| tried to,” Wren reveals. “I wanted to. | still want to.” 


“Then we can both do better. We might even deserve it.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


haha. orp years 


15. When, Not If 
Summary for the Chapter: 


When, not if, because maybe they're going to live. 


“Hello, Wilbur.” 


“Hey... Dad.” Wilbur frowns. “Where’s Phil?” 


“Phil’s not driving right now,” Benihime says. “ He’s still in the 
backseat, but it’s been a long day. Besides, | haven't gotten to talk to 
you. Have all the shipments come in okay?” 


“Yeah. | got your coat, and the- and the pies.” Wilbur rubs his arm. “I 
can’t believe you still remembered what | liked. It feels like so long 


” 


ago. 


“Time flies when you’re our age,” Benihime vaguely answers. “You 
blink and it’s like the next two centuries are just- boosh, gone.” 


Wilbur snorts. “I don’t think that’s how that works.” 


“Boosh boosh boosh,” Benihime flatly intones. “Time is fake, punch a 


Cop. 


Wilbur bites down a laugh as he pinches his brow. “You're an 
absolutely ridiculous man, you know that?” 


“lm not sure a pile of foreign nerve endings hooked to your dad’s 
brain counts as a man, but go off, | guess.” 


Wilbur isn’t sure if he’s supposed to laugh at that or not. “How, uh- 
how have you been?” 


“lm alright. Nerves are healin’ up.” A pause. “Might be able to fly 
again next year.” 


Wilbur curls up in his seat. “I’m sorry,” he whispers. 


“No, no, I-’ A strained noise. “Mm. Phil says I’m bein’ cruel. I’m 
gonna Start over.” A breath. “/’m sorry. | missed you. How’ve you 
been doin’? Are the others alright?” 


“Could be better,” Wilbur honestly says. “Kind of sucks being stuck 
down here. But, uh- about as good as it’s gonna get, | think. Having 
you guys Calling helps.” 


“We really should get you lot to a doctor when we bring you back 
topside. There’s no way you won't need some kind of medical 
attention.” 


Wilbur stills. “You want to bring us back to life.” 


“Not really any other way, is there?” Benihime points out. “Sure, it 
sucks on our end, but we give more of a shit about your quality of life 
than whether or not you stay dead. Besides, we’ve had shit luck 
narrowing down where the fuck you are. Proper surge from a 
resurrection might be the only way to do it.” 


Wilbur takes a breath. “Okay.” 


“We should have visited sooner.” 


“I’m sure you've been busy lately-” 


“While you were still alive, | mean. | just- | knew something must’ve 
been wrong when you stopped writing, but everything sounded like it 
was going well in your letters before. We didn’t think things could go 
so badly in a short amount of time.” 


Oh. Right. The letters. The letters that Wilbur had always lied in. 


Because he never wanted Philza to worry. 


Because he never wanted to think about how his mistakes were real. 


(Because he wanted at least one person to think he wasn’t a burnt 
out fuck up.) 


... hose... letters. 


“Yeah,” Wilbur mutters. “I didn’t think it'd go that bad, either.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“What do you wanna do when we get out?” Schlatt asks. 


Wilbur bitterly stares at the wall. “They’ve gone this long without 
managing it. Don’t get your hopes up.” 


“Yeah, but that’s not fun,” Schlatt insists. “I’m gonna pretend we'll get 
out of here.” 


“Knock yourself out, bucko,” Wilbur sarcastically says. 


“’m gonna run.” Schlatt leans back into his bench. “I’m gonna run 
until my lungs hurt, and then I'll keep running. Just because | can.” 
He clenches his fist. “I’m gonna get a grip on this half-baked body or 
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I’m gonna die twice tryin’. 


“What, no unfinished business you need to settle?” Wilbur offers 
despite himself. “People you want to talk to or some shit?” 


Schlatt snorts. “Are you kidding? | was the biggest dickhead right 
before | died! I’m pretty sure everyone | used to know is too busy 
trying to forget about me to hear anything I’d want to say. Y’know?” 
His eyes grow sad. “Il mean, sure. | loved some people. And it'd be 
nice to see them again. But it’s probably better to let ‘em move on. | 
don’t know if there’s anything | can do that'll ever fix what | did.” 


“Yeah.” Wilbur runs his talons through his greying hair. “I get that.” 


“| wanna get a big meal,” Primo pipes up. “At a restaurant!” 


Schlatt snorts. “We have food here!” 


“Yeah, but- we can’t really enjoy it,” Primo points out. “We eat ‘cus 
we’re ghosts, right? We're stuck in between worlds, we're always 
hungry no matter what we do. | don’t wanna eat because I’m 
starving, | wanna- | wanna eat! | want to eat it ‘cus it’s good, just so | 
can taste it!” He turns to Wilbur. “What do you wanna do?” 


Wilbur thinks for a long moment. 


“| want to walk in the sun,” he starts. “And then | want to swim, and 
fall in the snow. And then I-” He pauses. “I want to make something 
that people will like.” 


“Oh, don’t go doin’ another Lmanburg on us,” Schlatt. tiredly 
despairs. 


“?’m tired of doing big things, Schlatt,” Wilbur refutes. “I’m tired of... 
wanting to do big things. | wanna do small things now. Play a nice 
song when people pass by on the street, that type of thing.” 


“Like the burger van,” Primo points out. 


“Yeah! And it's gonna be damn good burgers,” Wilbur decides. “And 
you can come over and I'll- I'll make you whatever burger you want, 
alright? You two bastards never have to walk away hungry ever 
again.” 


Schlatt snickers. “Oh, gods, look at us. We sound like depressed 
soldiers, like- bleeding our guts out in a trench. We're gonna go 
home and have a picnic on the family farm!” 


Wilbur curls his hands into the flowers spilling out of his chest, a 
caustic grin on his face. “Oh, the horror! | can see the light, argh!” He 
makes several exaggerated gurgling noises. “The bayonets got me, 
private. Make sure they sew all my toes back on for the funeral. Tell 
my son | love him.” 


“Bruh, where would they even find your toe?” Schlatt wonders. 
“Didn’t you lose it to a catfish or something?” 


“| died as | lived,” Wilbur dramatically wheezes. “Handling fish in a 
suspicious manner.” 


“Women want him,” Schlatt sarcastically narrates. “Fish also want 
him.” 


“| can neither confirm nor deny how many of the women are fish,” 
Wilbur giggles. 


“Make sure you arrange all my limbs out of order, soldier,” Primo 
jokes as he clutches his bullet wounds. “It’s my dying wish to freak 
the shit out of archeologists.” 


“Why am / doing all your dying wishes?” Schlatt asks. 


“Okay, smart guy,” Wilbur snarks. “How about when we get out of 
here, we’ll all do each other’s dying wishes?” 


“Hah.” Schlatt tiredly closes his eyes. “I got you to say when.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


every book but the companion guide has been re-tagged! we'll 
still take the week break to give people time to re-read and to 
update the companion guide for the lagos patch. 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 
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Two radio hosts with a camera and an interest in history try to piece 
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1. The Rules of Engagement 


Author's Note: 


This work is part of a series and written like you read the 
previous parts. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


CAST AND CREW GUIDELINES 


Due to the sensitive nature of our questions, as well as the esoteric 
nature of certain interviewees, the cast and crew are asked to follow 
these guidelines during filming: 


INTERVIEWEE #1 
#1 will not be taking questions about Innit v State or the events of 6 


Enamon 2021, nor will he answer any personal questions regarding 
#13. 


INTERVIEWEE #2 


All filming of #2 will be conducted in silhouette lighting in order to 
protect his current civilian identity. #2 will not answer any questions 
about his current affairs or whereabouts. 


INTERVIEWEE #3 


In order to respect enderman rules of engagement, at no point must 
any camera point directly at #3’s face. 


INTERVIEWEE #4 


#4 will not be asked about his personal life or the nature of his canon 
deaths. 


INTERVIEWEE #5 


#5 will not be asked about her current residence or affairs. She will 
not answer any personal questions about former President Soot. 


INTERVIEWEE #6 


#6 will have an emotional support animal present during questioning 
and will not field questions about his experiences prior to the 
L’manburg 2020 election. #6 has requested to be provided with a 
written transcript of the questions (Script or Khorsh) for reference 
during his interview. #6 will not talk about any prior personal 
relationship with #13. 


To protect recording equipment from magical damage and 
interference, #6 must be filmed off-center and equipment must 
change position every 20 tocks. 


INTERVIEWEE #7 


#7 will not be asked about her current whereabouts or the events of 
22 Dodekamon 2021. 


INTERVIEWEE #8 


#8 will not answer personal questions about former President 
Schliatt. 


INTERVIEWEE #9 


#9 will not answer any questions about his childhood or relationship 
with former President Soot. 


INTERVIEWEE #10 


#10 will not answer biographical questions about former President 
Soot, and cannot recall the events from 16-22 Dodekamon. The 
animals present are extensions of #10 and will not be disturbed. #10 
will not talk about any prior personal relationship with #13. 


To protect recording equipment from magical damage and 
interference, #10 must be filmed off-center and equipment must 
change position every 20 tocks. 


INTERVIEWEE #11 


#11 will not disclose his prior relationship to #13. 


INTERVIEWEE #12 


The Warden of Pandora’s Vault must review all footage before 
release to prevent the disclosure of any sensitive information. 
Everything that is not permitted equipment will be held for the 
duration of the visit, including outside food and drink. Cast and crew 
that enter Pandora’s Vault must sign the relevant contracts. 


INTERVIEWEE #13 


The Warden of Pandora’s Vault must review all footage before 
release to prevent the disclosure of any sensitive information. 
Everything that is not permitted equipment will be held for the 
duration of the visit, including outside food and drink. Cast and crew 
that enter Pandora’s Vault must sign the relevant contracts. 


To protect recording equipment from magical damage and 
interference, #13 must be filmed off-center and equipment must 
change position every 20 tocks. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


the lagos patch took way less time than expected, both to 
formulate and implement, so it turned out we didn't need the 
extra week break. 


2. Introductions 


“Tell us about yourself.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


INNIT: TOMMY ATKINS INNIT AT YOUR SERVICE! Leader of men, 
haver of wives, sole proprietor of the upcoming Big Innit Hotel! 


CRONDALE: | hear you were involved in the recent arrest of- 


INNIT: (LAUGHTER) That's all in the past, my friend! | am a man 
who focuses on the now. And right now I’ve got these very delightful 
business cards- 


-<>Y<>- 


UNDERSCORE: 


UNDERSCORE: ...I’d rather not. 


-<>9Y<>- 


MY-BELOVED: Um- | like board games? I’m not very good at them, 
though. My cat Enderchest just had her babies, and | kept the littlest 
one- Enderpearl. 


MCCOY: Any family? 


MY-BELOVED: | do have a son that | visit on weekends! So that’s 
nice. 


-<>Y<>- 


MANIFOLD: | show movies. Fix comms. Recently donated my stuff 
to the Lmanburg exhibit at the royal museum. 


CRONDALE: Oh, that was you? That’s actually quite interesting! You 
know this film’s going into the museum as well? 


MANIFOLD: You guys got that cleared? Pog. 


-<>Y<>- 


NIHACHU: | used to work for the Soot administration, but | was a 
baker before that. It’s... it's been a long time since I’ve done either of 
those things, though. 


-<>9Y<>- 


TECHNOBLADE: Fixed up the farm. Dusted off the attic a bit. 


CRONDALE: And you have a polar bear. 


TECHNOBLADE: (PETTING POLAR BEAR) This is Steve. 


CRONDALE: Any particular reason why it’s a polar bear? 


TECHNOBLADE: He brings me joy. 


-<>9Y<>- 


ADE: | do tea and hard liquor. Some witchcraft and arson on the 
side. 


-<>Y<>- 


QUACKITY: Oh, where to start? I’ve been a lot of things, you know? 
Lawyer, campaign manager, vice president twice over. What can | 
say, I’ve been around the block. 


MCCOY: And how about nowadays? 


QUACKITY: Nowadays |’m invested in my two very lovely fiances, 
and building a little out of the way entertainment district north of 
Greater Prime. All this conflict and war- it’s just so worn out, you feel 
me? | think people should have a little fun. 


-<>Y<>- 


DY-SOOT: I’m... Fun Dy-Soot? I’m a dreamon hunter who’s served 
in every Lmanburg administration. 


[A PAUSE.] 


DY-SOOT: Wilbur Soot was my father. 


-<>Y<>- 


CRAFT: I’m sorry, I’m a bit of a boring person, really. | kind of just sit 
here and feed my birds. 


CRONDALE: But here we are. 


CRAFT: (LAUGHTER) Yeah, | made some news recently! | don’t like 
it, but that’s how it is. | guess... (SIGHS) Wilbur was my son. And | 
lived through the end of it all. | guess that’s important now. 


-<>9Y<>- 


VALORANT: Mm. I’ve seen some shit. Gonna be honest, didn’t think 
any of it was gonna be historically relevant. 


MCCOY: Who ever actually thinks they’re living inside history? 


VALORANT: You got a point there! People bug out like, “woah, you 
were there,” and | actually have to sit back and think- oh, shit. | was 
there. 


-<>9Y<>- 


WULF: | killed Malcolm Lore. 


WULF: That’s what you’re here for, right? 


CRONDALE: That, and a few other things. 


-<>9Y<>- 


PROPHET: You can think of me as the face of the Dreamweaver. | 
am the body that watches over this land in his stead. 


MCCOY: | imagine prison’s put a hiatus on that. 


PROPHET: Sure. 


-<>9Y<>- 


[MCCOY IS WRITING ON A PIECE OF PAPER BEFORE LOOKING 
UP, STARTLING AS THEY REALIZE THE CAMERA IS POINTED 
TO THEM] 


MCCOY: Walt, what are you doing? 


CRONDALE: Doing a little behind the scenes work! | think it would 
be fun! 


MCCOY: You're going to waste our film. And make more work for our 
poor editor. 


CRONDALE: I'll have you know I’m actually thinking of poor Larry 
this time! He has to see all this sordid stuff all at once. At least give 
him a few good laughs. 


MCCOY: (SNORTS) Well, ’M signing off our NDAs. Honestly, | don’t 
understand why all this is necessary- from what | hear, we’re barely 
heading inside the prison at all. There’s nothing confidential about a 
visiting room. 


CRONDALE: Maybe the Warden just really wants to hoard his 
pumpkin pie machine. You never know what that cagey son of a 
bitch might be hiding behind his redstone doors. 


MCCOY: A pumpkin pie machine. He’s such a silly man, isn’t he? 
Awesam’s always talked big, but he’s such an awkward bloke. How 
on earth anyone thought he was prison material is beyond me. 


[KNOCKING SOUND] 


CRONDALE: Never mind that. Clear up those contracts, we’ve got 
lunch. 


MCCOY: And you shut that thing off. If | can’t work at the table, 
neither can you. 


3. It's Just Business 
Summary for the Chapter: 


The things you do for business. 


Commander Tommy Atkins Innit 
Tailoring, Defensive Architecture, Road Safety, Slaying 


Sole proprietor of BIG MAN INC., manager of Big Innit Hotel 


IGN: Tommylnnit 


-<>9Y<>- 


-THE PRIME REPORTER- 


SAMS Robotics Demonstration An Exciting Success 


Many Dreamland citizens attended the free robotics demonstration 
yesterday at the Royal Museum. After his long and mysterious 
absence of other projects following taking on Pandora's Vault, 
Awesam has unveiled his latest robotic prototype, the SAM.NOOK. 


SAM.NOOK is a heavy duty construction, logistics, and worker 
safety robot intended to act as labor or consultation for build sites. It 
is equipped to substitute/operate heavy machinery, keep track of 
required materials and trash buildup, as well as recognize other 
workers and enforce safety guidelines. 


The SAM.NOOK prototype is currently owned by BIG MAN INC. and 
being used to construct the in-progress Big Innit Hotel. 


War Veteran Unveils New Housing Project 


Former L'manburg Vice President and battalion commander Tommy 
Atkins Innit has now revealed his Big Innit Hotel project. Though it is 
a hotel in name, in practice it is a multi-story series of suites and 
apartments intended to alleviate the minor housing crisis in Greater 
Prime occurring due to the influx of Lmanburg refugees. 


Citizens Now Encouraged To Use Masks In Wake Of Crimson 
Crisis 


The Royal House of Greater Prime, after months of voluntary 
precaution, now mandates people to wear cloth masks over their 
face and mouth when outdoors, traveling through the Greater Prime 
and Badlands regions, or working near areas known to have blood 
vine infestations. Most businesses and public transport already 
refuse to admit entry to people that refuse to wear masks or show 
signs of Crimson infection. 


Remember to boil your water, cook all foods thoroughly, purify 
yourself regularly, and limit the sizes of non-essential gatherings. 


-<>9Y<>- 


WAIVER: PANDORA’S VAULT 


| HEREBY ASSUME ALL OF THE RISKS OF VISITING THE 
HOLDING CELL, including by way of example and not limitation, any 
risks that may arise from negligence or carelessness on the part of 
the Prison guards, prisoners misbehaving, from dangerous or 
defective equipment, or property owned, maintained or controlled by 
the Prison Guards. 


| certify that | waive, release, and discharge the Prison from any and 
all liability, including but not limited to, death, disability, personal 
injury, property damage, property theft, or actions of any kind which 
may hereafter occur to me, including my traveling to and from visting 
the Prisoner. 


Written name, then sign: 


In the event that a prisoner is to escape during my visit, or after my 
visit because of my actions, | hereby give permission for any 
individual to hunt me down and kill me until | am completely dead. 


Signed: 


In the event of security protocol taking place while | am within the 
bounds of the maximum security cell, | hereby acknowledge that | 
could potentially be locked within the cell for up to 7 days, or until the 
security issue is resolved. 


Signed: 


4. The Beginning, The End 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Ask ten witnesses, and you will receive ten stories. 


“What would you consider the beginning of the end for Lmanburg?” 


-<>Y<>- 


INNIT: Man. You had to open with a real heavy one there, lads. 


[INNIT LEANS BACK AND TAKES A BREATH.] 


INNIT: | think everyone tried their best. Really, | do. But... Wilbur, he 
wasn’t the same after the Independence War. He lost that first life, 
and | think there was a bit of him that never came back. 


INNIT: And people tried to pick it back up, but that spark was already 
gone. Maybe if- maybe if Fundy had won the election, things might 
be different, but | don’t know. 


-<>Y<>- 


UNDERSCORE: Manberg was doing pretty well before the Festival 
happened. We really were. Some stuff was a little bit harsh, but 
people still trusted us to look out for them. But after what happened, 
we were always gonna be fighting an uphill battle. And people got 
desperate. 


CRONDALE: You lost one of your lives on that day, if | recall. 


UNDERSCORE: I’m not too fussed about that, honestly. It was war. 
Shit happens, you know? 


CRONDALE: You consider those events an act of war? 


UNDERSCORE: It was war to us. Isn’t that enough? 


-<>Y<>- 


MY-BELOVED: Oh, uh- oh, jeez, that’s a real doozy. I’m gonna be 
honest, | don’t think | was there for a lot of the early days. Or at least 
| don’t remember it? 


MCCOY: You were there for the end. That’s important, too! 


[MY-BELOVED SAYS SOMETHING IN ENDSCRIPT.] 


MCCOY: How about this? When did you stop believing in 
L’manburg? When did it stop being your home? 


MY-BELOVED: | guess... honestly, it was the silliest thing. But it was 
the day they changed their armor laws. 


MCCOY: Oh? 


MY-BELOVED: I’ve been to a lot of places. Lived in a lot of groups. 
And L’manburg... promised it would be different, basically. A place 
where anyone could feel welcome and be happy. But in the end, 
L'manburg decided that... tradition... was more important than 
people feeling safe. People being able to make themselves safe. 


MCCOY: | see. | can understand why that must have hurt. 


-<>9Y<>- 


MANIFOLD: | can’t say there was any one thing that did it. Sure, | 
was there for it, but | was never really- like- up to me elbows in 


politics! | was just trying to live my life. | didn’t pay attention to shit 
much. 


[MANIFOLD PAUSES.] 


MANIFOLD: | think that was part of the problem. People got tired of 
giving a shit, you feel me? L’manburg could only get back up so 
many times. | looked out at- at that crater. That TNT, raining out of 
the sky for DAYS. | couldn’t even bring myself to feel bad about it. | 
was just so tired. 


MANIFOLD: And | wasn’t the only one. 


-<>Y<>- 


NIHACHU: | think, in the end, it was that Lmanburg did not realize 
what it was. 


MCCOY: How did you see it? 


NIHACHU: L’manburg, it built itself on being the underdog. It was the 
little guy of the server. So everyone in L’manburg, they needed to be 
the little guy, too. Nobody wanted to look like they had too much 
money, everyone was supposed to turn to each other for help before 
trying to fix something themselves. 


MCCOY: And when did this start to upset you? From the beginning, 
or did something change your mind later on? 


NIHACHU: | was very poor from the Schlatt administration. | went to 
Pogtopia because they promised to take care of me, and | trusted 
Wilbur back then. But then Wilbur died, and the new government did 
not want to pay what it owed me. 


NIHACHU: But when | brought it up, they would only say “What, you 
think you're going to starve? You don’t trust we are going to take 
care of you?” Things like that. That | should have been happy with 
the handouts that were funded with money that was stolen from me. 


NIHACHU: They needed me to need them. They needed to be 
needed. That’s no way to build a nation. 


-<>Y<>- 


TECHNOBLADE: | can’t say | knew the early days, but people would 
talk. Everyone had this sort of nostalgia for Lmanburg. Not even a 
nostalgia, it was this borderline mythos. 


CRONDALE: Of the founders? 


TECHNOBLADE: L’manburg as an idea. They all had this idea that 
nothing in the present really mattered, because at least it wasn’t 
happening to the “real” L’manburg. There was this Platonic ideal of a 
country that lived in their heads, and all they were doing was just 
trying to live up to it. 


TECHNOBLADE: An image. A shadow on the wall. The people in 
charge, they loved that shadow more than the people living in it. 


CRONDALE: One of our other guests talked about L’manburg 
thinking it was an underdog. 


TECHNOBLADE: Hm? Oh, yeah, definitely! When | was getting 
called in, they made it sound like it was gonna be me and like two 
guys against the entire server, but there was all sorts of people 
crawling out of the woodwork constantly. But they were still thinking 
too small. They did a lot of bad things because they couldn’t see the 
world wasn't out to get them anymore. 


-<>9Y<>- 


ADE: Full disclosure, I’m a pretty self-centered bitch. So me, | can 
tolerate pretty much any shitty neighborhood. But I’m from the OGs, 
you understand? The founding generation, that was me. But people 
forgot their roots. They forgot why we left our homes to start this new 
life in the first place. 


ADE: All those people in the cabinets of every administration, they 
were our neighbors! Our friends! | knew Schlatt- | even voted for him! 
All of those people we voted for, they were good friends. But that 
didn’t make them good leaders. And suffering... suffering ain't 
something that builds character. It just fucks it up. 


ADE: And | can tell you that the people who wanted to be in charge? 
They had a whole lot of suffering in their hearts. 


-<>9Y<>- 


QUACKITY: To me, looking back, Lmanburg had an inherent 
institutional problem of the Other. 


MCCOY: And what was this Other? 


QUACKITY: L’manburg’s original people, they were underpaid 
laborers, scorned hybrids. They had a cultural resentment for the 
outsiders that forced them together, that had oppressed them their 
entire lives before they came to this land. And that never went away. 
| think over time that it morphed into this outright xenophobia. A toxic 
patriotism. They raised their kids to think it was them vs the world, 
and that’s what it turned into! 


QUACKITY: L-manburg pushed everyone away, until it finally pushed 
itself apart and there was no one left who would want to help them. 


[QUACKITY TUGS ON HIS EYEPATCH.] 


QUACKITY: And brother in Prime, | wasn’t immune to it either, in the 
end. | thought | would be different, but | wasn't. 


-<>Y<>- 


DY-SOOT: Legacy. 


CRONDALE: Can you elaborate? 


DY-SOOT: L’manburg tried to protect its legacy more than the people 
they claimed were the country’s future. 


-<>9Y<>- 


CRAFT: When something dies, you need to let it die. 


CRAFT: L’manburg refused to die. | think that’s what buried it, in the 
end. 


-<>9Y<>- 


VALORANT: I’m gonna be mean if | say it, but fuck it. That place was 
doomed from the start. There was no way they could live down what 
they did to get what they had. 


MCCOY: What kinds of things? 


VALORANT: Eh. Mostly what they did to themselves. The whole 
place practically ate itself alive. 


-<>Y<>- 


[WULF IS SILENT FOR UP TO SEVEN TOCKS AFTER BEING 
ASKED THIS QUESTION.] 


WULF: L’manburg was too angry. 


-<>Y<>- 


PROPHET: No one was really surprised when L’manburg started 
running into problems. The Kingsguard, we would literally be taking 
bets on what would go wrong. It was like a whole game, wondering 
how fucked up it was going to get. 


CRONDALE: But what do you really think was the beginning of the 
end? 


PROPHET: It was a bunch of hippies in a drug van. Did it ever really 
begin in the first place? 


5. For The Best 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Ponder what remains. 


“What do you feel now that L’manburg is gone?” 


-<>Y<>- 


INNIT: | don’t know. | grew up with that place, and now it’s just... 


-<>9Y<>- 


UNDERSCORE: | feel like | failed. 


-<>9Y<>- 


MY-BELOVED: | hope it’s for the best. 


-<>Y<>- 


MANIFOLD: Life goes on, | guess. 


-<>Y<>- 


NIHACHU: Good riddance. 


-<>Y<>- 


TECHNOBLADE: At least it can’t hurt anyone else. 


-<>Y<>- 


ADE: | still get up and go to work. Nothing’s really changed, you 
know? 


-<>Y<>- 


QUACKITY: I’m optimistic! | think everyone can move on to bigger 
and better things. 


-<>Y<>- 


DY-SOOT: Honestly, I’m just trying to live day by day. Take things as 
they come. That's all anyone can do, right? 


-<>9Y<>- 


CRAFT: It just feels empty. 


CRONDALE: Empty? 


CRAFT: What? Did you think I’d be happy? 


-<>Y<>- 


PUNZ: Too bad, | guess. 


-<>Y<>- 


WULF: | can’t help but feel like it was my fault. It’s really self- 
centered, but sometimes | just think... what if | hadn’t thrown that 


rock? 


-<>9Y<>- 


PROPHET: Quiet. 


CRONDALE: ...Quiet. 


PROPHET: All the noise and the rot of it, gone. It was for the best, in 
the end. 


6. The Branch 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Some things are better unsaid. 


[THE INTERVIEW CHANGED TOPICS TO INDIVIDUAL OR 
BRANCHING QUESTIONS.] 


-<>Y<>- 


MCCOY: What was going through your head when the late Lord Lore 
died? 


WULF: | didn’t really think about him... dying. | didn’t see the clay 
creeper in his hand. | didn’t know he was low on lives. | was just 
pissed off at the way his family kept trampling all over my home, | 
wanted him to feel a little bit of what | thought he made me feel every 
day. 


MCCOY: You barely resisted arrest. 


WULF: | couldn't really process what happened. Like, it didn’t even 
click that | caused that explosion, | thought someone else had done 


it. | had to hear over the news that the guy died before he could get 
to the hospital. 


WULF: | was sitting in a cell talking to a public defender, two days 
later, when it actually really hit me. | just killed someone. 


[WULF HOLDS HER HEAD IN HER HANDS.] 


WULF: Fuck. 


-<>9Y<>- 


CRONDALE: We're glad you could come on such short notice! 


RINE: | Know | turned it down earlier, but something in my schedule 
just cleared up, so we have a bit of time to ourselves. 


CRONDALE: | understand you were actually a member of the 
original L_manburg resistance? 


RINE: Yes. The people of L’manburg were my friends. Wilbur 
especially. 


CRONDALE: You held a deep respect for the country even after 
taking the throne of Greater Prime. Any particular reason why? 


RINE: | never hated them, you know. Everything | ever did, | did it 
because | thought it was right. Even when it hurt. Looking back, it 
was selfish of me, believing | was the only one who could stop it all. 
And it was selfish to have so little faith in my allies, and | do regret 
that. 


RINE: Even still, | can’t regret the reasons why | did it. | wanted a 
safe life for both sides. | couldn’t see any way that war wouldn’t end 
in tears unless it was stopped as early as possible. 


CRONDALE: Do you think L’manburg could have won if you hadn't 
done it? 


[RINE IS SILENT FOR A WHILE. ] 


RINE: | think about it a lot. The answer is different every time. | think 
if | ever really made up my mind about it, I’d finally go mad. 


-<>Y<>- 


[SOME INTERVIEWEES FELT MORE COMFORTABLE 
ANSWERING CERTAIN QUESTIONS IN GROUPS.] 


-<>Y<>- 


MCCOY: There’s some pictures from L’manburg’s final destruction, if 
you're alright with me talking about it- 


NIHACHU: Oh, it’s fine. 


MCCOY: -and one of them, | believe this is you, burning down 
L’manburg’s sacred tree. 


NIHACHU: (LAUGHS) Oh, gods, someone took a picture of that? 


MCCOY: I’m pretty sure whoever took that picture won an award! It'll 
probably end up in a history book one day. 


NIHACHU: That’s so embarrassing. 


MANIFOLD: No, it wasn’t! You looked badass! 


MCCOY: Was it an intentional burning? 


NIHACHU: ...You know what? It was. It was intentional. 


MCCOY: In that case, do go on. 


NIHACHU: People would say that Lmanburg would stand as long as 
that tree did. It was always- it was always a rallying point for 
everyone. And | thought if the tree was allowed to stay, people would 
keep trying to build L’manburg over and over, and | couldn't go 
through that again. So | burned it down. 


MANIFOLD: | remember looking up, right as the bombing was dying 
down, and your shadow was just- peeking up off the top of the hill. 
All lit up with fire as the tree was turning to ash. You were saluting it. 


NIHACHU: One last goodbye. 


MANIFOLD: A lot of people saluted with you. | heard people 
cheering when the crater started digging down. 


-<>Y<>- 


[THIS FOOTAGE WAS DETERMINED BY PANDORA'S VAULT TO 
BE IN VIOLATION OF NDA AND CANNOT BE RELEASED TO THE 
PUBLIC.] 


CRONDALE: So! What’s your day like? 


PROPHET: Oh, nothing much. | eat a bit of breakfast, | write- 


CRONDALE: You have writing things? 


PROPHET: It’s pretty much the only thing | have in there. Oh, and a 
clock! And they take us out to the courtyard on weekends if we're 
good. That’s nice. 


CRONDALE: Sounds a bit dull, to be honest. 


PROPHET: | don’t mind. Honestly, it’s pretty great! There’s a bed, | 
get food everyday, people even talk to me sometimes. It’s just like 
home. 


CRONDALE: And that’s it? 


PROPHET: What else is there? 


CRONDALE: Hunter. You didn’t have those bruises on your throat 
yesterday. 


WARDEN: (THROUGH INTERCOM) Time’s up. #001 is being 
transferred back to his cell. 


-<>Y<>- 


MCCOY: It was mentioned you were involved in some election 
fraud? 


DY-SOOT: (SCOFFS) It wasn’t fraud! | was being fair! There was a 
lot of people who weren't able to vote because of all those poll taxes. 
| counted them... and the law didn’t. That’s how it was. 


CRAFT: (SIGHS) There was a lot of unfair things happening, wasn’t 
there? 


DY-SOOT: L’manburg used to be so much bigger before it all blew to 
bits, you know. Like, the first time around. By the time you showed 
up, probably about half the population was shaved off because we 
didn’t have the room, and that’s not even counting the El Rapids 
split. 


CRAFT: And then people would keep leaving. I'd see people who 
were just- leaving the place in groups. First the workers, then their 
families. 


MCCOY: What did you do? 


CRAFT: | helped them leave. | designed the city, and | knew where 
all the old catacombs were. I’d help sort out their supplies and draw 
out maps for them. 


MCCOY: And no one ever asked questions? 


CRAFT: It’s not like anyone could ask me where those people went, 
anyways. | was blind, remember? 


DY-SOOT: Besides, it’s not like Old Saint Phil could do wrong. 


CRAFT: Gods, | hated that. Like | was some kind of priceless artifact 
of the Lmanburg spirit. | couldn’t stand to go outside, some days. 


-<>Y<>- 


CRONDALE: So. The Butcher Army? 


UNDERSCORE: (DEEP BREATH) Very much a mistake. 


MY-BELOVED: The cabinet was so uncomfortable after Tommy got 
kicked. People were paranoid the adminstration was weakened? 
Was that the right word? 


UNDERSCORE: One last grab for power. (LAUGHTER) Gods, what 
a sick joke. It fucking sealed our graves. 


-<>Y<>- 


CRONDALE: There’s actually photos of your execution. 


TECHNOBLADE: (RAISES EYEBROWS) Really? | would have 
thought cameras would explode around me when that sort of thing 
happened. 


CRONDALE: Well, yes, but there are some surviving pictures from 
right before the blade dropped. You two getting pulled away from 
each other. 


TECHNOBLADE: Ah. That. 


CRAFT: Oh, did that happen? | don’t remember those days very well, 
to be honest. 


ADE: Yeah, that happened. They had you chained up like a dog, 
Phil. Shoved you back into your house like a birdcage. 


CRAFT: Oh, | see. (PAUSE) That would explain why | don’t 
remember it. 


CRONDALE: What was the context of you two reaching for 
eachother like that? Do you two know each other? 


TECHNOBLADE: I- yes. Yes, we did. We kept in touch after 
L'manburg declared me wanted, and it got Phil in trouble. 


CRONDALE: Were you close at the time? 


CRAFT: ...Yeah. 


7. Outtakes 
Summary for the Chapter: 


It can't all be heavy questions. 


CAMERA: Sir? 


[A CROW PERCHED ON THE ARM OF THE INTERVIEW CHAIR 
TURNS TO THE CAMERA AND CAWS.] 


CAMERA: (MOVES MIC TOWARDS CROW) Sir, are you aware that 
you're a crow? 


[THE CROW TILTS ITS HEAD AT THE MIC, AND STARTS 
CHEWING ON IT.] 


CAMERA: Wait, no- 


-<>Y<>- 


[TECHNOBLADE IS BRUSHING THE MANE OF A LARGE DRAFT 
HORSE] 


[THAT’S IT. THAT’S THE FOOTAGE. ] 


-<>9Y<>- 


INNIT: (HOLDING DONUT HOLE) Do you reckon | could shove five 
of these in my mouth? 


CRAFT: Oh my gods- you are such a child. 


QUACKITY: (BACKGROUND VOICE) BET YOU CAN'T DO NINE! 


CRAFT: Don’t listen to him, please, we can’t go to the hospital for 
this- 


INNIT: I’m gonna do it. 


CRAFT: TOMMY- 


-<>Y<>- 


[QUACKITY, DOING CARD TRICKS IN FRONT OF A NERVOUS 
LOOKING MY-BELOVED.] 


-<>Y<>- 


CRAFT: (TO CROW WALKING ON HIS ARM) My name is nug-get! 
And I'm a big fat chi-cken! 


[MUFFLED LAUGHTER FROM CAMERA.] 


-<>9Y<>- 


[MANIFOLD, DY-SOOT, AND NIHACHU STARING AT A 
PARTICULARLY MOIST AND ROTUND FROG.] 


NIHACHU: You know these guys will eat slimes? 


MANIFOLD: That’s fucked up. 


DY-SOOT: His body count is in the thousands. You can tell by the 
look in his eyes. 


[FRAME ZOOMS IN AS FROG TURNS TO FACE CAMERA AND 
RIBBITS.] 


-<>Y<>- 


[MY-BELOVED SLOWLY SWIVELLING WHILE SEATED IN A 
UNICORN CHAIR.] 


[CHAIR TURNS TO FACE CAMERA. THERE IS A SMALL CHILD 
WEARING AN EYEPATCH SITTING IN MY-BELOVED’S LAP.] 


CHILD: Boo! 


-<>9Y<>- 


[DY-SOOT AND CRAFT KNEELING IN FRONT OF A FROG.] 


CRAFT: Ooh! (IN TALON) Round boy! Handsome boy! Special boy! 
Little baby boy! 


[SEVERAL CROWS PERCHED ON CRAFT’S BODY CLICK THEIR 
BEAKS EXCITEDLY.] 


DY-SOOT: Little baby man! 


[FROG SUDDENLY SHOOTS ITS TONGUE AT THE CAMERA. 
FOOTAGE STUTTERS WHILE DY-SOOT AND CRAFT ARE 
HEARD CHEERING IN THE BACKGROUND.] 


-<>Y<>- 


[CRAFT AND ADE BY A SNACK TABLE THAT’S VISIBLY 
SHAKING.] 


INNIT: They’re attacking each other’s ankles with their canes. 


MY-BELOVED: They’ve been at this for five tocks now. 


INNIT: ’'m too scared to stop them. 


QUACKITY: Don’t. You wouldn’t understand. 


-<>9Y<>- 


[VALORANT VERY LOUDLY DISMANTLING A PEARL PISTOL 
WITH RHYTHM.] 


ADE: (SINGING) | got my tickets for the long way round- two bottle 
of whiskey for the way! And | sure would like some sweet company, 
and I’m leaving tomorrow, what do you say? 


-<>9Y<>- 


[THE PROPHET FLICKING A FOLDED CANDY WRAPPER THAT 
BOUNCES OFF A WALL AND INTO A CUP GOAL POST.] 


CRONDALE: OH SHIT- 


-<>Y<>- 


[VALORANT FIRING HIS PEARL PISTOL IN RHYTHMIC 
SUCCESSION AND TELEPORTING RAPIDLY ACROSS THE 
FRAME] 


NIHACHU: (SINGING) When I’m gone... when I’m gone... you’re 
gonna miss me when I’m gone! You're gonna miss me by my walk, 


you're gonna miss me by my talk- oh, you’re sure gonna miss me 
when I'm gone! 


-<>Y<>- 


[DY-SOOT SQUIRMING WHILE CROWS PECK AT HIS HAIR AND 
CRAFT FIDGETS WITH THE DOWN ON HIS FACE.] 


DY-SOOT: (IN TALON) Grandpa- grandpa, please- 


[CRAFT MUTTERS AT DY-SOOT IN TALON AND KEEPS 
PREENING HIS FACE.] 


[DY-SOOT SIGHS AS A CROW NESTS ON TOP OF HIS HAIR.] 


-<>9Y<>- 


[TECHNOBLADE GUIDING MY-BELOVED THROUGH LOUD 
SWORD MOVEMENTS WHILE VALORANT CONTINUES TO 
RHYTHMICALLY DISASSEMBLE A GUN.] 


ADE AND NIHACHU: (TOGETHER) When I’m gone- when I’m gone- 
you're gonna miss me when I’m gone! You’re gonna miss me by my 


hair, you're gonna miss me everywhere, oh- you're gonna miss me 
when I’m gone. 


8. Regret 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(Do you blame yourself?) 


“Are you sorry?” 


-<>Y<>- 


TECHNOBLADE: As much as L’manburg needed to go- yes. That’s 
not a choice | would make again. That’s not a choice | ever want to 
make again. 


TECHNOBLADE: All acts of war are failure. No one won that day. 
We just made everyone else give up. 


-<>Y<>- 


CRAFT: I’m sorry for the people that lived there. I’m sorry for 
everyone that was hurt by L’manburg, and the fall of it. But | don’t 
know if I’m sorry that we did it. Were they ever going to stop if we 
hadn't? 


-<>9Y<>- 


PROPHET: Do you say sorry to a piece of rotten flesh when you cut 
it out of your body? 


9. A Nice Thought 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Of the past, and other things. 


“So.” Tommy crosses his arms. “Fancy seeing you around here.” 


“Yeah, it’s funny how | still exist even when it’s not convenient for 
you, Techno deadpans. 


Tommy sucks in a breath. “That's not what | meant-” 


“Then what does it mean, Tommy?” Techno wearily asks. “Because | 
really doubt it means anything good.” 


“| just... didn’t expect to see you around the main area?” Tommy 
hesitantly clarifies. “Talking to people like this, y’know? You’re a 
cagey son of a bitch, y’know that?” 


Techno snorts. “I guess it’s true that I’m not the most social kind of 
guy out there. But it’s not that | actually hate talking to people. If you 
want somebody that wants to be by himself for the next decade, go 
talk to Phil.” 


Tommy lets himself laugh a little bit. “He fucking would, wouldn’t he? 
| bet that guy would lose the next decade if we finally lost track of 
him.” 


“You joke, but that’s literally happened before.” Techno sighs. “I don't 
choose to be cagey, alright? | don’t talk because- people have 
proven they don’t want to listen. There’s no point, Tommy. It's a 
waste of my time and everyone else's.” He nods at the crew- 
Cameras, sound, the two interviewers, a phantom moblin and a 
demon talking amusedly to themselves. “These people? They want 
to listen. They brought together a lot of people because they think 
what happened is something worth listening to.” 


“| would have fucking listened,” Tommy grumbles. “If you’d actually 
said anythin’, instead of screamin’ out your lungs and _ fightin’ 
everything all the time.” 


“Did you?” Techno simply asks. “Did you really?” 


Tommy looks away, not answering. 


Techno pushes off the wall and walks away. “I’ll see you when | see 
you, Tommy.” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Why did you agree to the interviews?” Sam flatly asks. 


#001 shrugs. “It’s not like there’s anything else to do here.” 


“You've barely spoken a word since you got here,” Sam hisses. “And 
suddenly you want to pour your heart out in front of a camera? That 
doesn't add up!” 


“Maybe you’re just a shitty conversation partner,” #001 snarks. 


“What did you tell them, Hunter?” Sam presses. 


“| know you crawled through their footage,” #001 dismisses. “You 
know exactly what | said.” He smiles. “They asked if there was 
anything | wanted to say to everyone, and | asked someone to check 
on my creeper farm. What’s the harm in that?” 


-<>Y<>- 


“Phil, why did you come here?” 


Philza smiles easily at Ranboo’s question. “Well, Techno made up 
his mind to show up, so | might as well join him.” 


Ranboo squints with amusement. “Techno can’t make you do 
anything. | know. I’ve seen him try.” 


Philza’s giggle cuts off with a sharp hiccup. “It’s kind of stupid, mate. 
| just- | just hoped that with everyone that was here, there’d be 
someone to talk to. About what happened.” He watches as Techno 
ponders a waffle sandwich. “But it’s more of the same. People just 
want to move on, and no one really wants to talk about Wilbur.” 


Ranboo blinks. “Wilbur was your son, wasn’t he?” 


“Yeah,” Philza says. “He was. Have we never talked about this 
before?” 


“Probably just in passing,” Ranboo awkwardly concedes. “It’s not 
really something we ever- you never really talked about personal 
stuff with me.” 


“You're my neighbor, not my therapist,” Philza points out. “Besides, 
you didn't really know what happened and, uh- you did work with 
Tubbo and my grandson.” He laughs bitterly. “Gonna be honest, you 
looked like the kind of guy who'd spill if they started askin’ about 


” 


me. 


Ranboo almost gets offended by that. 


(Almost.) 


“Yeah, that’s fair actually,” Ranboo decides instead. “I tried too hard 
to fit in back then. | probably could have been... convinced to talk 
about things you said to me.” He coughs into his hand. “I know better 
now, obviously. Gotta stand on my own two feet. Be the only one in 
control of me. And, uh-” Ranboo wrings his hands together. “-be 
firmer about, like, who my friends are.” 


Philza’s antlers relax somewhat, rolling back against the sides of his 
head. “It’s not a bad thing, tryin’ to be friends with everyone.” 


“Yeah, but | wasn’t careful about it,” Ranboo insists. “! didn’t think 
about who people were outside of what | was doing with them, and | 
ended up hurting people’s feelings. I’m trying to be better about that 
now.” He looks down at his friend and cringes, scratching his head. 
“l- I’m sorry, Phil, you were having a moment and | made it about 


” 


me. 


Philza firmly pats Ranboo’s free hand. “We're havin’ a conversation, 
mate. It’s okay. Things go back and forth.” 


“| just-” Ranboo takes a deep breath. “Losing your son in- in that 
way. | can’t begin to imagine what that’s like- | don’t want to imagine 
what that’s like. I...” 


He trails off as he tents his hands against his head, elbows propped 
on his knees as he sits on the bench. 


“| have a son,” Ranboo whispers. “Did | ever tell you that?” 


Philza stills. “Where?” 


Ranboo laughs nervously. “Not- not in my house-” 


“Is he safe?” Philza tersely asks. “Does he need a room? Do you 
have enough food-” 


“We’re fine, Phil.” Ranboo puts his hands up, as if that might ease 
the sudden staring coming out of Philza’s wings. “I didn’t smuggle a 
kid into your house. He lives somewhere else right now, | just visit.” 


Philza blinks slowly, and Ranboo watches as he forces his wings to 
compose themselves. “Right. Of course. Sorry, mate, | don’t want to 
overstep.” 


“You're not, | promise.” Ranboo’s eyes soften. “We don’t need the 
help, but... thank you. For offering. It- it means a lot. | wasn’t asking 
for anything when | said it. Just- | get it. What you’re going through, | 
guess.” He squints with thought. “At least | get where you’re coming 
from? | haven't been a dad for very long, but it already feels like that 
kid’s half my entire world.” 


“It felt like time just fucking stopped when | held him the first time,” 
Philza murmurs. “And it stuck with me, y'know? | used to let years 
pass when | closed my eyes, but | could have grown old with that 
boy and felt every single day.” He smiles sadly. “And it would have 
been worth it.” 


“How do you get over that?” Ranboo wonders. “How do you move on 
when your entire world disappears?” 


“| don't know.” Philza leans his head into his hand, his scars pushed 
in odd angles along his cheek. “I'll get back to you if | find out.” 


Ranboo stares into Philza’s glassy eyes for as long as he can 
manage it. 


(He can never manage it for long.) 


“| hope | never find out,” Ranboo whispers. “Is that mean to say to 
you?” 


Philza closes his eyes. “No. Never. | hope you never understand.” 


They sit there on that bench for a while, saying nothing. By the time 
Ranboo gets up and comes back with two cups of chocolate, 
Philza’s had his eyes closed for so long Ranboo almost thought he 
was asleep. 


“What's his name?” Philza suddenly says, eyes still wearily shut. 
“Your son. What's his name?” 


“Michael.” Ranboo sits down and puts one cup on the table in front of 
them. “Maybe you could meet him someday.” 


“Hmm. Maybe | could.” Philza takes the cup from the table. “That 
might be nice.” 
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Summary: 


A pearl is a scab. A pearl is a pretty thing, built on top of hurt and 
infection. 


Quackity can't bury what built Las Nevadas, no matter how hard he 
tries. 


On Pearly Soames 
Author's Note: 


This work requires the context of the previous books in the 
series. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


“What are you afraid of, Schlatt?” Quackity suddenly asks one day. 


Schlatt snorts loudly. “Gods, that’s a breakfast conversation.” 


Quackity whirls around, an accusing finger pointed at his boyfriend. 
“And don't say some stupid shit like, oh no, the cricket flour came to 
life!” 


“That actually would be terrifying, though,” Schlatt insists anyways. 
“Can you imagine?” 


Quackity blinks, paused in thought. “Shit, you’re right.” He loudly 
shuts the cabinet. “Okay, okay, the implications of animal based food 


randomly regaining sentience aside-” 


“Y’know, normal Starsday shit-” 


“-what random thing keeps you up at night?” Quackity finishes. 


“lam... afraid,” Schlatt starts, “I’m terrified of the day- y’know how 
there’s like, a day?” 


Quackity raises his eyebrows. 


“Y’know- y’know- you play poker for the /ast day,” Schlatt vaguely 
continues. “Y’know? And you don’t know- you don’t know when 
you're walking away from that, that’s the last day. Or like- you don’t 
know the last time you’re gonna say goodbye to a friend over the 
phone, that’s the last time you’re ever gonna see ‘em.” 


“So...” Quackity falls into his chair and pushes back into the table. 
“Like, you're worried that every time you see someone, it might be 
the last time?” 


“Well, yeah,” Schlatt admits as he eats a waffle with his bare hooves, 
“But also, | have a huge ego-” 


Quackity snickers. 


“So I’m gonna make it- how can | make it about me?” Schlatt taps an 
idle rhythm against the table. “That my- that my name, or anything 
I’ve worked on, my effect on the world will be referenced for the last 
time. At some point.” 


Quackity stares at him in silence. 


“And then for eternity onwards, no one ever utters you, or thinks 
about you, or consumes anything you've ever made, and that's it,” 
Schlatt surmises. “Then you’re- then you're done. Then you've 
disappeared.” 


“Wow,” Quackity lamely says. 


Schlatt smiles darkly. “Put that in your pipe and smoke it.” 


Quackity giggles nervously. “Il was gonna say | was afraid of those 
guys from the Skyblock tourneys randomly chasing me through the 
woods, but now | feel kind of stupid.” 


Schlatt barks out a harsh laugh. “What, Technoblade’s gonna chase 
you through the woods?” 


“If he did, I'd die!” Quackity defends. “I’m like a scrawny duck 
compared to that guy!” His smile trails off as he runs his talons over 
his hair. “But holy shit. That was fucking heavy, man.” 


“All your loved ones, all your lineage that you helped to create, never 
even fucking think about you.” Schlatt stares up at the ceiling. “Can 
you imagine?” 


-<>9Y<>- 


When Jebidiah Schlatt dies, his widowed husband destroys all his 
things. Everything they ever owned together died with Wilbur's last 
symphony, and Quackity destroyed the ruins that remained. 


But he couldn't destroy the memories, no matter how hard he tried. 


...He couldn't even destroy their wedding gift. 


It wasn’t anything fancy. (Neither of them could afford fancy.) It was 
just a single pearl. 


A small, well-worn pearl that Schlatt had poured his entire life’s 
magic into, and then some. 


Spirits, we’re supposed to get stronger as we age. Have a bigger 
reserve for magic. But, uh- well, I’m basically cardboard, so | have to 
spit out of the magic | have so | don’t fuckin’ explode. But | figured, 
hey, twenty odd years has to count for something, right? 


One of these days, let’s plant this thing in the ground, and I'll show 
you what a real wedding looks like. 


And then he didn’t. 


Because he died. 


And Quackity can’t bring himself to forget about the bastard. 


He buys out a snowy plot of land in the middle of nowhere. He’s too 
paranoid to do anything less. He rides out to the middle on 
horseback, takes out a shovel, and buries Schlatt’s last gift into the 
ground, as deep and tightly packed as he can. 


And Quackity couldn’t have known, when he did, that the god of his 
world was dead. He couldn’t have known that God was dead. But 
most of all, he couldn’t have known that Schlatt really did love him, in 
the end. 


He'd forgotten, you see. He patched his broken heart with drugs and 
alcohol, with brief chases of power, with two new wedding rings. He 
stapled himself back together and convinced himself that his grief 
was nothing more than anger, anger at having been tricked. Because 
how could his husband have loved him, and died such a terrible 
man? 


(How could Quackity stand it, if he had?) 


But the god of this land is dead, and Quackity buried the total sum of 
another man’s love for him into the ground, a seed of creation in 
unclaimed soil. 


And the cold snow began to turn into desert sand. Frozen rivers 
slowly turn into decorated beaches. The bare ground is covered in 
wide roads, and those roads are dotted with theatres, with fountains, 
with lush gardens and dining, punctuated by tall, high-rise buildings 
that seemed to scream luxury from every rooftop. 


Quackity walks through this new mirage in a dumbfounded haze, 
staring at all these phantom impressions of joyful crowds walking 
alongside him on that same road, eating good food and playing 
thrilling games. Just out of the way of the gardens, there’s a white 
bridged pavilion just big enough to be a wedding chapel. 


He watches the ghostly image of Schlatt in a blue suit get down on 
one knee and propose to- to him. To Quackity- younger, brighter, 


face unburdened with the scar now carving out his left eye and 
wearing a white suit as he laughs with delight. 


Gods. That poor, poor bastard. He never saw it coming. 


Quackity steels his breath and goes to take the place of his younger 
self. 


Schlatt’s image shifts as he looks up. 


“Fuck you,” Quackity spits out. “You’ve been dead for almost eight 
fucking months.” 


His hands curl into fists. 


“I- ’'ve got two fiances, did you know that?” Quackity nudges his 
necklace out from under his buttoned shirt, revealing the two 
wedding rings he keeps snug on his chest. “Karl and Sapnap. You 
wouldn't know them. You weren't there. But they make me happy, 
okay? I’ve been doing so good these days.” His voice wavers. “I 
should be doing so good these days. So why...” 


Quackity feels angry tears pooling in the wreckage of his eye socket, 
spilling out unevenly against the glass underneath his eyepatch. 


“Why do you get to pull something like this?” he sobs. “Why can’t | 
just move on without you?” 


The image of Schlatt stares at the wedding rings hanging from 
Quackity’s shaking grasp. He stands up, puts his hands in his 
pockets, and he smiles. He smiles, gaze full of fondness and a deep, 
terrible sadness. 


(It’s the smile he wore when he said he wanted to live through their 
first anniversary.) 


...And then he was gone. 


Leaving Quackity at that makeshift altar with nothing but a fallen 
bouquet of roses and two wedding rings. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Sam stares at the artificial desert city with wide eyes. “When the hell 
did you build all this?” 


“Eh.” Quackity shifts his brown wings. “It came to me in a dream. 
Might as well see it through, right?” He walks into the street. “I think 


it’s got promise. It just needs a bit of polishing. A few extra buildings. 
You can sort that out, right? I'll even give you a cut of the profits.” 


Sam frowns. “I'll look into it. But how are you gonna get people to 
show up? No one knows this Is here.” 


“We'll make them know!” Quackity insists. “Pave some good roads, 
throw in a solid eyecatcher. Like, | don’t know, a sign.” He grins. “A 
big glowing sign, right on the entrance to the city. You could see it 
shining from a kiloblock away.” 


“You got a name to stick on that sign?” 


Quackity hums. “Well. Las Nevadas kind of has a nice ring to it, don’t 
you think?” 


-<>Y<>- 


Las Nevadas is a desert mirage. 


Smooth roads, beautiful lights, shining casinos. The streets crawl 
with night life, and every door beckons people to get lost inside. Its 
hotel scrapes the sky, sprawling food courts and pool tables lining its 
belly, its open entrances perfectly directed to more food, more pools, 
more drugs, more gambling. The machines of Las Nevadas are 


large, bright, sprawling. Every piece of money inserted in them is a 
spectator sport in its own right. 


That beautiful, beautiful city. 


A desert in the snow. A carnival day struck against the night. 


(No one can ever quite remember what they lost there.) 


An elytron man in a white suit adjusts the pearl pinned against his 
lapel as he places a vase of roses on his table for one. He toasts the 
empty seat across from him as the fireworks color the sky outside his 
window. 


“Happy anniversary, dumbass. | hope you stay buried ‘til the day | 
die.” 
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Summary: 


You see, it was never a matter of weakness. The ones that resisted 
first, they were the ones who were tangled the deepest in the end. 


1. And Be Loving, 


Author's Note: 
This is a book in a chronological series. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


Ponk is a very scientific individual, all things considering. 


...Perhaps scientific isn’t the right word. 


Ponk is a very innovative sort of person. 


Ponk did not become the head doctor of Lemon City by being 
traditional or conventional. Convention can be reserved for the other 
doctors- the ones that answer to her. As for herself, she much 
prefers the strange. The strangest medical cases. The oddest 
injuries. The most eccentric methods in need of further study. This 
recent infection of blood vines marring the server is no different. 


She’s glad, of course, that the Royal House finally put out those 
stricter laws for food standards, public gatherings, and the like. 
Those are all good things. Those are all necessary things in any sort 
of plague times. 


But this is no ordinary plague, is it? The Crimson is not a disease, 
not in the technical sense. The Crimson is an invasive poison, and 
continuing to treat it like a viral infection won't work forever. 
Unfortunately, in order to narrow down what it is- or how to stop it- 
further study is required. 


That's why Ponk has a contained sample sitting in her lab. 


She stole it from the heart of the plant colony. A simple cutting, 
plucked right under the watchful eyes of the infected themselves. 
She had to be a bit deceptive to do it, putting red contacts in her 
eyes to pass as one of them, but it worked, didn’t it? 


All proper precautions have been taken, of course. Her mask and lab 
coat are always thoroughly blessed, and the sample sits in a sealed 
terrarium, only opened for the briefest moment to pluck some 
material for experimentation. Ripped away from its larger, more 
threatening whole, the red and gold plant is practically harmless. 


Almost kind of cute. 


She does have to admit, though, maybe she’s not as focused on 
totally eradicating the thing as she should be. Having catalogued the 
symptoms the plant produces, it... may not be entirely harmful. 


A plant that can stabilize mood and pain could have a lot of medical 
applications. 


Certainly not now, not as is. There’s far too many side effects to 
justify therapeutic uses in its current state- the addictiveness is 
alarming, and those auditory hallucinations are another concerning 
thing to grapple with. 


She'll need to do more study before she considers anything else. 


Study, study, study. That’s all every spare hand in this city has been 
put to- study and treat this horrid epidemic. Ponk hardly gets a 
moment to herself. 


And any moment she does, it’s spent alone. 


Sam was so happy when he got commissioned to build that prison. 
Ponk remembers late-night dinners where he excitedly gushed over 
the new security systems he would get to test- as well as his future 
job security being the new warden of this Pandora’s Vault. Sam had 
promised that he would hire other guards, that he would only check 
in occasionally to make sure the system was working. 


But after the prison opened to the public, Ponk can count the amount 
of times she’s seen Sam since then on one hand. And even when 
she does? Prisoner #007 this, cell block #2 that, Guard #3 handled 
such and such, and on and on and on. The only time he stops being 
the Warden is when he passes out on the couch, too exhausted to 
clean up the remains of whatever leftovers he snatches out of the 
fridge. 


And Ponk understands. Really, she does. He’s been saddled with an 
important job, and it’s taking more out of him than he expected. She 
understands. But Ponk has an important job, too! That doesn’t mean 
she makes it her entire life. She hangs up Head Doctor the moment 
that coat makes it to the rack. 


But it’s fine! It’s fine. Things won’t be like this forever. This is just 
an... adjustment period. Sam just hasn’t balanced his workload yet. 
He'll get better at it. Just the other day, he took a day off! 


To spend time with a lady friend who visited from out of town. 
Without telling Ponk about it. And... everyone else who talked about 
it calling it a cute date. 


It’s- it’s fine. It’s not like that. If it was like that, Ponk would know. 


Right? 


But what if she’s not right? What if Sam really has had free time and 
just... doesn’t spend any of it with her? And it’s not fair to think like 
that, but she doesn’t know what else fo think! Now that she’s thought 
it, she doesn't know how to make it stop. 


She just misses him. She just wants to stop thinking all these awful 
things. 


She just wants to calm down. 


...ohe did want to test if the blood vines could work as a mood 
stabilizer. It won’t even be that much. 


Just one little snip. 


2. Be Loyal, 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Just for a little while, and it'll be done. 


(They all said that, at first.) 


It’s been awful work cleaning up after Lagos’ arrest. 


Punz has to crawl through every meeting place, every hiding spot, 
every base they ever used. No stone could be left unturned, no 
evidence of their association left behind. They’d ask Ranboo for 
help, but there’s never any telling if Ranboo will remember enough to 
freak out or not. Besides, as much as Lagos hung out with Ranboo, 
Punz is- Punz is pretty sure Ranboo’s a teenager, and a dad on top 
of that. 


They're not going to go poking that bear trap any more than they 
have to. 


And there’s bigger problems to deal with. Like the blood vines that 
have been crawling up Punz’s tower like a damn weed in their 
absence. 


They sigh, already internally bemoaning the soulfire they'll need to 
build outside in order to cauterize the growth... and the person 
hiding in their tower that they'll need to stab, because blood vines 
suddenly growing in the place while they weren't there screams 
either sabotage or squatters. 


Punz finds neither. Instead, they find a small ramlin-looking child 
tracking red seeds through their house, a red-eyed smile hiding 
under an off-center Dreamweaver mask that’s wreathed with blood 
vine flowers. 


God damn it. 


Punz hates it when there’s kids involved. 


“Hey.” They nudge the little boy lightly with their foot. “Get the fuck 
out of here. This isn’t a good place to stay.” 


The boy only giggles, taking Punz’s hand, and they feel the electric 
spike of wild magic. 


“What the hell are you?” Punz mutters. 


“Pieces,” a voice whispers behind him. 


Punz whirls around, knife in their hand, coming face to face with a 
woman wearing another Dreamweaver mask. The jagged cloak 
settling over her shoulders does nothing to hide her toned arms and 
sturdy legs- or the small horns budding out of her blond hair, the 
same way Lagos’ did before he was locked away. 


“Pieces,” Punz repeats. “Of what?” 


“You know what,” she insists. “You’ve been by his side the whole 
time.” 


“The Dreamweaver,” Punz slowly says. “You’re his missing pieces.” 


“Some of them, at least.” 


Punz twirls their knife. “So if | just killed you now, his power could 
return to him.” 


The woman laughs. “You would only shatter him more. We cannot be 
fixed without help.” 


Punz tilts their head, stowing away their weapon. “But it can be fixed. 
That’s what you’re saying, right?” 


“Of course,” The boy giggles. “But it’s not as simple as getting us 
back together. We need help.” 


“A binding substance.” The woman takes off her mask, revealing the 
red overtaking her once green eye, another rose tucked behind her 
ear. “Of sorts.” 


“Uh-huh.” Punz steps back. “And you're giving me a sales pitch 
about it... why, exactly?” 


The boy points at Punz. “You found the one with all the secrets!” 


“Our memories.” The woman’s smile twists into a smirk. “And well- 
we trust you. We all will trust you.” 


Punz frowns. “And what? You're alright with just- meshing back 
together? Turning into something else?” 


“Don't play dumb,” the woman flatly says. “You know that’s not how it 
is.” 


“We’re not people!” the boy cheerfully says. “We don’t have souls or 
lives to live, just empty parts of a shattered whole.” He snorts, 


counting seeds in his hand. “We all know it! Even yours. He was 
maaaaaaaad when he found out killing us just makes it worse!” 


“He- what?” Punz’s expression stutters. “Who else did Lagos kill?” 


“Himself!” The boy laughs. “Who else would he kill?” 


“And now we need him and that cursed book he’s keeping in his 
brain.” The woman rolls her eyes. “Either way, he needs us, too. 
Surely you’ve seen how much worse he’s gotten, even before he 
was locked away. If he keeps it up, he’s not going to last much 
longer. Either his body will break, or he will.” 


“And if he breaks, we all will. We'll all just-” The boy throws his seeds 
into the air. “Aaaaaah! Break! Never ever to be fixed! Even the big 
one that thinks it’s still a god is gonna break! Won't that be fun?” 


“You don’t want us to break, do you, our true friend?” The woman 
grabs his hands, squeezing them ever too tightly. “We don't want to 
break.” 


“And you've gotten yourself tangled in those blood vines to do it,” 
Punz quietly points out. 


“Just for a little while,” the woman insists, “until it puts us back 
together, and then we'll be done! We'll be whole again. We'll all be 
free.” 


“We'll burn it alive!” the boy adds. 


“You care about Lagos, don’t you?” the woman presses. “Wouldn't 
you want him to be happy? Wouldn’t you want him to be whole 
again?” 


“Of course | do,” Punz hears themself say. 


When did this stop being a job? When did Punz start giving a shit 
about anyone else but themself? They turned to the hunt because it 
was the one job where no one would ask them to care. Where no 
one would demand noble bearing or moral questions with answers 
that no one would ever feel satisfied by. 


Hadn’t Lagos been more of the same, once? There was a time when 
the Dreamweaver’s Prophet had been nothing to Punz beyond a 
particularly consistent coin purse. 


When was the last time Lagos had to pay for Punz’s time? 


(When was the last time Punz had actually held out their hand and 
asked to be paid at all?) 


“So, you'll help us?” The woman lets go of his hands. 


“|...” Punz takes a deep breath. “| am a hunter. You knew | was a 
hunter. If you came to me, there’s a job you want me to do.” 


The boy offers up the reddish seeds. “Have a bite?” 


Punz lifts up a handful of seeds. “This will help you?” they skeptically 
confirm. 


“It will help you listen. It will Know what to do.” 


God damn it. The shit Punz puts themselves through to get the job 
done. 


Punz bites down on a seed and watches the world turn red. 


3. And Above All Things, Have Devotion. 
Summary for the Chapter: 


You are tired of being angry. (You want to let it out.) 


To be honest, Philza’s not really sure how he got here. 


Well, that’s not quite true. He knows exactly how he got here. He 
looks up and sees the sheer drop he just climbed down from to 
intrude in this hollowed-out cave space. But he doesn’t quite 
remember why he did it. 


He’d been with Fundy, hadn’t he? Fundy and Ranboo. They were- 
they were just out in central spawn. Fundy had mentioned that his 
old dreamon hunter camp was mobilizing again to combat the blood 
vine epidemic, that he’d been called back to help them do research. 
They'd run into an infected player- some poor catlin bastard- who'd 
tried to push Fundy down to where the roots of it were. Philza and 
Ranboo used a water charm to pull Fundy out. Philza had looked 
down the hole and seen some redstone veins in the rock, so he 
climbed down and- 


There might be a bit of a gap right there in terms of what happened. 
Had Philza simply jumped down here? Or had he come back later, 
on his own? Surely he wasn't that bird brained to come back to an 
infected cave on the grounds that he might have seen something 
shiny. 


No, no. Something’s called him here, hasn't it? 


...He may as well answer. 


Philza leans towards the wall and touches one of the bleeding vines 
crawling on its surface, tentatively scoring it with his talons. 


And what’s this? A high, gentle voice hisses, dry and crackling like 
dead leaves. A crow, hunting for scraps? 


“Sure, mate.” Philza’s antlers click forward. “I'll guess you’re the 
thing that lives in these vines.” 


Sure, the Crimson parrots back. Why are you here, Death’s 
Angel? Come to test your strength to mine? 


“Not really,” Philza bluntly admits. “I just wanted to see what the fuss 
was all about.” 


A fuss? Is that all? The Crimson’s leaves shake with something like 
laughter. Your hubris knows no end, Angel. If you knew better, 
you would at least try to stop me. 


“From what?” Philza raises an eyebrow. “Exhausting your hosts and 
going back to sleep after starving yourself within the decade?” 


I’ve done a good deal more than that, Angel. You know this. 


Philza inclines his head slowly with thought. “If | am asked to kill you, 
| will. But there’s really no need, is there? You're like a disease,” he 
surmises. “A strange disease, but still- a disease, maybe a plague at 
best. You'll turn into something your hosts can survive, or you'll run 
your course. | don’t need to fuck around and find out.” 


Then why are you here, Angel? I’m rather curious. 


Philza shrugs. “People have been sayin’ you talk. | wanted to hear 
what you have to say.” 


| seem to have a talent for knowing what people want, the 
Crimson offers. And they seem to find it, one way or another, 
under my guidance. 


“Oh, is that so?” Philza smiles, beak sharp and jagged against the 
scars cutting into his mouth. “Then what does the Angel of Death 
want, more than anything? What do you think it desires that you 
could give?” 


Vengeance. 


Philza stills. 


“’m tired of being angry,” he finally says. “I don’t- | don’t want to 
waste myself on something like that.” 


You are tired of forgiving, the Crimson presses. You are tired of 
living through actions in need of forgiveness. 


Philza laughs grimly. “I’m always tired. Try again.” 


You are tired, yes, the Crimson concedes. You’re rather old for a 
god, aren’t you? And you have seen many things. Things that 
you will run out of patience to forgive. 


“| love too much to do anything else, I’m afraid,” Philza refutes. “You 
know what they say about bleedin’ hearts.” 


You love too much. But your wings have always been selfish for 
you, haven’t they? 


Philza feels Benihime’s current stiffen along his spine. 


Red princess, wings of Angels, the Crimson croons, you have 
never forgiven them, have you? You have never forgotten their 
sting. 


Benihime’s words are stilted as its thoughts fill the forefront of the 
Angel's mind. 


“My anger- our anger- won't protect us from what’s already 
happened.” Its wings curl around Philza’s body. “I've tried. It just 
hurts him more.” 


But you want to, the Crimson presses. You want to be angry. 


“Grandpa!” Fundy shouts down the tunnel. “Grandpa, can you hear 
me?” 


Your little boy, the Crimson teases. How many times have you 
dreamed of tearing him apart for what he’s done to you and 
your Angel? 


“It was just a thought!” Benihime nervously dismisses. “Phil wouldn't 
do something like that, /- | wouldn’t do something like that.” 


But you thought about it. 


“That doesn’t mean | want to do that! And- and even if | did, what 
then?” A despairing laugh. “It would only break his heart. He loves 
too much.” 


The fact still remains that your desire is different than his. A 
pause. Or rather, his desire to act is different than yours. 


Benihime squints suspiciously. “Yes. That’s the point of the two of us 
being different.” 


But it seems he wants just the same as you. It is only his 
bleeding heart that stays his hand, his desire to soothe his 
loneliness. 


Benihime’s tail lashes irritably. “And | should judge who does and 
doesn't deserve his trust?” 


You are the one who says these things, the Crimson coyly points 
out. Not I. You really are a selfish thing, aren’t you? 


“I’m supposed to be selfish,” Benihime spits. “We need me to be.” 


And now his selflessness prevents your selfishness from 
protecting him. 


Benihime stills. 


| could change his heart to make room for your selfishness, the 
Crimson offers. Let his love be pruned to foster your anger. 


“But would he want it?” Benihime whispers. 


He would understand. The blood vines around the Angel of Death 
curl threateningly. Of course, | could just let him find out instead, 
without changing his heart in the slightest. What would he think 
of your horrid, needless thoughts then, | wonder? 


“..You couldn't.” 


Are you willing to take that chance? the Crimson challenges. Are 
you willing to test that your Angel will not think your hatred is 
not worth your protection? Your value? Your bond? 


“Grandpa!” Fundy’s jagged mop of red hair appears through the 
vines. “There you are.” 


“Hhh-” Benihime takes a ragged breath. “ Hi, mate.” 


“You weren't answering,” Fundy continues. “I thought something had 
happened.” 


He moves closer, arms open as if daring to offer a hug. 


Let me guide your hand, the Crimson encourages. Let us take our 
revenge. It is your desire, red princess. It quiets to a whisper. No 
one will miss him, regardless. 


It could kill him. No one would notice. (No one except Philza.) But 
that can be changed. (Should it be changed?) 


And no one would know- | WOULD KNOW- Just do it- IT CAN’T- / 
HATE HIM, | HATE HIM | HATE HIM 1 HATE HIM | love him you love 
him YOU LOVE HIM, YOU CANT, 


YOU CAN’T- YOU DON’T HAVE A CHOICE, HE’LL BREAK YOU 
AGAIN IF YOU DON’T- 


“Hey- hey-” The sound of snapping fingers. “Grandpa, can you hear 
me right now?” 


It would be so easy. He wouldn't even fight back. 


And what a pity, that the Angel’s wings had tried to soften the blade 
of its feathers. To turn away from the blood and death that was 
always the Angel’s calling. Fundy could have been immortal, had it 
stayed its hand, it would have been a SHAME. IT WOULD HAVE 
BEEN A TRAGEDY TO HAVE NEVER KNOWN OUR LADY’S 
FACE. HIS FATHER NEVER GOT THE CHANCE, AFTER ALL. 


Benihime lets out a high pitched giggle. “H-h-hi, mate.” Its hand curls 
painfully around the handle of its sword cane. “Hi, mate.” 


Fundy frowns. “Are you okay? You look kind of out of it.” 


It’s such a warm thought, isn’t it? Warm and soft, muddling the edges 
of the mind like frayed strands of cotton. So, so warm. (So, so tired.) 


SHUT. 


Benihime blinks. There’s a Chatters on its shoulder. 


SHUT THE FUCK UP, Chatters clacks again. 


SHUT IT 

GET OUT 

AYYY I'M WALKING HERE 

L+YOU’RE A FUCKING PLANT+RATIO 
RATIO 

RATIO 
T71 (77 777777 

RATIO 

OURNAOURNAOURNAOURNA 


The incessant chatter of a thousand thousand crows floods 
Benihime’s mind. The haze subsides. The only voices left are 
nothing but what belongs to the Angel of Death, and all the burdens 
that implies. 


“What's that, vines?” Benihime loudly says. “You want me to murder 
everyone?” It laughs caustically. “Aw, that’s silly. Aw, you’re- you're 
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jokin’. 


Fundy sputters. “Oh my gods, don’t pull a prank on me like that! 
Jeez!” 


“It's so true,” Benihime insists, feeling Philza slowly be resummoned 
by its playfulness. “It's shoutin’ s/urs at me!” Philza’s feet stomp 
mockingly on the roots beneath his talons. “For shame, sir, for 
shame!” 


“Plants can’t shout slurs!” Fundy confusedly shouts. 


“This one bloody well can!” The Angel rocks back and forth on his 
feet. “| don’t care for it.” 


Fundy tries to give a reassuring smile. “W-why don't we just get out 
of here? Then there will be no more slur shouting trees?” 


“That makes sense.” The Angel of Death blinks. “Gods knows why 
the fuck | was even down here.” 


Fundy offers his hand, and the Angel takes it. Wide eyespots glare at 
the receding blood vines as they leave. 


Fly away, Angel, red princess, the Crimson mocks one last time. 
Pretend to be everything you are not. Friend, husband, father, 
brother. | fed you nothing. Your thoughts are your own. 


The Angel clicks his sword out of his cane, and forces it back into 
place. 


You, Angel, are a beast, pretending that the ability to choose 
who holds your leash is what makes you good. But as for you, 
princess. You may have been grand, once, but you are nothing 
more than a selfish pair of broken wings. 


| can’t wait for him to realize it. 


The Angel of Death flicks its thumb, clicking its sword out from its 
cane. Then back again. 


Back and forth. Back and forth. 


(By the time Fundy points out Philza’s clicking his cane like that, he 
can’t remember why he’s doing it.) 
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Anarchism was not a calling. It did not give them purpose, it did not 
save them from their suffering. But maybe- just maybe- it taught 
them that they deserved better. 


Niki, Ranboo, and the long road to being radicalized. 


1. Food Shy 
Author's Note: 
This work assumes you've read the previous parts of the series. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
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the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
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Nikis face sours as she sees who approaches. “Great. Someone 
thought | needed training.” 


The piglin general shrugs. “Well, you said it, not me.” 


The general- for Niki refuses to name this man, even in her own 
mind- is a curious puzzle. A piglin walking around in the Overworld 
where others of his like would Rot, and long enough that his Script 
carries no Khorsh accent. 


“Wilbur says you’ve fought before,” the general offers. 


“| led a battalion in the last war,” Niki concedes. “But that was just 
support. Medical and potion work.” 


The general grunts impassively. “Any long term conflict comes down 
to better supplies. Don’t put yourself down for not getting blood on 
your hands.” 


“Do you put yourself down for getting blood on yours?” Niki brashly 
asks. 


It’s a mistake to say something like that, and she knows it. But the 
general doesn’t look angry at the question. He pauses, head tilted 
with actual thought, as if the borderline accusation was worth 
weighing in his mind. 


“’m not ashamed of my past,” the general decides, “just ‘cus that 
kind of thinking never really helps anyone. But it’s not a good past. | 
don't like repeating it.” 


Niki stares up at the underground ceiling of Pogtopia. “And here we 
are anyway.” 


“Yeah. Here we are.” The general sharply cracks his sturdy neck. 
“Anyways, I’m not gonna mansplain how to throw potions or shoot 
guns. If you didn’t already know how to do that, you’d be dead. So 
let's just check in on your melee combat and see what we have to 
work with from there.” 


Niki almost smiles. “Can’t do medical if you’re dead.” 


“Damn right.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Brother, what’s my name? My name is... 
(Our Lady of the Underground!) 
Brother, what’s my name? My name Is... 


(Our lady of the upside down!) 


Niki groans discontentedly into her blankets as someone’s morning 
radio bounces off the walls of the underground city. 


Well, ‘morning’. There’s no sun to greet anyone down here. Time is 
strange, in its own way, in this world without day or night. People get 
up at the oddest times, and the only people who have to give a fuck 
about daylight is anyone going up to trade with the surface or getting 
their doctor mandated sun quota. 


Sun quota. Good gods. It makes them sound like they're living in 
some dreadful post-apocalypse, scuttling in a dark trench like rats. 


Maybe they are, after a fashion. 


It’s not just L’manburg’s destruction that has people fleeing 
underground. The worsening Crimson epidemic has triggered an all- 
new exodus of people fleeing to places they hope the blood vines 
cannot reach- whether it be the northern snow or the deep caverns 
underground. This once small group of temporary refugees now has 
to figure out how to stretch food, water, electricity in a place nearing 
full capacity, and people are talking of expanding deeper. 


People are starting to ask who's in charge. 


People are starting to assume who's in charge. 


...People are starting to think that person’s Niki. 


“| just don't get it!” Niki angrily tears apart a baked potato. “I already 
do enough, why should / be in charge of anything?” 


“Maybe is that you do so much,” Shy offers. “Is like you care 
everyone.” 


Shy is one of the many new residents of the Underground, but they 
aren't exactly another face in the crowd- they’re an enderman, a free 
enderman at that. Not quite a new phenomena, but the amount of 


disoriented, vaguely amnesiac, and suspiciously green eyed 
endermen wandering into civilization has been going up as of late. 


“It's not like | want to spend all day fixing furnaces and crossing 
wires,” Niki complains. “But someone has to. It’s better than hanging 
around depressed all day, anyways.” A pause. “Also, you're eating 
the potatoes wrong. You’re supposed to put the butter on the potato, 
not eat it separately.” 


Shy pauses from sticking another slice of butter in their mouth. “Oh. 
Oh, that makes much more sense.” They move the knife onto the 
potato, watching the butter melt into the soft flesh with detached 
interest. “I don’t understand human food.” 


“Surely you had some kind of endermen cooking,” Niki insists. 


Shy squints uncertainly. “Very long time ago, maybe. But mostly, 
haunt just eat whatever they can find. Time to cook is time to get hurt 
by, ah- EO3 O2/U hO+. Stay too long, you die.” They tilt their head 
down, taking in the sad look on Niki’s face. “Is not like that now. | am 
free! | can learn bake potato.” 


Niki hums with thought. “The Ades were doing baking classes, 
weren't they?” 


“Yes, Ade family! Is bird and cow and, ah- goat. But wrong. 
Different? They teach food.” Shy balances their spoonful of potato 
awkwardly, moving it towards their outstretched mandibles. “Cow is 
Lemon Ade, say that Niki Ninachu also bake food in time ago, and 
now you do not. You stop?” 


“Well- | still can, ” Niki corrects. “If | want to. But | don’t. | just- | spent 
so long making food | could barely even afford to eat, because other 
people kept taking everything | had. There’s too many bad memories 
now.” 


“You make no food because you are afraid everyone else take your 
food?” Shy points their spoon in Niki’s face. “But then you have no 
food anyways. Only one who starves is you.” 


“At least if | starved, that would be my choice,” Niki quietly says. 
“And not something other people made me do for them.” 


“Okay. You starve,” Shy harshly allows. “You live in safe place, 
surround by food always. You are lucky, have so much you can 
choose to starve. So lucky, and for what?” 


Niki looks down at her plate in shame. 


“She thinks her life not hard enough?” Shy asks. “Does not earn to 
eat?” They makes a harsh spitting noise with their mandibles. “Feh. 


No one earns. Only eat. Is cruel to your food to say you are not good 
enough.” 


“You're right,” Niki quietly says. “I’m sorry. With the things you've 
been through, | must sound so selfish.” Her callused hands curl into 
fists. “I’m just- | don’t know if | can take it, the next time someone 
takes something out of my hands.” 


“Then don’t share,” Shy bluntly instructs. “Eat faster. Can’t take if you 
give them nothing.” 


Niki laughs lightly. “I guess that’s one way to do it.” 


“You take care of yourself. And then my good friend Niki will always 
be full. Very good things!” A squinting smile pushes into Shy’s green 
eyes. “And | will make so many potato. With butter and honey.” 


Niki snorts. “What is it with you endermen and honey? | swear you 
put it on everything.” 


“Good with everything!” Shy insists. “Like potato. Potato is... god 
perfect apple. Straight from the dirt.” 


“You sound like someone | know,” Niki teases. “He had the biggest 
potato farm I’d ever seen.” 


“Sounds like a good man!” 


Niki’s smile trails off. “Maybe he is. | never really knew.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Yoooooooooooo, Niki. 


l’'d’ve stopped by, but | didn’t feel like it. Besides, it’s not like anyone 
was gonna tell me where you live in this cave commune, and | only 
really showed up to drop off a little gift for you in your city’s post 
office. 


The last time we talked, you asked about any other sources 
concerning anarchism- you know, sources that aren't me. First off, 
ouch. Second of all, that’s the kind of critical thinking | love to see, 
and | happen to keep several comprehensive texts on the subject. 


So here | am, formally lending you Pétr Kropotkin’s The Conquest of 
Bread. It’s not the most exciting read, but it’s comprehensive, and | 
figured you’d appreciate something by a human author. Sorry | took 
so long getting around to it- | was re-reading the book to make sure it 
still held up, and so | wouldnt be lost if you asked any questions. 


When you're done- or want to discuss- I’ve left a small compass that 
will take you where you need to go. Consider this an open invitation. 
| look forward to wherever your thoughts take you from here, and 
getting to know whoever you turn into in the process. 


-Techno (Blade) 


2. Let Them Eat Cake 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Ranboo has a good day! 


A quick recap of what’s been going on with Techno lately. 


Basically, a government got in the way of him and Philza, so they 
blew it up. Now they’re chilling in the north with this guy called 
Ranboo- but as time goes by, Techno’s starting to realize that there’s 
something different about his new neighbor. 


First off, Ranboo doesn't really melt in water the way normal 
endermen do. Technoblade, Emperor Snow, the general of a 
thousand battles, failed to register this until they were literally 
clearing out an infested ocean monument together. (He needs to 
stop forgetting to eat his chocolate chips.) 


But better late than never, he supposes. There is, after all, no time 
like the present. And no such thing as stupid questions. 


Though Techno will admit, at least to himself, that being underwater 
isn't exactly a great conversation environment, even with good water 
breathing enchantments. 


“Oh, by the way.” Techno slides his sword out of a guardian’s single 
glaring eye and starts hauling the corpse by its tail. “Ranboo, there’s 
been something I’m meaning to ask you.” 


Ranboo swims up a crack in the ceiling. “Yeah. What's up?” 


“You're like, part enderman, right?” 


Ranboo hums distractedly, swerving away from the long spikes of 
another fallen guardian. 


Techno squints. “And aren't endermen, like- terribly, terribly allergic 
to water?” 


Ranboo blinks. “Oh, yeah, no! It’s fine. | have armor on.” 


Ah. Waterprot. That makes sense. “Oh, | was hoping you would stare 
at me for three ticks and then start screamin’ and get out of the 
water, like-” Techno chuckles. “-like it doesn’t hurt you until you 
realize it.” 


Philza cackles from The Charon’s deck as Ranboo screams with 
mock terror, watching the two of them climb up with a relaxed smile 


on his face. His gauntlet-laden hands easily steady the guardian as 
Techno throws it overboard, crows quickly surrounding the corpse to 
chip at the prismarine skin. 


Ranboo rocks awkwardly on his feet as he watches Techno dry 
himself off. “Speaking of endermen,” he casually starts, “do you 
wanna see something cool?” 


Philza turns away from the butcher work of his crows, pointing a 
talon towards Ranboo. “Oh, you’re gonna be freaked out by this, 
Techno. It’s not natural.” 


Techno watches Ranboo scoop up some of the grass that huddles 
with the poison flowers overgrowing on Philza’s ship, holding the 
perfectly intact dirt in the air above his wide palms. That wouldn’t be 
too strange- endermen have tactile telekinesis, so it would make 
sense if Ranboo did the same. 


The strange part is the way the grassy soil in Ranboo’s hands starts 
to change shape, coiling and curling in on itself like a snake. The 
grass itself blooms with dandelions and clover. 


This solid chunk of dirt is acting more fluid than sand. 


It’s acting like a piece of worldspawn. 


“Phil?” Techno flatly calls out. 


“Yeah?” 


“Are we side characters, Phil?” 


Philza giggles, hand roughly slapping the guardian’s scales. 


Techno gestures incredulously at Ranboo’s hands. “What is this 
superpower? | want superpowers! What is this?” 


Ranboo shyly places the dirt back with Philza’s flowers. “So, 
technically | can just pick up any block with my hands?” 


Techno raises his eyebrows. “Any block?” 


“Like stone, or-” 


Techno’s snout moves dangerously close to Ranboo’s face. “Any 
block? Even blocks you can't normally pick up?” 


Out of the corner of his eye, Techno sees Philza’s head turn sharply 
to him, smiling face rendered stony and impassive. He’s not a god, 
Techno. 


That we know of, the Covenant’s thread whispers back, far beyond 
the reach of Ranboo’s ears. But there’s ways to hide that from 
detection. You did the same with Wilbur, after all. 


Ranboo, for his part, squirms under Techno’s sudden scrutiny. “I... 
don't think that spawners would work,” he hypothesizes. “I don't 
think.” 


“But have you tried?” Techno presses. 


“| have not tried it,” Ranboo admits. 


Techno chuckles darkly. “Oh, we’re gonna try it.” He mounts his 
trident against the holster of the enderpack on his back, clapping 
Ranboo across his shoulders. “You wanna get experimented on, 
Ranboo?” 


Ranboo tilts his head. “Do you know where a spawner is?” 


“Yeah.” Techno fiddles through a map in his inventory. “We gotta go 
back to a place | have bad memories of.” 
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Ranboo was kind of nervous telling Philza and Techno about his 
powers. They only came back so recently, after all, and when Tubbo 
and Fundy found out, they sure got... enthusiastic about 
experiments. 


Well, so was Techno, but it felt different with Techno. He had only 
wondered if Ranboo knew what he could do, and asked if Ranboo 
wanted to test it. And surprisingly enough, Ranboo does want to find 
out the answer. 


Even if Ranboo thinks Techno’s kind of overhyping the whole thing. 


“| pick up dirt and | move it,” Ranboo drily sighs as The Charon sails 
through the river. “I don't think that’s a main character power.” 


“Yeah, that’s how it starts,” Techno smiles. “That’s how it starts, 
alright? What main character was strong when he first started out?” 
He closes his eyes as the boat moves along. “Nah, nah, nah. Twenty 
episodes later, you’re gonna be throwing planets and I’m still gonna 
be sittin’ here with my sword like, / remember when | was relevant to 
the plot.” 


“lf it makes you feel any better,” Ranboo jokes, “I’m 98% sure | can't 
teleport.” 


“Oh god, he might learn how to teleport!” Techno despairs. 


And the funny thing is, Ranboo almost wants to be as cool as 
Techno’s pretending he is. It’s the strangest thing. Because- because 
Ranboo’s always been sort of a people pleaser. That’s him, Mr. Got 
No Backbone, smiling and nodding to whatever people say and 
stewing on his own personal opinions later. 


But Techno and Philza? They've pretty much proven that Ranboo 
has... nothing to prove. They really don’t give a shit. Ranboo could 
admit to murder and those two old men would probably just ask if he 
needs help hiding the body. Ranboo doesn’t need to impress them in 
order for them to be nice to him, or let him stay with them. 


And yet Ranboo finds, as of late, he wants them to be impressed 
anyway. 


“Im not gonna be the side character,” Techno quickly insists to 
Philza’s amused teasing. “I’m at least gonna be the cool sensei. |-” 
He cuts off as he dramatically clutches his head. “No, but the sensei 
always dies! NO! Oh, no, that’s how he gets his motivation for the 
hero’s journey, oh no!” 


Ranboo almost wants to point out that Techno already has a student, 
what with Orpheus and all. And then he remembers- they'd found 
Orpheus’ parents recently, hadn’t they? A father missing a leg and a 
mother with a gash tearing off her left ear, survivors of a zombie 
horde that had attacked their pearlhunter caravan at the end of last 
year. 


An attack that cost them their son, who looked exactly like Orpheus 
did. 


Techno had been... very kind as he explained to them what 
happened. Orpheus had lost some of his fingers, and he’d been fully 
infected when Techno found him- even if he shares the same body, 
he will never be the same son they lost all those months ago. Still, 
they wanted to try, and surprisingly, so did Orpheus. 


He’s been spending more and more time with his parents and their 
new job watching the Neve Nether portal, And even if he still tags 
along for hunts and lessons, Techno has admitted that he’s running 
out of things to teach the kid, in regards to the clerical stuff they first 
bonded over. 


“Oh, NO!” Techno leans off the railing of the ship as they enter the 
sea, pointing at a passing islet. “Do you see that over there, 
Ranboo? Oh, it’s my grave!” 


Ranboo squints and sees a large stone cross right where the grass 
meets the sand. “It has terrible proportions, too.” 


Techno groans sadly. “Don’t insult my grave like that.” 


Can Ranboo really take the spot that people like Orpheus and 
Tommy once filled? Could he be Techno’s student in... whatever 
they decide to learn together? It’s a harrowing question, and Ranboo 
doesn't know if he can really answer it. He sulks in silence as they 
head towards the mouth of some kind of tunnel, noting the way 
Philza pointedly waits outside. 


Birds and caves don’t mix, | guess. 


It almost looks like an older, more abandoned section of the Greater 
Prime catacombs. Multiple steep ravines cutting in on themselves in 
a terrible crossroads, floors lined with cobble as wooden pathways 
hang over sheer drops like spiderwebs. There’s hundreds of random 
coins hammered into the rocks, and long forgotten rooms carved into 
the walls. 


People had lived here, once. By the look on Techno’s face, so had 
he. 


But they haven't come here for Techno’s old memories, and Ranboo 
will not ask. He follows his friend deeper down, until the stone gives 
way to moss-eaten walls and the spawner that sat in the middle, 
nullified by a perimeter of torches. 


Ranboo’s... never actually seen a spawner before. He knows what 
they are academically- pieces of necrotic worldspawn, sealed in 
crystal cages generated by the server itself to prevent their further 
spread. He stares apprehensively at the night dark lattice and 
overlapping bones floating inside. 


“This is a skeleton spawner,” Techno simply explains. He kneels 
down to its level and smiles, a growl entering his voice. “Tear it apart 
with your bare hands,” he challenges. 


Ranboo cracks his knuckles. “Let’s see if this actually works!” 


He splays his fingertips over the lattice and pulls the air around it. 
Gently kneading at the surface, never quite touching. 


“?’m- I’m fairly certain that it won’t work,” he says. 


“| don't think it's going to work,” Techno concedes, “but on the one 
percent chance that it does-” 


“-but if it does, then that would be really cool,” Ranboo excitedly 
finishes. 


“It would be really overpowered!” Techno takes an enthusiastic 
breath as he punches the air. “This is part of your trainin’, Ranboo! 


Use the force!” 


“Come on-” Ranboo gives one last tug, and... 


...the spawner just pops out of the ground. Like a potato. Directly 
into Techno’s hand. 


Techno and Ranboo scream with shock. 


“Okay, okay, okay-” Techno takes a breath and puts his glasses on, 
squinting inside the cage as the crystals change to a soft pink. “It’s 
turned into a pig spawner now, but that’s still pretty cool.” 


Ranboo just picked up worldspawn. And changed it. 


With his bare hands. 


This is either the coolest thing he’s ever done or the most terrifying. 
Maybe both. 


Techno excitedly throws it back on the ground, letting it mold back 
into the worn-down stones. “Break it again! Quick, before Mojang 
kills us all!” 


Oh, boy! Crimes against the gods! 


Then again, Techno and Philza are gods or something, right? Is he 
really gonna get smited by collective godkind if actual gods told him 
to do it? 


Honestly, Ranboo doesn’t even care anymore. Techno thinks it’s 
cool, and going by the reactions on Techno’s comm, so does Philza. 
That just makes it all worth it, honestly. Smiting it is. 


After Ranboo successfully grabs the spawner a second time, Techno 
puts it in his enderpack with a promise to let Ranboo keep the next 
one for himself. Which would imply they’re going to make a habit of 
doing this. 


That sounds kind of fun, actually. 
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“When | pick up rocks, the broken pieces mold back together.” 
Ranboo tents his hands in front of his face. “Could | pick up cake?” 


“That’s actually something | wanted to test,” Techno immediately 
says. “I don’t think it’s actually useful at all, but-” He blinks. “Well, 
actually, you might be able to get glitched items if you could pick up 
cake.” 


So far, Ranboo’s hands seem to be about equal to a standard 
enderman, or silk touch enchantments for cutting tools. At least by 
Techno’s judgement. Philza, on the other hand, is all too familiar with 
endermen capabilities, and what Ranboo is displaying is- it’s a bit 
above average. Even the Hands of the King embedded into Philza’s 
body can't interact with raw worldspawn. 


So here they are. Seeing if Ranboo can levitate cake. 


After masking up and buying a cake from a bakery by Greater Prime, 
they sit down to do the test. Techno takes a slice for good measure, 
just to destabilize the pastry more. 


And then Ranboo picked up the cake. 


The whole cake. 


The whole, completely unsliced cake. 


Techno stares dumbfounded as Ranboo excitedly wags his tail, 
looking at the two older men for approval. 


Philza and Techno lock eyes for a moment. As cute as this is, this 
is... this is not good. This cannot be good at all. Ranboo either just 
manipulated the ambient worldspawn to make more cake- which 
should be literally impossible without being a domain god- or Ranboo 
violated the law of conservation of matter. 


Over a cake. 


Neither of these are good options. 


And Techno would love to have a panic attack about that, but that’s 
not what they’re here for. Techno is now a teacher, and his student 
has trusted him enough to show him something unique. Having a 
negative reaction would be reasonable, but it would be cruel in the 
face of Ranboo not understanding what he’s doing. 


Techno takes a breath. 


“You can make infinite food!” he enthusiastically shouts. 


“You've just cured world hunger,” Philza jokes. 


Ranboo giggles as he holds the cake in his hands. “I don’t need to 
eat ever again!” 


“Phil, | don’t think we’re gonna last a full season,” Techno laughs. 
“He’s gonna punch the ground and it'll go into his inventory.” 
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Techno busies himself with a book on the couch while Philza lays on 
the cushions in front of the fireplace. 


“Go the fuck to sleep,” Philza lazily orders. “Sun’s been down for four 
clicks.” 


“You first,” Techno fires back. “You barely slept last night.” 


Philza’s clicking could have almost been mistaken for irritation if his 
ears weren't so limply relaxed. “Fuck off.” 


Techno huffs loudly, white furred ears jostling against his head. “I live 
here.” 


Philza’s tail thumps loudly against the wooden floor. 


“Spit it out,” Techno bluntly says. 


“Are we adopting him?” Philza blurts. “Is that what this is? Be 
honest.” 


“You got attached to him first,” Techno deflects, turning to the next 
page of his book. 


“That’s what you used to say about Wilbur,” Philza whispers. 


Techno’s mouth flattens, head turning away. Philza turns to face him 
anyway. 


“You know | never minded your kids, right?” Philza quietly says. “I 
know | never- | never made friends with them, but | never hated 
them. They were yours.” 


“They were my students-” 


“And they were yours.” Philza’s eyes grow sad. “Every last one.” 


“We can't even tell him what he is,” Techno murmurs. “We don’t even 
know what he is- even if we guess he’s a demigod, he’s going to 
want more than that! And if we leave him to find his own answers, 
he’s gonna lose his mind over it, he’s gonna turn out like-” His mouth 
shuts with a sharp click. 


“Like Wilbur,” Philza finishes for him. “You can say it.” 


Techno closes his eyes and sighs. He hears the movement of barely- 
there footsteps, bare talons clicking against the ground, before a 
weight settles beside him and a hand rests on his mane. 


“| don't want him to end up like the others,” Techno whispers. “He’s 
too young, Phil.” 


“He won't, mate,” Philza asserts. “There’s no war here. And | doubt 
he’s got a taste for power after what happened with L’manburg.” 


Techno laughs grimly. “Even you can't promise that, Phil. You don’t 
control who dies any more than | do.” 


“| know,” Philza concedes, even as he smiles. “But I’m real good at 
lyin’ to myself, so let’s act like we'll be alright this time and we'll see 
how it goes.” 


“Maybe it really will turn out different this time.” Techno leans his 
head on top of Philza’s. “Imagine that.” 


3. The Kids Are Not Okay 
Summary for the Chapter: 


They're angry and young, and they're looking for someone to 
blame. 


“So how do nukes even work?” Niki asks. 


“Fission,” Jack flatly responds. 


“Well, yeah! You told me that already.” Niki sharpens her cleaver 
against a grindstone. “But how does it do that?” 


Jack takes a long swig from his bottle. He puts the bottle down on 
the ground next to his chair. 


“Logs, mostly,” he finally says. 


Niki lets out an ungraceful burst of laughter. 


“No, really,” Jack insists, even as a chuckle builds up in his own 
mouth. “You know how wands and staffs are- like when they fuck 


” 


up. 


“They crack from the strain, yeah.” 


“Yeah.” Jack picks his bottle back up and swirls it for a bit. “We 
basically do that on purpose? Chock a hollow log full of ender eyes 
and redstone circuits, make it soak up a fuckton of energy and give it 
nowhere else to go. After that, all it needs to do is hit somethin’ real 
hard and-” He puffs his cheeks. “Oh, boy. It ain’t pretty. Even the 
really tiny ones can turn sand to glass in an instant.” 


“Turn a person to dust, even,” Niki proproses. 


They stand together in the kitchen for a moment, utterly silent. 


“Do we have to kill him?” Niki quietly asks. “Do we really?” 


Jack takes another drink from his bottle. “He fucking murdered me, 
Niki. He can’t just keep getting away with shit.” 


“Well, obviously. But think about it.” Satisfied with the state of her 
cleaver, Niki turns to the oxtail sat on her cutting board and starts to 
break it apart. “Getting vaporized instantly sounds a little too kind.” 


Jack lowers his glasses as he stares at her. “What part of being 
vaporized is too nice for you? That’s like- getting torn apart.” 


“It just feels too... quick.” 


Jack leans back in his seat. “Alright then. What were you thinkin’?” 


“Drowning is a terrible way to die,” Niki simply says. “It would have 
matched what he did to you. Or maybe being crushed.” 


Jack nods sagely. “It'd hurt like a bitch. But Tommy’s a hero, and a 
human one on top of that. Mans is a cockroach, any window he gets 
is givin’ him a chance to live.” 


“Is that why you want the nuke?” Niki wonders. “To make sure he 
doesn't have that chance?” 


Jack shrugs as Niki wraps up the chopped oxtail. “What can | say? | 
love bein’ thorough.” 


“| hate him,” Niki murmurs. “I hate that he always gets better. | hate 
that he always gets to get better.” 


“Did you know he signed me on for his little hotel thing?” Jack 
reveals. “Assistant manager. Fucking prick.” 


Niki smiles grimly. “Maybe when he dies, you'll get to have the hotel 
instead.” 


Jack’s own smile trails off. “Promise me you'll be careful. Get out of 
there before the bomb drops.” 


Niki scoffs as she cleans off her cleaver in the basin. “I’m not going 
to stick around for a nuclear bomb test, Jack.” 


“| mean it,” Jack presses. “You get out of there when you have to. 
Even if it means we muck it all up and he lives anyway. He’s not 
worth your life.” 


“I've survived being around you heroes for this long,” Niki decides. “I 
think | can last a little longer.” 


4. The Baker's Mail 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Even depressed people get mail. 


To 


Former L'manburg Resident 


Calling any and all former L'manburg residents (any administration) 
who might be interested in funding a Lmanburg memorial by the 
crater site. First meeting will occur in the Greater Prime convention 
center next Firesday. 
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Niki Nihachu 


Djarmor 13 


Your requested order of nine (9) morel and six (6) pink oyster 
mushrooms. 
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-THE BAKERS DOZEN- 


Your informal news, straight from the Underground 


‘Parrot Ravine’ Here To Stay 


The residents in the eastern Underground have decided to leave the 
open air ravine- and its thriving parrot population- undisturbed 
despite potential food disruption and noise pollution, out of respect 
for the parrots having lived there first. 


Anyways, if anyone wants a free parrot, knock yourselves out. 
Someone's gonna have to train them so they don't destroy all our 
shit. 


To The Surprise Of No One, We Still Hate Kinoko 


Kinoko Kingdom- you know, the local mushroom hippie city that set 
up shop above us for no fucking reason- is once again asking us not 
to eat the mushrooms that keep encroaching into the Underground. 
Obviously, we’re not going to listen. If they didn’t want us to eat the 
mushrooms, they should stop being so delicious. Besides, unlike 
Kinoko, we know how to magically sterilize our food so that we aren't 
infected with any dangerous wild magic. 


Surface World Still As Shitty As The Last Time We Checked 


The Underground receives more and more residents every passing 
week as the blood vine epidemic continues to worsen. Standing 


residents are reminded to wear face masks when heading into 
central Greater Prime or the Badlands areas, and to _ purify 
themselves at the shrine when returning into the city. 


Community Portal Up And Running 


The Underground now has its own resident Nether portal, eliminating 
the need for a commute to central spawn to use Nether trade or 
travel. Our Khorsh-fluent residents are working to establish 
independent trade with the corresponding Nether population. 


Alarming Rise In Enderman Sightings 


These past few months have seen a sharp rise in sightings of wild 
endermen haunts near civilized areas. International research 
confirms that this phenomena is not only server-wide, but worldwide 
as well. 


Although free endermen are completely reasonable, wild endermen 
often steal or accidentally destroy crops, and are extremely 
dangerous to players, requiring nothing more than eye contact to 
solicit lethal aggression. 


The Underground Must Expand 


For those who were not present for the last council meeting, the 
Underground has agreed to expand the city beyond its original 
historic structure in order to accomodate our increasing population. 
Those who take initiative in terraforming new areas will have first 
pickings for what is built there, as well as any ores mined in the 
process. A beacon is being set up to facilitate this endeavor. 


Slime Man Real? 


Throughout the server, there have been unconfirmed sightings of a 
“slime moblin” appearing in roadsides, catacombs, and rural areas. 


Slimes are not animals, but rather amorphous lifeforms made out of 
condensed worldspawn. As such, there are no slime variants of 
moblin. Slimes of advanced age and size are known to have some 
shapeshifting capacity- but slimes with the complexity to assume 
player-like forms would need to be several centuries old at minimum. 
Could an ancient slime have surfaced from deep underground? 


Most alarmingly, slimes shapeshift in order to mimic or evade prey. A 
slime assuming player forms may not be friendly. If you see this 
“slime moblin’, be careful. 
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-HARVESTCRAFT- 


Good recipes, good crops, good food 


Red Beet Chocolate Cake 


Makes 16 servings 


Ingredients: 

-1 3/4 cups flour 

-1 1/2 teaspoons baking soda 

-6 Tablespoons powdered cocoa 
-1/2 teaspoon salt 

-1 1/2 cups sugar 

-2 eggs 

-1/2 cup canola oil 

-2 cups beets, mashed or pureed 


-1 teaspoon vanilla 


Directions: 


1. Preheat oven to 176 C. 

2. Oil or spray baking pan. 

3. In a mixing bowl, stir together flour, baking soda, cocoa, and 
salt. 

. In another mixing bowl, combine sugar, eggs, and oil. Beat until 
smooth. 

. Add beets and vanilla. Beat until smooth. 

. Gradually add dry ingredients, beating well after each addition. 

. Pour into oiled or sprayed baking pan. 

. Bake for 25 tocks, or until a knife inserted comes out clean. 

. Cool in pan. 


iN 


OOnNO OO 


A mild cake, not overly sweet. Earthy flavor and natural sugar of 
beets compliments the cocoa. Creates a subtle velvet color in the 


pastry. Would pair well with confectioner’s sugar, chocolate glaze, or 
a cream cheese. 


5. The Warden That Never Sleeps 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Sam's a busy man. 


Awesamdude hereby vouches to build LV property and functional 
casinos, strip clubs, and other means of entertainment in LV land. In 
return, he will be allowed to place his bank ATM's in the property + 
will get 35% of the lifetime profits that these means of entertainment 
entails. 


Signed, 


X_Quackity_ 


xX Awesam 


-<>Y<>- 


The contract between SAMS robotics and BIG MAN INC. is as 
follows: 


-All building done under Tommy Innit’s name will be credited to his 
person. 


-Awesam must ensure that Tommy Innit is protected from any harm 
or grevious bodily injury that he risks during the course of this 
partnership. 


-Tommy Innit MUST compensate Awesam for the work he's done 
within 7 days of contractual finish. 


-All parties involved will NOT speak of this contract to anyone, with a 
fine of 10 Netherite ingots in the event of failure. 


-Tommy Innit is responsible for the storage and preservation of 
SAM.NOOK, and party to projects SAM.NOOK is used in. 


-In order to protect intellectual property and prevent sabotage, SAMS 
robotics has exclusive maintenance rights over SAM.NOOK. 


-Tommy Innit is aware that SAM.NOOK has access to the SAMS 
robotics database, and is programmed to report any unusual activity 
or usage of itself to Awesam. 


-Tommy Innit will not modify SAM.NOOK for any _ reason. 
SAM.NOOK functions as intended. 


-SAM.NOOK belongs to Tommy Innit in perpetuity and cannot be 
repossessed by SAMS robotics for any reason. 


-SAM.NOOK operates within the laws of Greater Prime. Neither 
SAMS robotics or BIG MAN INC. are responsible for any actions 
SAM.NOOK takes in following or enforcing the laws of Greater 
Prime. 


-In the event that either Awesam or Tommy Innit willfully violates the 
clauses of this contract, either party can declare the contract, in its 
entirety, legally voided. 


Signed, 


xX Awesam 


XTommy A. Innit 
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THE ROYAL HOUSE OF GREATER PRIME henceforth entrusts the 
institution of PANDORA'S VAULT to safely, fairly, and humanely 
detain any and all persons sent to its purview, by the discretion of 
His Majesty Lord Eret-of-rine. 


PANDORA'S VAULT must henceforth answer to the law and order of 
Greater Prime. If PANDORA'S VAULT, or any person representing it, 
violates Greater Prime’s laws within the Vault, or in the name of the 
Vault, they will be subject to the full legal repercussions implied. 


Signed, 


His Majesty of Greater Prime, Lord Eret-of-rine 
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LAS NEVADAS IS ALWAYS HIRING! 


Down on your luck? Looking for a quick buck? Las Nevadas 
welcomes YOU! 


Old talent! New talent! People willing to learn new skills! Brawlers, 
bouncers, bellhops, and everything in between! No matter your past 
or place of origin, anyone can find a purpose in the city that never 
sleeps! 


Why not make a better gamble with your job prospects? Place your 
bets on a bright future with MR. LAS NEVADAS. 


6. Anything For You, SAM.NOOK 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Tommy moves on to bigger and better things. 


SAM.NOOK is a good man. 


Good... robot. 


Thing. 


It's certainly a something! 


SAM.NOOK is a towering, coppery thing with a vaguely racoon 
looking face and a red-striped hardhat on its head. It has a sturdy, 
almost fat body, fit to carry all the heavy loads in its possession, with 
an enderchest and comm receiver strapped on its back. And it has 
six hands- six whole hands! Six construction gloved hands attached 
to six limbs, lining its body like a mantis, or some kind of horrible, 
horrible centaur. 


Well, creepers were already horrible centaurs, but SAM.NOOK takes 
the horrible centaur cake! 


But that’s not SAM.NOOK’s fault. SAM.NOOK is trying its best, and 
its nightmarish mechanical features are there so it can do good 
construction shit. That doesn’t mean Tommy can’t make an effort to 
have SAM.NOOK look a /ittle bit more approachable. 


Listen. Technically, an extra large green sweater with a red tie isn’t 
modification. It’s entirely cosmetic. And sure, he had to give the 
sweater a special pocket so the communication module didn't get 
fucked up, but it’s fine. It’s fine. 


SAM.NOOK looks like a quirky teddy bear instead of a destroyer of 
worlds, and that’s the important part. 


And quirky teddy bears are exactly what he needs to help with the 
hotel. 


Tommy slaps on his hardhat and safety vest before hopping over the 
fence of the construction site. (This would be extremely dangerous if 
it were anyone else but Tommy Innit. He’s built different. Don’t 
parkour at home, kids!) 


“Another day, another giant hotel to build, eh Sam Nook?” 


[HELLO TOMMYINNIT...] 


Oh, there it is. That blessed, blessed sound of... whatever the fuck 
that noise SAM.NOOK makes is. A babbling, soft pitched noise that 
doesn't make any sense. It just sounds nice. And, uh, is probably 
useful for indicating when there’s words on its communication 
module. 


Tommy has no idea how any of this works. At this point he’s just 
accepting it. 


[IT IS GOOD TO SEE YOU TODAY MY FRIEND...] A pause. [CAN | 
CALL YOU A FRIEND...] 


“It's good to see you too!” Tommy pats one of SAM.NOOK’s many, 
many hands. “And of course you can call me a friend.” 


[AWESOME...] 


Tommy snorts. Sam himself had suggested keeping his orders 
simple when talking to SAM.NOOK, on account of its ‘dialogue tree’ 
still being relatively primitive. But Tommy’s noticed that the more he 
talks to SAM.NOOK like a normal guy, the more it tries to sound like 
one. And it may not be professional, but it’s really funny when 
SAM.NOOK says neglecting to wear safety equipment isn’t very 


poggers. 


But enough of that. Tommy braves past all the tarps and curtains and 
into the meat of the construction itself. 


For one (robot) guy, the progress is pretty impressive. The 
foundations are steady, and all the scaffolding of the first floor is 
pretty much done. 


SAM.NOOK’s body whirs as it leans down to come in after him. [WE 
HOPE YOU LIKE THE PROGRESS ON THE HOTEL...] 


Tommy cranks up the music on his comm. “I do like the progress- | 
love it!’ He gestures at the supporting pillars and the stone brick 
floor. “It’s got the red, and the-” He slaps his chest. “My man Sam 
Nook! You’re gonna bring me to tears and | already-” He stops 
himself. “-well, alright, | shouldn’t bring that kind of stuff up. You’re 
doin’ a good job, mate.” 


[| AM YOUR MAN... FOR THIS JOB...] 


“Damn right.” 


At the end of the day, SAM.NOOK is just a robot. Tommy can't... 
really say if it understands being praised, or calling people friends. 
But Tommy spent quite enough time being a thankless bastard, in his 
Opinion, so he’s gonna tell SAM.NOOK it’s doing a good job, no 
matter if it actually knows what that means. 


Tommy’s gonna know. He can know for the both of them until 
SAM.NOOK figures it out. 


The chest display revealed on SAM.NOOK’s sweater pocket lights 
up. [AS YOU CAN SEE THERE ARE SOME NEW 
REQUIREMENTS ON THE BUILD SITE...] It holds up a pair of 
human fitted steel toe boots. [WE WILL NEED YOU TO WEAR 
CONSTRUCTION BOOTS DURING ALL TIME AT THE 
CONSTRUCTION SITE...] 


Tommy rolls his eyes. “Well, you’re not doing it, you hypocrite.” 


SAM.NOOK stares at Tommy. And then down at its gloved hands. 
And up at its hardhat. Its large black eye slots squint at him for a 
moment. 


“Touche,” Tommy mutters as he takes the boots. 


[SAFEY IS OUR PRIORITY...] 


“Safey?” Tommy chuckles. “Il think you need a bit of a spellcheck in 
there, my friend.” 


[SNAKETY IS OUR PRIORITY...] 


“Now you're doing it on purpose!” 


[| ALSO HAVE A TASK FOR YOU TODAY... DO YOU THINK THAT 
YOU COULD FETCH US SOME FRESH SPRUCE WOOD...] 


“Spruce?” Tommy looks around the construction site. “You know I’m 
more of an oak boy.” 


[WE THINK IT WILL LOOK MUCH BETTER WITH THE HOTEL 
THAN ALL THE OAK WOOD...] 


Tommy squints. “You've got a lot of fuckin’ nerve. You know | could 
kill a mouse.” 


[MAKE SURE TO BRING AT LEAST 6-8 STACKS WITH YOU... 
THANKS TOMMYINNIT...] 


“Do | have to-” Tommy sighs. “Fine. | guess we’re gonna play like 
that today.” 


Oh, he'll get it done. SAM.NOOK’s got more know-how than he 
does. If mans wants spruce wood, it’s getting that spruce wood. 
That's how this partnership works, after all- it can’t materialize 
anything out of thin air. Tommy’s still gotta collect the supplies 
himself. 


“Oh, look at me,” Tommy mocks as he jostles SAM.NOOK’s head, 
“lm Sam Nook, mimimimimimimi.” 


[THANK YOU AGAIN FOR THE FOOD YESTERDAY...] 


Ah, yes, the food. Apparently this thing runs on hearts-of-the-sea of 
all things- gee, thanks for not telling Tommy about that beforehand, 
Sam- and first off, Tommy hadn't even known what the fuck those 
were. Turns out a heart-of-the-sea is this blasted expensive power 
cell made by seafolk, and Tommy had to scramble around every 
damn trading port he knew just to find a bitch who knew where to get 
them, much less be willing to sell one. 


All because SAM.NOOK had asked for a spare in case its old one 
broke. Or, as SAM.NOOK had so eloquently put it, before it starved 
to death. Way to tug on a man’s heart strings, bastard. 


Tommy gives one last hearty slap on the robot’s hardhat before 
hopping over the fence again. 


[STAY SAFE TOMMYINNIT...] 


“Always do!” 


Tommy distractedly looks down at his comm. Looks like some rando 
paid big cash to do one of those public texts- something about a 
‘launch’ in northern Snowchester in a few tocks. 


He lives in Snowchester now, technically. Or he’s a citizen, or some 
shit. Tubbo said that L’manburg refugees basically had a free pass to 
transfer to Snowchester if they wanted, and offered to let Tommy 
move in with him- or nearby, at least. Like old times. 


But Tommy’s happy enough with what he’s got now. Fuck old times, 
honestly. He’s gonna move on to bigger and better things. 


He scrolls through the comments’ section underneath the 
announcement, and everyone's just as confused as he is. Maybe it’s 
just a weird firework show or something- Tommy remembers the last 
time him and Tubbo were out for drinks, Tubbo said he’d show 
Tommy something even brighter than fireworks. 


If there’s something going on, though, that probably puts a bit of a 
damper on Tommy’s lumber plans. Snowchester’s the closest place 
with decent spruce. 


Tommy looks up from his comm and flinches at the sight of 
something in the corner of his eye. 


“Hi, Tommy,” Niki sweetly says. 


“Hello, Nihachu,” Tommy forces out. 


Tommy forgot she wears Wilbur’s things. Even if it’s just his old wing 
shawl, and she’s patched it up since then, that- that’s still a dead 
guy’s clothes. Fuck. 


“How are you?” Niki awkwardly asks, following after him as he walks 
down the Prime path. 


“I’m doing good!” Tommy honestly admits. “I’m going to go chop 
down some spruce for Sam Nook.” 


“Oh! Where are you going?” 


“Down to Snowchester, | reckon. They've got spruce there.” Tommy 
adjusts his shirt collar. “And Tubbo’s there, I'll say hi.” 


“| know where a lot of spruce is, Tommy,” Niki insists. “| know a 
biome.” 


“Do they got good podzol there?” 


Niki blinks confusedly. “What?” 


“That’s the sign of a good spruce,” Tommy sagely insists. “Plenty o’ 
the ol’ podzol to give you a good mouthfeel for the wood.” 


“l- yeah, sure. Just follow me.” 


7. Agreeable Work 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And all for nothing. 


Niki Nihachu likes to think she’s a kind person. 


She was, once, at least. Once, it was easier to be kind, to forgive 
and forget, rather than be angry. But she’s a bit older, now. 


Angry is easy these days, and Tommy Atkins Innit is a very, very 
easy person to be angry at. 


He pretends he’s still like everyone else. Like he’s still a little street 
rat barely scraping by in a humble cottage- not a decorated war 
hero, former vice president twice over, shooting interviews about his 
heroic capture of the Devil Prophet while advertising his latest high 
rise hotel. 


Rich enough to wear netherite thread and still not fixing the patches 
in his pants because he wants to stay humble. Dressed like he 
needs to hustle to survive. 


Because he still thinks he’s the little guy here, and he has the luxury 
to keep acting like it when it suits him. 


Like Shy would have said- so lucky, and for what? 


Tommy doesn't know what it’s like to starve. He doesn’t know what 
it’s like to burn alive. To lose his home, over and over and over, from 
believing the promises of broken men one too many times. 


So lucky, and for what? 


To be a loud, irresponsible child, money burning a hole in his pockets 
while he still scrounges for scraps, paying attention to nothing but 
himself. 


Even in the face of his own death, he can’t be bothered to notice. 
She leads him through the forest and he dawdles here and there, 
complaining about a mediocre picture show he’s just seen while he 
stops to test his axe against random trees on the way to their 
destination. 


At this rate, they’ll be late. Niki turns around, half prepared to snap at 
him to just hurry up already, before- 


-before... 


...before. 


These kinds of things exist in Befores and Afters, don’t they? 


Before Niki turned around just in time for both of them to be knocked 
against the ground. Before she curled up, a blinding white searing 
the sight of her own bones into her burning retinas, even as her 
eyelids felt like they were welded shut. 


Two stunned bodies huddle pathetically against the soil until a sound 
like a gunshot cracks through the air, 27 ticks too late. Niki pushes 
her hands against the ground, bones aching inside her burning 
muscles, and looks back. Several kiloblocks away, a halo of snow 
and ice scatters into the air, an absurd mushroom-like shape slowly 
tearing at the sky. 


Niki and Tommy are still shaking against the ground, wondering if 
they just died, when a skeleton horse carriage rolls up beside them. 


Tubbo leans out the window, face barely visible past a formidable 
rubber suit. “Did you guys fucking see that?” 


“TUBBO!” Tommy explodes. “Was that you?” 


“Pretty cool, right?” Tubbo opens the carriage door. “Get in here and 
put on the spare suits, we don’t want you guys to get radiation 
poisoning.” 


Jack easily covers for Niki and Tommy’s presence, insisting that Niki 
could have never known about the project or where the missile 
would land. Tommy loudly insists that he would never be the kind of 
person to get radiated as they approach the crash site. 


The crater- good gods, it was a crater- was nine kiloblocks away, 
heralded by a sharp radius of felled trees and scattered snow. 


It bored down to bedrock. 


That was what they just tried to kill Tommy with. 


Tubbo and Tommy excitedly shout about how cool it was while Jack 
and Niki try their best to feign enthusiasm. They head back to a silo 
by the Snowchester outskirts and hose down the carriage, the 
skeleton horse, the radiation suits. 


(And Tommy, who retaliated by trying to eat the hose several times 
as water blasted into his face.) 


“| tried!” Niki panickedly insists the moment her and Jack are alone. 
“| tried, | swear-” 


“What do you mean, you tried?” Jack shouts. “This is like a kiloblock 
wide, how could you not get him at /east close enough to- to fucking 
explode?” 


“We were so close,” Niki stresses, voice shaking. “He just kept 
talking, Jack. He kept talking and talking and he just wandered off, 
and he- oh my god, he was so annoying.” 


“Well, yeah, but that’s the whole reason we were trying-” Jack 
sputters. “You think that you couldn't have tried to get him a bit 
closer?” 


Niki's face reddens as frustrated tears build up in her eyes. “l 
KNOW! | am sorry, | tried, | really tried. He just kept wandering off 
and chopping trees.” 


Jack looks at Tommy and Tubbo fighting over the house, nose 
wrinkled with disdain. “Look at him, just playing around.” 


“I'm sorry,” Niki says one last time. “Il tried my best. We were so 
close.” 


“Don't say that. It just makes it feel worse.” Jack sighs, running his 
tired hand across his face. “I saw him walking past Snowchester and 
| thought we had him.” 


He lets out a frustrated groan, hissing through his teeth as he flops 
back into his chair. 


“The explosion was bigger than we thought it'd be,” he murmurs. 
“A... a lot bigger. I- fuck.” His voice turns quiet, strained. “I don’t think 
Tubbo was bein’ honest with me.” 


Niki sits down on the wooden porch next to Jack’s chair. “When is 
either of them ever honest, Jack?” 


-<>Y<>- 


When Niki Nihachu returns to her home Underground, she cries. 


All those weeks of work, and for what? An empty crater, an empty 
grave, an empty stomach. Once again, Nikis wasted her time on 
some thankless work that she will never have anything to show for, 
in the name of yet another stupid man who will never even care that 
she did it. 


Why does she bother hating Tommy when he'll never learn from it? 
Why does she bother trying to kill someone who will never stay 
dead? 


Why has woman’s work never been of any account? some half- 
remembered thought whispers. 


Niki’s heard that somewhere before, hasn’t she? She’d read it in that 
book Techno gave her. 


She never got around to finish that chapter. 


Why has woman’s work never been of any account? Why in every 
family are the mother and three or four servants obliged to spend so 
much time at what pertains to cooking? Because those who want to 
emancipate mankind have not included woman in their dream of 
emancipation, and consider it beneath their Superior masculine 
dignity to think “of those kitchen arrangements,” which they have 
rayed on the shoulders of that drudge-woman. 


Niki Nihachu, sweet young baker, sweet young cabinet woman. She 
gave every labor of love she had to that nation. But who even 
remembers it was her who'd sewn the first L manburg flag? 


To emancipate woman is not only to open the gates of the university, 
the law courts, or the parliaments, for her, for the “emancipated” 
woman will always throw domestic toil on to another woman. To 


emancipate woman is to free her from the brutalizing toil of kitchen 
and washhouse; it is to organize your household in such a way as to 
enable her to rear her children, if she be so minded, while still 
retaining sufficient leisure to take her share of social life. 


It will come to pass. As we have said, things are already improving. 
Only let us fully understand that a revolution, intoxicated with the 
beautiful words Liberty, Equality, Solidarity would not be a revolution 
if it maintained slavery at home. Half humanity subjected to the 
Slavery of the hearth would still have to rebel against the other half. 


Niki frowns. She flips back to the first page of the book. 


There, written in Techno’s impassive handwriting, the words /T WILL 
COME TO PASS. 


It will come to pass. 


Niki wipes away her angry tears, keeps reading, and hopes it’s true. 


8. A Waste Of Fine Flour 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Hand in unlovable hand. 


In defense of Honey Ade, she’s just been real tired lately, alright? 


It’s one thing to feed herself, let alone an entire city. And it’s another 
thing to do all of this while her flock is shrinking. 


Oh, Ghost and Sage won't tell it to her face. They aren’t even 
thinking it themselves, not on purpose. But as the Underground 
expands, their gazes turn ever outward, joining the efforts to build 
and rebuild upon the old bones of these ancient coven catacombs. 


And they’ve been thinking about starting a family. Some of the 
refugees coming in, they’re too young to be toughing it out on their 
own, and... Ghost and Sage have the means. 


Means that would be better spent away from the nest of Ghost’s old 
mothers. 


And it’s not like Honey’s upset! She’ll have more time with Lemon 
now that they won’t have the kids so close to home, she- she knew it 


was always gonna happen eventually. An ageless family business 
was never going to tie Ghost down forever. But it still aches. Just a 
bit. 


Maybe she finally understands why Philza was so torn up when 
Wilbur left all those years ago, even as he smiled. 


Philza. Another testament to drifting flock. Ever since L’manburg fell 
apart, she’s hardly heard a thing from him. They saw each other in 
passing during that odd little interview, but that had been it. Honey 
guesses that’s a bit on her, this time around. That old man hadn't 
exactly been in a state to keep track of things like that, when they’d 
parted ways. 


Maybe it’s a bit hypocritical calling him an old man at this point. 
She’s gone well past her first century herself, hasn’t she? After 
decades of stubborn survival, she now has those aches and pains 
and scars a younger Honey had oh-so wistfully yearned for, a life 
lived in its entirety. Her body crackles in a way her childhood 
caretakers would have dropped dead to imagine, and she wouldn't 
give it up for the world. Every memory written down to her bones. 


But Philza’s always been... older. Acted older, felt older, even looked 
older, his Death-ridden body more worn than any mortal hardcore 
could hope to become. For all the world envied the idea of the 
forever young, a fragile life as ageless as stone, Philza had been 
happy to be its exception. To not only be old, but grow old. 


Honey watches her flock fly away from its nest, and she wonders if 
that makes it easier, being exactly as old as he feels. 


She sighs and wets a mop in a wooden bucket, getting ready to 
clean up the oven room floor. 


Something moves on her left. “Hi, mate-” 


Honey shrieks, half-tripping over her bucket as she instinctively 
chucks the nearest object her hands could find- for some reason, her 
brain decided this was a nearby bag of flour, and not the very 
accessible mop in her other hand. There’s an echoed shriek, and 
whether by ricochet or some kind of retaliation, flour has also headed 
in her direction, sinking into her now unfortunately bucket soaked 
wings. 


When the starchy explosion settles, Honey finds herself face to face 
with a very confused, very damp, and very flour dusted Philza 
Minecraft. 


And he says, “Why? Why would you do this?” 


“If you were an oven demon, it would have been really funny,” Honey 
decides to say. 


“Fair enough.” 


It’s at this point they slowly realize the gravity of the situation they’ve 
just created for themselves. 


They are damp and flour covered. Flour and water is more than 
halfway to dough. Halfway-dough is quickly caking everywhere, 
including on their feathers. 


Honey and Philza stare at eachother in one last moment of terrible 
solidarity as their wings start to shiver like wriggling sacks of wet 
mice. 


“Please tell me there’s a way to fix this without clipping our feathers,” 
Philza quickly whispers. 


“| have preening oil at home,” Honey says. 


“Oh, thank fuck.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Honey looks up from her wings, watching Philza’s own wings fuss 
and rattle. “You good?” 


“It's fine, mate,” Philza insists as he pulls his wings back down in 
front of himself. “Benihime’s just bein’ a bitch.” He sighs as Benihime 
squirms away. “Beni- Beni, hold still you little shit-” Philza tugs on his 
wing claws. “YOU DUMB FUCK, I'M TRYING TO HELP YOU!’ 


Honey snorts as Philza finally forces his wings into place, its blue 
eyespots wide as its black feathers vibrate with discontent. “What, 
does it just hate gettin’ baths now?” 


“No, it’s just bein’ a bitch.” Philza squints as he turns his focus to the 
comb in his hands. “It was cryin’ about gettin’ all the gunk out right 
fuckin’ now, and now that I’m actually doin’ it Beni’s freakin’ out 
everything bein’ all itchy.” He firmly pats down his feathers. “Maybe it 
wouldn't be so itchy if you stopped writhin’ like a worm on a string, 
dumbass.” 


“Y’know some people are actually jealous you have wings like that?” 
Honey points out. “The amount of weirdos I’ve seen wax poetic 
about cognitive elytra is unreal.” 


Philza almost chuckles. “Clearly those people never had to deal with 
a roommate.” 


The two of them fall into a companionable silence as they clean out 
their crooked feathers. 


“| wish | hugged you harder before | left,” Honey whispers. “I could 
have been leaving you to die in that house and | wouldn’t even have 
known.” 


“| should have found you sooner,” Philza refutes. “But these months 
since he died, it just-” Philza’s antlers flick. “I think | get used to it, 
y'know? | stand up and I’m fine, but then it- it changes all over again. 
People leave, things get fucked up, there’s new problems every 
week.” He smiles. “We never get more time, do we? All we get with 
eternity is more time to lose.” 


“And all the people waitin’ on us to be the old guys who know what 
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we're doin’,” Honey drawls. 


Philza’s smile softens as he hesitantly moves his comb over Honey’s 
wings. “Bet you're been gettin’ a lot of that down here.” 


“No one batted an eye when | was just the corner baker,” Honey 
nervously laughs. “But now that corner baker’s the one tellin’ all 
these guys how not to starve to death, and they’re lookin’ at all the 
oven-runner’s real nice now.” Her hands run over Philza’s wings, 
checking for any spaces he might not have reached. “Niki’s been 
takin’ it the hardest, | think. She’s been too useful for her own good, 
and now people are thinkin’ she’s in charge.” 


“Reminds me of when | was in the military,” Philza snarks. 


Honey snickers, lightly shoving him away. “Don’t say that, you shitty 
old man! Y’know we've got old kingsguard actually trying do pull rank 
down here.” 


“Oh my gods, really?” Philza’s shoulders shake with mirth, in a way 
an offhanded comment doesn’t quite deserve. “Oh no, | can actually 
imagine it. Fuck. That takes me back.” 


He ducks his head as he laughs, his hair falling over his face. 


Honey tilts her head. “Your hair’s growin’ out again.” 


Philza stops and blinks. “Has it?” 


793 


“Yeah, it's gone less choppy an’ everythin’.” Honey takes a pocket 
mirror out of her inventory. “See?” 


Philza’s mouth twitches crookedly as he gently nudges the mirror 
away. “It’s fine, mate. | believe you. | guess | haven’t been keeping 
up with my trimmin’ like | used to.” 


“Aw, it’s not a bad look,” Honey insists. “Just gotta put it up like-” She 
leans over, tying his hair half up with some string. “There. Everythin’ 
in the front’s still too short to handle, but at least now it can’t sneak 
up on ya from the sides.” 


Philza stares at her wide-eyed for a moment. 


“| missed you,” he finally says. “After you left to go be with Lemon. 
Even when | knew you were happy. Did | ever tell you that?” 


“| got used to you talkin’ to yourself all the time,” Honey admits. “It 
was weird, not hearin’ that anymore.” 


“Do you have greenhouses down here?” Philza suddenly asks. “You 
have low-light plants, but do you have anywhere to grow daylight 
crops?” 


Honey scratches her head. “We don't exactly have any expert 
architects down here.” 


“You should ask me to do some greenhouses,” Philza offers. “Pay 
me in grilled cheeses.” 


“And I'll shout at you if you forget you’re on the clock,” Honey jokes. 


“Exactly. It’s the perfect crime.” 


9. Sing Us A Song, You're The Piano Man 
Summary for the Chapter: 


There is something more to him than what he took from you. He 
lost too, that day. 


There’s a grand piano sitting in the center of the Underground. 


Don't ask how it got there- no one could tell the story, not even the 
people who managed it. It’s just there, and no one really wants to 
move it again. 


It must have been beautiful once. A grand, old thing meant to sit in 
concert halls, or the plazas of beautiful streets. But that was then, 
when it was young and beautiful- now it is old and worn. Its fallboard 
is cracked down the middle, unable to spare the once gleaming 
ivories from the spiderweb cracks dotting their surface. Its keys lie 
untuned, its wheels creak and strain with rust, and every fracture is 
stained with smoke and stardust. 


It used to sit in L:manburg’s open theatre, before things fell apart. 


It sits in the center of the Underground, defiantly present and never 
repaired. They dared not disassemble it- not for valuable scrap of 


wood or metal twine, not even to carry it down into the city, step by 
stubborn step. No one had the heart. 


None of these ramshackle refugees know how to fix pianos. 


And what none of them knew was that this piano, which had sat in 
that theatre for longer than L’manburg had ever lived, belonged to 
Wilbur Soot. His first mark on that nation before it ever came to be, 
and in the end, it had been the one he loved more than any grand 
symphony. 


Niki had known. He used to play a song for her every year on her 
birthday. 


She hadn’t known about L’manburg or the Dreamlands when they’d 
first met. Niki Nihachu had been a 9 year old from a flower forest 
town in the Ursura server, another average human orphaned the 
same way so many others far younger than her had been- nothing 
more or less than the harsh realities of a harsh world. Wilbur Soot 
had only been an odd, kind man who played a song for her birthday, 
just because she’d mentioned that’s what day it was. 


It turned out he had a son not far from her age, and he was an old 
friend to the Ade family that had hired her for their bakery. When 
Fundy was away doing exorcisms and hunts, Wilbur would teach 
Niki guitar songs. They would even sing. And while no one on the 
server would ever say she was a good singer, with her obviously 
foreign dialect and meandering intonation, Wilbur had never minded. 


And even if history forgot her, President Soot did not. Not through 
the wars and the death or the government stresses. They didn’t have 
a piano for her 13th birthday, but she still had her guitar, and they 
sang together regardless. 


And he destroyed her home. 


And he left her. 


(And then he died.) 


He’d smiled before he went away, putting his wing shawl over her 
shoulders. And for what? She’d been far too young when they first 
met for them to ever fall in love, and he never fussed over her the 
way he did Fundy and Tommy. If they were friends, they never knew 
each other’s secrets. 


She simply knew his bakery orders by heart, and he could play any 
song she asked. 


So lucky, and for what? 


And now nothing beside him remains. The sum total of Wilbur Soot 
has burned to ashes. There is nothing left for Niki, good or bad, but 
the songs he gave her and a broken piano that no one can bring 
themselves to play. 


She sits on the stairs by the piano, facing away into the street as she 
hums a melody under her breath. 


Someone sits on the piano seat behind her, as if listening to her half- 
hearted music. The falltop of the piano opens, and a few halting 
notes start to be plucked out from the keys. Maybe a child’s finally 
gotten curious. 


...At least, that’s what Niki thought before the piano starts to repeat 
the same melody that she’s humming. Broken and ever so slightly 
out of tune, but the same song nonetheless. 


“l will always,” Niki haltingly sings, “think of you. | see your face when 
each day is through. And days go past...” 


“Oh, so fast,” someone whispers. 


Niki stops. So does the piano. 


“But memories, they last,” Niki hesitantly continues. The piano starts 
again, and she sits up a little straighter. “Summer, winter, year by 
year-" 


“Year by year.” 


“I hear this song inside my ear.” Niki tilts her head. “Trying to 
restart...” 


“That'd be smart,” the other singer sadly interjects. 


“But thoughts of you haunt my heart,” Niki finishes. 


The voice of the piano player is high, haunting - like a funeral hymn 
come to life. It’s familiar somehow, but she can’t recognize it, not like 
this. 


“No, | don’t wanna be alone now,” Niki starts again as the other voice 
croons wordlessly to the melody. “Just biding my time. | need 
somebody dearly- and darling, you'd be sublime.” 


It almost reminds her of Wilbur, the way he sang when he wasn’t 
playing for anything in particular. Quiet and murmured and 
meandering. 


“Spring and autumn,” Niki trails off. “Ujp and down.” 


“Up and down.” 


“| keep trying to escape this town! And | just might!” 


“lll take flight...” The voice pauses for a moment. “...maybe 
tomorrow, not tonight.” 


The falltop closes. Niki hears the tap of a cane leaning against the 
stone floor, and talons clicking against the piano’s wood. 


She turns around just in time to watch black wings and lapis 
eyespots disappear into the crowd. 


10. Crime Man 


Summary for the Chapter: 


He does crime, but better. 


Ranboo’s been doing pretty okay these days. 


He lives in a house. He has two cats and a non-zero amount of 
parrots that he can’t bring himself to get rid of. His lawn is entirely 
spawnproof. His only neighbors are two old men who also don’t want 
to be bothered by strangers, but are completely fine with being 
bothered by him specifically. 


And ever since Techno and Philza pointed out that mining is a really 
productive distraction from intrusive thoughts, Ranboo’s been 
acquiring a suspicious amount of financial stability. Wealth, even. He 
might be getting richer than Techno, and that’s really saying 
something. 


Ranboo’s neighbors, everyone. They are just- they are just so weird. 


There was this one time he woke them up at 3 in the morning just to 
tell them he had a dream that Philza’s spine turned into chocolate. 
Techno immediately told him to wait until he started having spaghetti 
dreams, and Philza’s only response was to ask if his spine was good 


chocolate at least. (It was not. It was basically chocolate flavored 
sugar blocks.) 


The amount of nonsense they tolerate from him is astounding. 
Really. He could have a sugar farm in his basement and they could 
not be bothered to give a shit. 


He does have a sugar farm, by the way. For very normal reasons. 
Listen, the guy selling sugarcane at the farmer’s market was really 
hot, and Ranboo didn’t want to unpack all that, so he decided to 
never need to buy sugar again. This is a completely reasonable 
response in Ranboo’s opinion, and he might take up Techno’s offer 
on a spare farming crystal. 


(He will not be taking up Benihime’s offer to find out about Philza’s 
pumpkin basement. He does not trust the smile on Benihime’s face 
when talking about the pumpkin basement. ) 


The point being, things have been going pretty great ever since 
Ranboo moved in with these guys... 


...and he doesn't trust like that. This is starting to get a little creepy. 


He’s known these guys since, what- since last Dodekamon? That’s 
reaching eight months or so, isn’t it? Eight whole months and nothing 
weird has happened? Eight months of nothing going to shit? 


...Okay, there was the execution, but the fact that it wasn't a 
dealbreaker just raises so many red flags here. 


Things never go this well. Not for this long. Somebody always dies, 
or a new home gets destroyed, or someone he trusts turns out to be 
awful, or Ranboo fucks something up and he has to run before he 
gets shot to death over it. 


Techno and Philza seem like they can’t be bothered to do something 
about Ranboo even if they were paid a whole stacked shulk of 
emerald blocks. They didn’t even reprimand him over eating a tub of 
frosting! 


Hell, when was the last time either of them had even joked about 
Ranboo paying rent? 


It’s just weird. And a little bit terrifying. Because he’s been waiting for 
that other shoe to drop. He’s been waiting for the limit. 


Because there’s always a limit. Everyone has one- this thing that 
they pretend is okay, but it’s not. You hit a limit on- on what 
someone's okay with, or how much they'll give, and they show you 
what happens when you hit it. (Nothing good.) And then it’s fine. 
Now everyone knows the limit. Now everyone knows what happens 
when the limit breaks. 


Ranboo keeps doing all these batshit crazy things and it’s not hitting 
the limit. And that means that either Philza and Techno don’t have a 
limit, or the one they have is... really, really bad. 


It’s different and Ranboo doesn’t like it. And that’s why Ranboo’s 
stalking his neighbors through the window of his house. 


This is a completely logical progression of events. 


He was staring at Techno for a while, which is a very easy thing to 
do, because Techno is so large and visible. And then the man 
himself went over to Ranboo’s house, where they discussed many 
things- like beds, or whether or not endermen eat foxes (they don’t). 
They even took a moment to appreciate the cows sitting outside 
Ranboo’s house. 


That's a new thing. They let a nearby cow farm’s animals graze 
around their lands, and in exchange Ranboo gets good beef 
whenever he wants. 


Another new thing is that the mailbox that Techno placed outside got 
an upgrade(?) and no one’s really sure who did it. Possibly Tommy, 
who left a note inside the new mailbox. 


HI! TommyInnit is opening a hotel in Greater Prime for all people! 


This is just and merely business 


IF YOU ARE INTERESTED: 

please come along. bring diamonds and cash money. 
NO WRONGENS ALLOWED 

NO WIVES ALLOWED 


it will be so fun 


Come along grand opening sometime in the next moonth not quite 
sure yet but then again we could all die tomorrow ahahahah 


hey technoblade 


COME ALONG! 


LOTS OF POGS, 


Dearest Mr Tommy Danger Kraken Innit 


“And he only talks to me again when he wants money,” Techno 
deadpans. “I don’t know what | expected.” 


“He sounds... slightly unwell, if I’m gonna be honest,” Ranboo 
hesitantly observes. 


“That's normal.” Techno rolls his eyes- at least it looks like he does. 
It’s hard to tell when he’s got next to no pupil going on up there. “If | 
didn’t know any better, | would think he was half racoonlin.” 


One of the hounds walks over and butts its head into Techno’s leg. 
Techno looks up from the letter and stills. 


There’s a demon standing out there in the snow. 


Techno frowns, a concerningly worried look creeping across his face. 
He distractedly pushes the letter into Ranboo’s chest. “Go drop this 
off at Phil’s house, probably. He thinks Tommy’s less annoying than | 
do. I- uh- | need to go check on something, what on earth is-” 


He walks back to his house, muttering to himself. But the demon 
behind them is still following them, past the house wards. Going by 
the way Techno doesn’t even pause seeing it, he’s letting that 
happen on purpose. Techno ushers Ranboo into his half of the 
bridged cabins and towards the storage basement. 


“Hello, BadBoyHalo,” Techno drawls from upstairs. 


“Hello, Technoblade.” 


Ranboo’s ears perk. That was Bad? Good gods, Ranboo barely 
even recognized him! The Badlands lord Halo always been tall, sure, 
even taller than Ranboo on a good day, but lately Bad’s gotten all 
spindly and spider looking. Almost sickly. The once red embroidery 
of his nice clothes has washed out to a ratty grey, and there’s an 
unkempt roughness to his horns. 


The Crimson is just like any other drug, Ranboo supposes. It’s only a 
matter of time before it wears even the classiest people down. 


And now Bad’s here, trying to pull Techno away from his house for... 
something. They talk like they've known each other for a while- 
Techno had mentioned having old friends around spawn, hadn’t he? 
If Bad was one of those friends, it wouldn’t be odd for them to still be 
on friendly terms. 


Except Bad’s making vague statements about a bright red new 
‘landmark’ he really wants Techno to see, and the only thing that fits 
the description is that... egg thing all the blood vine addicts have 
been talking about nonstop. 


Does- does Techno know Bad’s infected? Oh Prime, what if he 
doesn’t? Oh no, oh boy, oh, oh jeez, that can’t be good. 


And now Techno’s heading out of his house with his pet polar bear in 
a harness, and him and Bad are talking about the next scheduled 
boat out of Neve. This is a kidnapping in progress. Or a murder. Or a 
robbery. It’s some kind of crime, that’s for sure. 


And there’s only one way to protect Techno from crime. 


Doing more crime. 


Better. 


11. A Crown For A King 
Summary for the Chapter: 
The King, The Captain, and the Lord. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Contains exotic text. 


So Ranboo definitely didn’t stay home like Techno asked. 


Techno supposes, in Ranboo’s defense, that he’d only asked 
Ranboo to pass a letter to Philza, and technically this wasn't an 
order, and from a certain point of view this didn’t imply what Ranboo 
was supposed to do after he finished doing that. 


That still doesn’t excuse stowing away on the same boat that Techno 
and Bad are on and following them at non-stealthy distances. 


Does Ranboo think Bad’s going to shank Techno in an alleyway or 
something? 


...Oh, yeah, no, that’s exactly what Ranboo would be thinking. 
Techno forgot Ranboo was just kind of like that. 


And while Techno won't say he’s disappointed in Ranboo for those 
kinds of assumptions- alas, it is the common culture to fear the 
obviously mentally ill- it’s still mean. Just a bit! Bad doesn't look that 
bad. He just looks... slightly more homeless than he used to. And is 
very obviously under some kind of addictive magical influence. And 
yeah, that’s not great, but assuming any of these means Bad’s 
turned into some kind of violently malicious individual is paranoia at 
best and profiling at worst. 


Techno’s not an idiot. Bad could still stab him. But Techno (literal 
god) could take a stab from Bad way easier than Bad (guy who looks 
like he’s about to faint) could take a stab from him, so this isn’t 
exactly a fair situation. 


Besides, Techno’s more concerned than anything. Even if he 
couldn't See the magical ghost of blood vines choking on Bad’s 
throat like a noose- a very thorny tight noose- Bad looks like a wreck. 
His thin hooves look sore and chipped, his claws uncut, and he 
reeks of stress. 


Techno suspects that Bad bringing him into something they both 
know is a trap is a cry for help, or as much as Bad can manage 
under such tight control. And if it’s not... those thorns aren’t for show. 
If Bad is bringing Techno somewhere under orders, he'll be punished 
if he fails to provide results. 


The point being, Techno’s going to have to play along for now until 
he can get more information. 


And so that nothing happens to Ranboo. 


Gods, why did Ranboo have to trail after them? It’s Techno’s fault for 
not being more specific, really- he’s far too used to having Philza, 
who's been around him so long that the man just Knows everything 
Techno doesn’t say. None of this is (entirely) Ranboo’s fault. 


But Ranboo could be a little more stealthy. Come on, bro. The slight 
muttering and crunching of leaves were just poor form. Maybe they 
could have a lesson on stealth after this, and also a conversation 
about profiling biases. 


As long as Bad doesn’t have a panic attack about it first. Techno can 
only vaguely allude to it simply being a random wild enderman so 
many times. 


“There’s, uh- there’s been some redecorating around here,” Bad 
awkwardly says as they approach the Prime path. “If you haven't 
noticed.” 


Techno pulls Steve closer and pats the polar bear’s fur. “It’s very 
red.” 


Very red is an understatement. Everything that even gets near the 
Badlands is getting crushed by vines as thick as tree trunks. Even 
the walls of Lemon City are starting to creep with infection. The only 


thing staying untouched is the path itself- there’s a harsh perimeter 
where the vines seem to hit an invisible wall. 


Even still, just staring at the infection makes his insides curdle. 


“Man, these weeds are really goin’ everywhere, huh?” Techno 
Casually says. “Whenever | have to come down here, | always hack 
at ‘em with a hoe.” 


Bad blinks. “Oh,” he flatly says. “That was you.” 


“Yeah, hoes and sickles with like, Fortune and Silk Touch?” Techno 
clicks his tongue. “Clears ‘em instantly. | was thinking of making a 
bunch and mass distributin’ them.” 


Bad nods slowly. “You know what? That's... an interesting thought, 
and we'll revisit that.” 


“Yeah, we'll circle back.” Techno curls his hand on Steve’s harness. 
“Come on, Steve. Who’s a good boy?” 


-<>Y<>- 


Ranboo was prepared to see a lot of things on this stealth mission. 
He was not prepared for the massive vine bloom inside the 
L’manburg crater, rooting right against the bedrock. At least Techno’s 
taking his kidnapping like a real trooper. He’s whacking at vines with 
a hoe. 


But then Techno had Steve wait by a poster while him and Bad went 
down a tunnel. A narrow, highly visible tunnel. This is not conducive 
to stealth at all. 


Ranboo widens his stance to a crouch and pats Steve on the head. 
“I’m switching to gamer mode,” he gravely whispers. 


-<>9Y<>- 


The problem with trying to commune with mysterious magic plants, 
it’s part of this overall problem Techno has. 


He’s a little hard of hearing. Most of the time it’s not that big of a 
deal, really, he barely has to think about it. Been like that for most of 
his life, he’s worked around it, he reads lips, he copes. Most of the 
time, he barely even has to think about it. But he’s not hard of 
hearing because of anything going on inside his ears. 


Anyone would be half-deaf if there was an entire amphitheatre 
screaming in their heads at random intervals. And the closer he’s 


gotten to the heart of this Crimson infestation, the louder that chorus 
in his head has been screaming. 


Techno lets out a frustrated snort as he tries to sift through the 
auditory traffic. 


BAD 
EGG BAD 
VERY SUS 
Egg? EgG? eggE? 
Is it trying to replace us lmao 


Techno you don't need its help 


Techno scoffs. Bad had given an... interesting sales pitch claiming 
that the Crimson could dissolve mortal governments, as if both of 
them weren't aware that the thing would simply replace power with 
itself. 


We are stronger 
WE KNOW IT, WE KNOW IT RUN RUN RUN- 
Ranboo’s still here 


NO KINGS 


NO KINGS 


?uoy wonk | oD .railimaf kool uoY 


Techno’s hand stills on the surface of the Egg. 


EAT IT 
Ew kill it 
Cringefail + doesn’t speak real words + ratio 
ANTARCTIC EMPIRE RULES THE WORLD 

.uoy ot ti evig lliw | .edalbonhceT ,tnaw uoy tahw em IleT 
Run 

Leave 

LEAVE NOW 


Who dis? We don’t know nobody 


A frustrated growl builds in Techno’s mouth. He’s able to hear 
something, but past the noise he already has to deal with, it’s as 
good as useless. He presses his hand more firmly against the 
surface, his magic skating across the golden leaves of the vines. 


-C-C-C-C-C-ceT 


Technoblade. 


| can kill that which cannot die. 


Techno sharply tilts his head and- 


“Bad, what are you doing?” 


-<>Y<>- 


Captain Puffy’s been a lot of things in the short memory of her life, 
only some of which she had to compulsively lie about to achieve. 


Construction wasn’t that much of a stretch when she was strong. 
She definitely wasn’t lying about knowing her flowers when she got 
picked up as a florist, and listen, does anybody really need 
qualifications to work at a McPuffy’s? Working a fryer isn’t exactly an 
apprenticed skill. 


There was getting knighted in Greater Prime, but that was only lying 
from a certain point of view. She passed the minimum combat skills, 
didn’t she? And she really was there helping those two times 
L’manburg fell apart. 


The point being, any of her ‘lying’ and ‘scamming’ isn’t actually 
hurting anyone if she can (mostly) deliver on her promises. It’s a 
victimless crime! And besides, she does it for an important reason. 


Survival. 


How could she ever have been honest in the first place? She has no 
memory of her ‘real’ skills to fall back on, only hazy gut instinct and 
fading muscle memory. Everyone else gets to have a rich life full of 
love and family and history. Puffy does not. Puffy has to take what 
she can get. 


When she loses her son, she survives. She learns what happened to 
him, accepts his absence, and she moves on. Foolish and his family 
of Totems are strange creatures, but they’re kind, and Puffy thinks 
they’re trying to survive too. She doesn’t mind being their family, 
even if it’s only by accident. 


So when the world starts turning red, she thinks about her family. 
She thinks of Foolish and his children. She thinks of Babel, wherever 
he is now. She wants them to survive. 


She creates a way for them to survive. She creates a resistance, and 
fuck anybody who says she doesn’t know what she’s doing or how to 
lead. No one needs qualifications to give a shit about other people. 


But resistance cannot live on anger alone. It needs solutions, it 
needs knowledge, it needs- 


-it needs Blood. It needs Covenant. And how fortunate, that the 
Blood of the Covenant lived within the server’s reach. Puffy had 
been trying to contact him and finally narrowed down a town in 
northern Neve that could make sure a message got to him. 


Just her luck. Looks like Bad intercepted it. 


Not that he seems to be doing well with the audience he’s stolen. It’s 
poor luck that his little religion just rebranded itself as an empire right 
before trying to secure the allyship of an openly anarchist god. 


“Puffy,” Bad hisses, tone still airily friendly despite the obvious strain 
on his face, “you’re messing this up for me.” 


Puffy shoulders her machete. “That sounds like a personal problem.” 


“The Egg doesn’t want you here either.” 


Puffy scoffs. “You know what?” She hacks her blade at some of the 
vines crawling from the ceiling. “The feeling’s mutual. But I’m here 
for Techno, not for you.” 


“Look- Techno.” Bad’s axe drags limply against the ground. “Empires 
are a means to an end. You know who’s in charge of an empire, 
Techno? An emperor! And you know what? The emperor gets to 
declare whatever they want-” 


“That sounds like a government, Bad,” Puffy deadpans. 


“This is like, the single most government thing I’ve ever heard,” 
Techno flatly comments. 


“No, no, no!” Bad’s spider-thin body leans forward to peer at 
Techno’s face. “Il want you to picture an empire that you, Techno, 
would be in control of, that you could say, hey guys, I’m now in 
control, and guess what? No more empire.” 


But the nerve of him, honestly. He should know better than to offer 
the Emperor Snow a throne, of all things. Techno’s sharp smile looks 
prepared to smite Bad on the spot for it. Not that Bad seemed ever 
wiser. 


“Why would he just not have an empire to start with, then?” Puffy 
loudly asks. 


“| could have just made an empire a long time ago if | was interested 
in seizin’ power,” Techno bluntly points out. 


“The Egg can help you achieve whatever your goal is,” Bad 
continues to insist. “You don't like government? We could disband 
the Eggpire right now, but all you gotta do, Techno? You just gotta 
join the Egg.” 


Techno loudly crunches on a golden carrot. “This- this just seems 
kinda sus, I’m not gonna lie.” 


“No! You just spend a little time, down here next to the Egg, and 
eventually you will come to love the Egg just as much as | do.” 


Techno raises his eyebrows. “Is this like a cult-” 


“Okay!” Puffy pushes Bad aside and steps forward. “You heard Bad’s 
side of the story. Mine’s super simple. | think we just turn the Egg 
into an omelette and call it done there.” 


Techno nods sagely. “True, true. Omelette arc pog.” He peers at the 
various offerings of meat and expensive spices that have been laid 
out among the leaves of the infestation, slowly being absorbed. “I 
mean, people have been feedin’ it steak, there’s bound to be some 
good ingredients. That’s a good breakfast right there.” 


Puffy snorts. 


“Okay, quick question.” Techno adjusts the comically small glasses 
on his large piglin face. “If it’s an egg- what will hatch out of it?” 


Bad stays silent for a moment. 


“Let’s not worry about that,” he says. 


“| feel like we should,” Puffy refutes. 


“This seems a little important, honestly.” 


Bad’s eyes snap towards the back of the cave. “HEY! WHO’S 


THERE? | SEE YOU!” His head tilts with a sharp crack as he stalks 
forward. “The Egg sees you, too.” 


12. Not Your Fault 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Ranboo is bad at stealth. 


The thing about Lord Halo was that people /ike him. He’s nice. 


That’s one of the things Ranboo picked up early about this server. 
People like the Halos. 


Captain Sapnap, the young dashing heir, the loud and friendly leader 
of the Kingsguard. Skeppy, as rare as his appearances were, forever 
tied to a love of games and festivities, often heard on the radio 
commentating over sports. 


But most of all, no one would ever dare dislike BadBoyHalo, 
Badlands native or not. 


He would volunteer in kitchens, open his house for holiday festivals, 
he would give out sweets to strangers just for the hell of it. It was 
practically a running joke that anyone would trust this literal demon 
with their first-born child. 


A devoted lord, a doting father, a pious man never absent from 
Shrinesday service, if he wasn’t doing sermons of comfort himself. 


People like BadBoyHalo. In the kind of way that months later, would 
remind Ranboo of the way people like Philza. 


“You can't hide from me, little muffin head,” Bad sweetly croons, as if 
Ranboo were a child hiding in the church rafters. “Come out.” 


Ranboo ducks down into a shallow water pool, trying to curl up small 
enough for his cloak to cover his body. Even then, a simple rain 
cloak isn’t a suit of armor- it was never meant to protect him from a 
constant onslaught of water, and he can feel his hubris in the 
growing sting around his feet, the burn in his eyes as he desperately 
tries not to breathe. 


And he fails. 


Whether through panic or just not holding his breath hard enough, 
Ranboo runs out of air. His mandibles painfully force open on reflex, 
and he bites back a pained sound as the water forces its way into his 
nose, his sensitive teeth, the tender flesh of his gums. The last of his 
breath forces out in an exhale, bubbles peppering his face, and he 
wastes it wondering if drowning would even hurt less, had he not 
been an enderman. 


A black shadowy hand pulls Ranboo’s collar above the water before 
he can breathe. 


Ranboo sniffles and gasps, blinking away acid-like tears from his 
eyes, only to find Bad staring down at him with a delighted squinting 
smile. 


“Come here, Techno,” Bad happily lilts. “I have something for you.” 


Shit. 


Ranboo watches Techno and some tall ramlin stranger warily trudge 
into view. They’d almost been out of the cave by the time Bad called 
them- if it wasn’t for Ranboo, they wouldn't still be in this situation 
right now. 


Shame mottles his face in uneven colors as Bad continues to drag 
him along by his soaked collar, and he’s got little other choice but to 
follow. Bad is bigger, stronger, and obviously more dangerous- even 
Ranboo’s not stupid enough to take on such a strongly bound demon 
in a fight. And even if he was, then what? Bad’s not in control of 
himself. Ranboo would be hurting an innocent man. 


“Have you met my friend, Ranboo?” Bad coyly asks. 


“No- no- no, | don’t t-think | have,” Ranboo stammers. 


Ranboo desperately looks back to Techno- and Techno, despite it all, 
comes to his defense, pulling him away from Bad’s grasp. And Bad 
is... weirdly okay with this. By the time Ranboo stops panicking 
about what’s going to happen next, they’re all sitting together in 
some kind of lunch table, awkwardly eating steak sandwiches. 


“So, Techno.” Bad puts his hand on the table. “You’ve been to visit 
the Egg firsthand. You’ve been there. What do you think? You heard 
what the Egg had to offer.” 


Ranboo pauses at his sandwich. The Egg was speaking to Techno? 
That's... mildly horrifying. 


Techno, for his part, seems to barely care. “Il dunno. It spoke, like- 
Latin or something.” 


“You weren't picking up on the meaning at all?” Bad presses. 


Techno pushes Steve’s snout away from his food. “If it wants me to 
understand it, it could speak more comprehensively.” 


Steve lets out a small groan. 


“What did you hear, Bad?” Puffy accusingly asks. (Puffy, that was her 
name. Right.) 


“Look, / heard the Egg make Techno a very, very good offer.” Bad’s 
white eyes flick back to Techno. “Anything that you want, Techno. 
Anything that you want.” 


Techno gives his polar bear a firm pat. “I’ve been pretty good 
recently, honestly.” 


“Your heart’s desire, Techno,” Bad disbelievingly continues. “You're 
telling me there’s absolutely nothing you can think of?” 


“Nah, I’m just kind of vibin’. Listen, if the Egg hatches, and this huge 
fox comes out, that’d be awesome.” Techno gestures to Steve. “l 
don’t know if you can tell, but I’m a fan of very large animals.” 


Ranboo wonders if he counts as a large animal. He’s basically an 
animal, right? Most people are some kind of animal. Except for 
dryads. Those aren't animals. Those are plants tricked into thinking. 


Are endermen even animals? Ranboo thinks they’re... probably 
animals. But what if they’re not? Are they spirits? But there’s animal 
spirits, aren't there? 


Maybe... maybe endermen are weird robots. Robots aren't animals. 


...Wait, fuck, no, Philza’s got robot bits and he’s still an animal. Is- is 
Benihime an animal? Is sentient transforming goop an animal? 
Ranboo wonders what that feels like. It probably feels like feathers. 
He’s never touched feathers before, he thinks. It’s basically just left 
hair, right? Is it soft- 


“Ranboo, what do you want?” 


Ranboo freezes as Bad stares at him expectantly. “I- to not be 
involved, honestly.” 


Bad leans closer. “Well, the Egg wants you to be involved. In fact, | 
might go so far to say that it needs you to be involved!” 


“| don't think it does,” Ranboo awkwardly cringes. 


Bad turns to Techno. “Techno. You said you like Ranboo, right?” 


(He did?) 


“Eh, he’s alright,” Techno underwhelmingly allows. 


“He’s alright?” Bad smiles. “So you wouldn’t want anything to happen 
to Ranboo.” 


“Uhhhhhhhhhhh... no, not particularly.” 


“That’s good.” Bad stares at Techno for a long moment. “That’s 
good.” 


And then Ranboo falls. 


-<>Y<>- 


Technoblade has outlived every student he’s ever had. 


The bad ones are more memorable. The betrayals, the lies, the 
stupid well-intentioned mistakes that get them killed. Those ones 
burn out in a blaze of grief and glory all in one. 


But the ones that hurt the most are the good ones. The truly good 
ones. The kind ones. 


Those unfortunate ones that value the life of an immortal teacher 
more than that of a replaceable student. 


It takes Techno a few moments to realize that Ranboo hasn’t joined 
them. (Not yet.) When the chaos clears, and Bad has escaped to 
somewhere else to relish his short-lived victory, Techno looks down 
the steep tunnel that Ranboo’s been thrown into, water pooled under 
the enderman’s feet. 


He’s not dead. 


“Do we need a rope or something?” Puffy asks. 


“There’s water down there,” Techno dismisses. “I can trident him out. 
Ranboo, hang tight! I’m comin’ down!” 


-<>9Y<>- 


Wells are strange, aren't they? Little tunnels to water, bored straight 
into the ground. Entire villages, entire castles, can be built around 
these simple structures. 


All for a drop of water. 


It’s such a morbid thought to an enderman, for anyone to crave so 
much water. 


The structure that Ranboo has fallen into must have been a well 
once, but it’s beyond useless now- its lower levels infested with 
blood vines, drying pools thick with sediment, salt, and iron-laden 
red. 


The vines around him are full of too many sharp thorns for Ranboo 
too climb out, and trying to silk touch them would just risk the thorns 
falling onto his own body. He can’t even teleport out- if he’s even 
able to teleport in the first place, he can’t remember how, and even if 
he did, he doubts he could manage that much of a vertical distance. 


There is no way for Ranboo to get out on his own. He needs to wait 
for someone to help him out. 


“Techno?” Ranboo tentatively calls out. “Te-” 


Ranboo coughs violently as something slides down his throat, and a 
red grainy liquid dribbles out of his nose. He must have accidentally 
swallowed something as he fell. He did kind of land face first. 


Wait. Wait, this well is infected. This water has blood vine stuff in it, 
he can’t just have it coughing up in his lungs! 


Ranboo scrabbles for a corner of the well water that might be a little 
less deep than the others and tries to cover up his mouth in a 
handkerchief. 


What’s the matter, little prince? A crackling voice whispers in his 
ear. Afraid you might catch your death? 


Oh, great. Another dumb voice in his head to join all the other ones. 


Don’t insult yourself. I’m just as real as you are. 


All the more reason to ignore it. Ranboo stares stubbornly at the 
wall, ears straining to hear for anyone else coming down to help. 


You need no help. | am here to help you. 


“With what?” 


I can change the body and the mind, given time. Why, if you so 
wished it, | could make sure you never Sleep again. 


Ranboo freezes. 


You’re afraid, aren’t you, little prince? Afraid of the call of your 
lost kin, and what it has taken from you. 


“You can’t fix my memories,” Ranboo rasps. “No one can.” 


Who’s to say? At the very least, we could keep you from losing 
more. Wouldn’t that be worth it? Just for a while. The vines curl 
closer, its voice going even quieter. And wouldn’t it be nice, to be 
part of something that lasts? That cannot betray you? 


Ranboo starts to shake. 


And look what you’ve done without your wits, it suddenly hisses. 
What you’ve done without me. Stealing precious treasures, 
destroying the homes of others? YOU ARE LOST. 


“| didn’t do that,” Ranboo shakily pleads. “No, stop-” 


Lend me your ears, little prince. | will make you more than you 
will ever be. Give yourself to me, and your mind will never know 
Sleep again. 


“No, no, no-” 


The voice drowns in a new, bell-like sound as a bright golden light 
suddenly floods the well. The thorny vines skitter back into the 
stones, hissing with distaste. 


Ranboo flinches as a hooved hand lands on his shoulder. 


“Woah, hey, it’s me. It's just me, Ranboo.” Techno wraps an arm 
around Ranboo’s thin body as he brandishes his trident. “We're 
gettin’ out of here, alright?” 


Ranboo mutely nods. 


“Okay. Just hang tight, kid. I'll take care of this.” 


With little more warning than that, Techno bends his knees and 
leaps, a violent spray of water carrying them upward out of the well. 
Ranboo’s knees buckle as soon as he hits solid land. 


“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, /’m sorry-” 


“It's okay,” Techno softly says as he presses a fire charm into 
Ranboo’s hands, drying out the stinging water. “Bad tried to pull a 
fast one, it’s not your fault.” 


“He tried to hurt you because of me,” Ranboo keens. “You wouldn't 
have stayed with him if | didn’t get caught cus’ | was stupid-” 


“Hey.” Puffy’s body sidles into view. Ranboo tries to focus on any of 
her features. Mm. Shiny horns. Big hair... thing. Yep. “You shouldn’t 
have expected someone to attack you or use you to hurt someone 
else. That’s not your fault. Okay?” 


Ranboo slowly nods. Techno’s frown softens as he pulls Ranboo up 
to his feet. 


“Let's go see if there’s a pharmacy nearby, okay?” Techno offers. “I 
don't want you walking back to Neve with water burns.” 


“Don't tell Phil,” Ranboo whispers. “He’s gonna kick me in the shins.” 


“| mean, | also walked into a magic trap with you, so-” Techno claps 
him across the back. “I won't tell him if you won’t. Let’s get some 
candied melons from the market and see if that can bribe him into 
not preening us to death over this.” 


13. What If We Were Bisexual Anarchists, 
Summary for the Chapter: 


And we held hands while discussing the food security of our 
anarchist commune? 


Listen, it's not like Niki’s turning into an anarchist or anything. 


She’s not. 


Techno just says very sensible things and has lots of good advice 
about independent homesteading and mutual aid. If Niki really is 
being radicalized by an evil terrorist or whatever, it's sure being 
cleverly hidden behind long lessons about food preservation and the 
husbandry of small animals. 


She is learning... so much about raising chickens and rabbits for 
food in limited land space. And potatoes. Because for some reason, 
tubers of all things are among the hardiest and sabotage-resistant 
crops in existence, and that’s very ideal for people trying to repel the 
state. 


Or. Y’know. Live underground away from all the plant cults. 


The point being, Techno knows a lot of things that Niki and the 
Underground actually need, and he never minds Niki asking follow- 
up questions. So when Techno suggests that there’s a mutual friend 
that Niki could meet up with about blood vine resistant plants, Niki 
takes it at face value. 


Niki expects any number of things from someone that Techno calls a 
mutual friend. 


Niki does not expect this mutual friend to be her ex-girlfriend Captain 
Puffy. 


“You, uh-” Niki awkwardly appraises Puffy’s dark clothes and wine 
red jacket. “You got new clothes.” 


Puffy wipes her sunglasses with her shirt. “You changed your hair.” 


Niki lets out a nervous laugh, running over her pink and orange 
locks. “I guess | did.” 


Puffy’s ear flicks, her nose twitching silently. “Can we just start over?” 
she finally blurts out. 


Niki lets out a strained breath. “We really fell off, didn’t we?” 


“Between you running away from the country, and Doomsday-’ 


“-and now all the other shit with the Egg-” 


“-we just haven't had-” 


“-time,” they both say. 


They stare at each other for a moment before looking away, soft 
laughter caught on their mouths. 


“You've been vandalizing propaganda posters without me?” Niki 
teases. “Whatever happened to being a florist?” 


“Had to get hobbies after my favorite bakery disappeared,” Puffy 
sadly smiles. “And... and my son.” 


Niki puts a hand over her mouth. “Oh no. What happened?” 


“He’s alright,” Puffy immediately says. “He’s with his real family now.” 
Her bright smile pushes a squint into her green eyes. “It’s been 


weeks. I’m over it.” 


(No, she’s not. She’s lying.) 


Puffy drags a hand over her face. “Anyway! Plants!” 


Niki blinks. “Right. Plants. Techno said you have some?” 


“So y’know cocoa beans?” Puffy starts. “Turns out they have this 
thing called caffeine in it that makes shit weirdly resistant to blood 
vine stuff, and | know this guy who knows this other guy HBomb-” 


“You know HBomb’?” 


“-and he trades with this guy who has a garden of these weird tree 
berries he swears he saw in a desert on this one server, and it’s 
just... full of so much caffeine.” 


Niki nods like she followed any of that. “So, how does it work?” 


“You can fertilize the plants with it, feed the berries to animals, and 
the berries have these weird... beans inside them that you can steep 
to make a drink out of. Apparently it’s called coffee.” Puffy shrugs. 


“Sounds fake as hell, but it works. Animal infections have gone way 
down and it’s helping people who got accidentally exposed. I’m out 
smuggling bushes to different places, tryin’ to get people into it. 
Gonna stop by my son’s place later.” 


Niki stares at her for a moment. 


“Different son,” Puffy clarifies. “Nice guy, runs a temple on the 
Denetyr coast. Kind of in the middle of nowhere, but he still wants to 
be safe.” 


“Is there a lot of people there?” Niki hesitantly asks. 


“Not really,” Puffy easily says. “It’s kind of lonely out there.” 


“Do you think his temple could take some people? Who are trying to 
be safe from the infection?” Niki lets out a strained chuckle. “The 
Underground is starting to get a little crowded.” 


Puffy hums. “Why don’t you come with me? For the shipment. And 
we can talk to him about it together.” 


Niki shrinks back slightly. “Oh, | wouldn’t want to waste your time-” 


“Until this whole Eggpire bullshit calms down, I’ve got nothing better 
to do,” Puffy bluntly says. “So, like, if you’re free?” 


Niki thinks of uncleaned furnaces in the Underground, of food stores 
that need to be checked, of new faces that need orientation, of 
chickens that need to be fed, of beacons that need to be set. 


Niki thinks of everything else she could be doing right now, and 
thinks of five other people that would easily take her place. 


” 


“You know what?” Niki decides. “I am. 


-<>Y<>- 


Nihachu: going out with a friend. Probably back late or tomorrow 


honeyarsonist: oh? What for? 


Nihachu: drugs and illegal immigrants 


honeyarsonist: thank fuck i thought it might have actually been 
something bad 


14. The House Of Fools 
Summary for the Chapter: 


It doesn't take much to convince a foolish man. 


You two seem very close! You are wives? 


Niki freezes, looking awkwardly at the barrel chested beluga moblin 
steering the ship. “Uhhhh-” 


The white whalin lets a quacking laugh out of their blowhole. Joke, a 
webbed hand signs. Only joke. Many people used to come here after 
they wed, to bless their future children. 


Niki tilts her head. “Isn't this place new?” 


Very old, the whalin corrects. Just not always on land, yes? 
Sometimes it is under the sea, sometimes up here with the sand. 
Depends on who calls for him. 


“Him?” 


The Shark King, the whalin clarifies. Name-breaker. He claims he is 
not a god, but his body is forged by their touch. 


Niki is starting to have some questions about Puffy’s new kid. 


“LAND HO!” Puffy shouts as she runs along the side of the deck. 
“We're coming up on the coast!” 


The first thing Niki sees isn’t really the coast itself- it’s the massive 
gold-capped pyramid of sandstone, tearing out of the ocean and 
piercing into the clouds. The humble houses and trade buildings 
lining the shore, all prepared to greet the colorful incoming boats, 
almost pale in comparison. 


As they land, Niki stares wide eyed at the motley crowd. The 
expected traffic of seafolk and testificates is undercut with revenants, 
and lots of them. The tell-tale glassy eyes of Rot survivors- humans, 
elfins, testificates, and even piglins- seem to outnumber the living. 


Goodbye, friends, the whalin good-naturedly dismisses with a lift of 
their hat. / go take care of the shipments. You tell the Shark King that 
Kotaro-of-the-Pier sent you here. 


“You’re a Saint, Kotaro!” Puffy declares as she hops off the ship. 


Kotaro’s mouth breaks open with a harsh, toothy grin. 


“Puffy,” Niki slowly says, “did you adopt a mob boss? I’m not mad, | 
just want to know.” 


“I'm pretty sure the only mob this guy knows is the animal kind,” 
Puffy bluntly says. “He’s too busy figuring out what colors to put on 
murals to bother with criminal stuff, and-” 


“Hey, GRAMPS!” A young voice shouts. “What’s cracking?” 


Niki whirls around to face a literal golden child with silver hair, 
emerald eyes, and a shark-toothed smile. From a distance he looks 
like a lanky little boy, but as he runs towards them, skirt and sandals 
swishing against the desert sand, he turns out to be almost Niki’s 
height. 


As for Puffy, she takes the tall child- and abrasive greeting- in stride, 
leisurely laughing down at him from her own prodigious height. 
“You'll be what’s cracking if you keep that up, Junior. Did you leave 
your sister behind somewhere?” 


“Did not!” Junior flips open his satchel to reveal another gold child, a 
sleepy round toddler that looks like she’s been plucked from the 
arms of a marble statue. “Dad said | had to watch her for a bit.” 


“Where is your dad, anyways?” Puffy asks. “He didn’t forget | was 
coming, did he?” 


“He had to do a shift dance! But he’s almost done, | think.” 


“Shift dance?” Niki confusedly repeats. 


Puffy snorts. “Oh, you’ll see. Lead the way, Junior.” 


They walk on a central road of marbled tile. As they walk through this 
city of undead, they pass great vaulted structures of austere 
sandstone, every pillar and wall etched with thousands of tiny 
intricate flourishes. Not even the walls are allowed to remain idle, 
their surfaces lined with expensive panels of lapis, glowstone, and 
sea lanterns. Hanging gardens bloom amidst giant statues of multi- 
headed snakes while temple cats lounge along the stairs and pillars, 
leering at them with piercing eyes as they pass. 


Niki can’t help but feel that this sort of place should not exist. This 
impossible tribute to countless hands, and the countless centuries 
those hands must have built in- utterly unimaginable. 


It makes her feel so... small. 


The entrance to the main temple is heralded by black hellhounds 
painted into the walls, titanic statues of muscled bodies serving as 
the first sentinels to greet those that dare step forth. 


It is there, in the shadow of a beaconed pyramid and under the 
watchful stone eyes of a sphinx, that the Shark King dances. 


Shark King is certainly a fitting title. His grey gloves and boots are 
rough like sharkskin, and his headdress takes the shape of a shark’s 
glaring maw, as if it perpetually threatened to swallow his head. 
Every step he takes on the golden scarab beneath his feet half- 
threatens to shake the earth in time to the music around him. Even if 
he wasn't surrounded by inchlings, he would still be a giant in every 
sense of the word. 


Puffy barely holds back a laugh as Niki stares in shock at the 
spectacle. 


But the music eventually ends, as all things do. The gigantic man 
claps his hands toward the sky. 


ALRIGHT, DOOZERS! he cheerily exclaims. PACK IT UP. | NEED 
#1-500 ON INSPECTION, #3-4K ON THE GARDENS, LAST 900 
CHECKING THE SHIPMENTS, AND... He takes a deep breath. 1K, 
GET SOME CHOCOLATE ON STOVE FOR DINNER TONIGHT 
FOR EVERYONE. YOU GUYS EARNED IT. 


The inchlings erupt into riotous cheers, their insectoid wings rattling 
out of their shells. Leather boots and gloves get put back onto tiny 
limbs, and various color-coded hard hats find their way onto fluffy, 
four eyed heads. They quickly scatter into different directions- some 
going back into the city, others flying into the sky, and an alarming 
number disappearing between the bricks and tiles in the walls. 


“You done, Foolish?” Puffy shouts. 


Foolish turns around on his feet, square pupils almost gleaming as 
he looks down at his two guests. OH, HEY! As he steps forward to 
greet them, his body starts to shrink- down, down down, down until 
Puffy comes up to his chest instead of his knees. “Did | miss your 
landing, or did you get here early?” 


“Eh, a bit of both,” Puffy admits. “Kotaro always gets us going fast. 
You know how it is when dolphin’s grace kicks in.” 


“Fair enough!” Foolish turns his eyes to Niki. “Who’s your lady 
friend?” 


“Um- hi,” Niki squeaks out. (Gods, he’s huge. She doesn’t really 
know where to look.) “I’m Niki. I’m across the water from you at the 
east. Puffy was saying you could offer some protection? From the 
blood vines?” 


Foolish’s friendly smile drops. “Oh, | see. Then this isn’t such a 
friendly visit after all. My apologies.” He sighs and scoops his 
children up into his arms. “Still, you came all this way! Why don’t we 
talk this out over some food?” 


Dinner is a humble and communal affair that seems to draw the 
entire temple together. Piglins, doozers, testificates, seafolk, and 
endermen all get served out of the same large batch of biscuits and 
stew. Even the temple cats get their share allotted in painted 
porcelain bowls, while skeleton horses mysteriously guzzle at the 
meat put in their troughs. 


Foolish breaks off a chocolate biscuit for his daughter while she sits 
in his lap. “So, protection. What are we looking at? Wards, defensive 
architecture? | did some dragon warding statues for Kinoko recently.” 


“| was hoping more for shelter,” Niki confesses. “Our city is built out 
of coven catacombs, it’s getting too crowded from all the people 
escaping the pandemic. We want to have somewhere else people 
can go instead of just turning them away.” She looks out at the 
bustling crowd of the temple. “But it looks like you're already very 
populated here, too. It wouldn’t be fair.” 


Foolish’s face falls. “No, not at all! My temple has plenty of room, if 
that’s what you’re worried about! I’m a peaceful man, Niki, I’m not 
going to turn away anyone who needs a place to stay.” 


“This is obviously holy ground,” Niki insists. “I don’t want to 
encourage people to disturb it.” 


Foolish braces his free hand on his knee. “This is my temple. As long 
as people respect this place, | can protect anyone that takes shelter 
here.” 


“Even from the Crimson?” Niki presses. 


Foolish laughs. “Look around you, human. Do you see blood vines 
here? Anything that makes it past the wards is burned to soul ash by 
day’s end.” 


15. Doctor, Doctor, Another Notice 


Dr. Drops-by Ponk 
40 Fino Lane 


Lemon City, Greater Prime, Dreamlands 


Doctor, 


Your last mandatory bi-weekly BVI (Blood Vine Infection) test came 
back positive. This means that the amount of BVI traces detectable 
in your system has been deemed to go beyond a safe, benign, or 
asymptomatic threshold. 


In the interest of patient safety and in compliance with our current 
BVI guidelines, you are not permitted to enter Lemon City medical 
facilities except as a patient, and you will not have any medical 
authority until such time that you have tested negative for three (3) 
consecutive bi-weekly tests. 


In the meantime, please follow pandemic guidelines, self-quarantine 
as directed, and seek medical attention when necessary. The well- 
being of our medical professionals is more important than ever. 


In light of your absence, and due to their specific qualifications to 
address the current pandemic, Doctor Sisu of the Curses and 
Esoteric Injuries Office has been unanimously promoted to Acting 
Head Doctor by the Dreamlanders Medical Council. 


-<>9Y<>- 


To 


Lemon City Medical Personnel 


By the mandate of Acting Head Doctor Sisu, the Curses & Esoteric 
Injuries Office and Potions & Poisons Department will now be the 
primary authorities for future BVI research. All data collected from 
other departments will now be reported to these two for more 
dedicated processing. 


A research paper is being compiled to send to Mojang. This 
pandemic is potentially symptomatic of a greater server problem that 
could spread beyond the Dreamlands if left unchecked. 


-<>9Y<>- 


To 


Lemon City Medical Personnel 


An anonymous personnel member has notified us that several of 
their confirmed BVI+ patients have been arrested for trying to infect 
food and water supplies, and been sent to Pandora’s Vault. A Lemon 
City representative will be sent to inspect Pandora’s Vault to ensure 
it follows BVI quarantine guidelines. 


-<>9Y<>- 


To 
Awesam 
40 Fino Lane 


Lemon City, Greater Prime, Dreamlands 


By decree of The King, you are kindly being asked to pay your 
OVERDUE taxes. 


These taxes will go towards benefitting the greater good and the 
Dreamlands as a whole! 


Failure to pay your taxes will result in... 


Seizure or forcible dissolution of private properties from which you 
derive profits, equal to the sum owed. 


Should you hope to avoid this consequence you shall deposit ONE 
of the following: 


- 2 Stacks of lron 
- 1 Stack of Gold 
- 16 Diamonds 


- 1 Netherite Ingot 


-<>Y<>- 


To 
Big Man Sam 
40 Fino Lane 


Lemon City, and everyone knows where the fuck that is 


Sam, I’ve been really thinking about it. | know | said | wouldn't visit 
Hunter again after the whole bullshit he spouted last time, but | did 
say I’d see him again, | GUESS. Wouldn't do nobody any good if | 
pussied out. 


Besides. Closure and all that. How’s the start of Triamon sound? 


-Tommy (Innit) 


16. Ham Radio 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Bullying cops is morally correct and extremely funny. 


It’s as though Ranboo was two different people. 


No, that’s not quite right is it? He was only ever Ranboo. Just the 
one. 


But that Ranboo is... a character of sorts. Whether he means to or 
not. A character written into different stories, an actor playing on 
different sets. And whether Ranboo, character, means to or not, 
every role produces a mask, adapted to the script around him. 


He’s long since accepted that there may be nothing beneath the 
mask- nothing that people would ever understand, anyways. He can 
only choose which masks he prefers to play. 


Ranboo wears the faces of Neve and Snowchester quite comfortably 
these days. 


Snowchester is familiar. It’s a bit like the more suffocating parts he 
used to play- full of pre-packaged lines and dress codes and 


pretense. Comfortable pretense, of course. They put on their 
coordinated clothes and wear their horn rings and say their loving 
lines like the world’s longest running private joke. There are worse 
things to pretend to be than family, and him and Tubbo both agreed 
to it. This dollhouse of domesticity is a small comfort against the 
terrifying ‘real world’ their elders have so graciously left them with. 


Neve is not scripted. If it is, it's written in a language too young for 
Ranboo to understand. 


And thinking of Neve- who he becomes in Neve- always brings him 
back to thinking of Techno and Philza. They’re the senior actors in 
this set piece, after all. 


But from there, the metaphor begins to fall flat. A senior actor would 
instruct their junior in the finer details, or at least keep a fellow actor 
up to speed. The show must go on. 


And yet, and yet, and yet. 


Whatever song and dance these two gods have made _ for 
themselves, Ranboo doesn’t know what lines he has in it. They don't 
seem to expect him to have any part in it at all. They exist. So does 
he. That is that. But he wants to understand. He is... trying to 
understand. 


It’s been so long since he’s really wanted to know someone, and 
nothing more. Not to be safe, not to survive. Just to want, and know 
that he could. 


“-l’ve got, ohhh, just a spare 32 ingots on me, mate,” Philza leisurely 
drawls out. “It’s not like they allow proper iron farms on servers as 
rural as this. Sadge, innit?” 


“Don't | know it,” the Warden of Pandora’s Vault dryly crackles on the 
other end of the speaker. 


Oh. Ranboo had been told about this once, hadn't he? Ham radio. 
Self-made bursts of signals that belonged to no station, only bored 
people with a technological streak and half a mind to browse. Philza 
had been the one to say it was a great way to get quick trades, 
wasn't it? 


A crow rifles through an enderchest, and Philza loosely inclines his 
head, eyes closed. “32 iron ingots and 22 iron blocks. | just checked. 
What's it to you?” 


Someone audibly leans forward on the other end of the line. “How 
many diamonds do you want?” 


“| don't need or want diamonds, though.” 


Philza’s relaxed posture and distant smile look bored, dismissive. 
But if that had really been the case, his ears wouldn’t have been so 
sharply perked, his long feathered tail thumping a slow rhythm 
against the floor. 


“What do you want?” the Warden asks. “/ have essentially 
everything.” 


An admission of need. An admission of budget. A mistake. Philza’s 
grin catches Ranboo from across the room, scarred eyes full of 
something sharp. 


(Elytron are predators, Lagos once told him. Ranboo had stared at a 
gaggle of overfriendly, overwhelmingly passerine children, and back 
to Lagos again. He often turned a skeptical eye to Lagos’ little 
lessons, when he Walked enough to remember. But now, 
sometimes, Ranboo wonders.) 


(Ranboo, when he Walks, wonders if Lagos was thinking of Angels.) 


Philza lets out an idle noise, feet kicking aimlessly back and forth. 
“Got any god apples?” he coyly starts, as if everyone in the 
household doesn’t have a personal specimen sitting in their 
enderchests. 


“Just got the one,” the Warden shoots down. 


“Hm. Totems?” 


“ld rather keep mine, if that’s alright with you. How about 
enderpearls?” 


“Please. | have tons of those.” Philza curls into the arm of his chair 
like an unbothered cat. “And | can trade for pearls if | want. We're not 
short for pearlhunters around here.” 


“I see.” 


“Of course, | could always ask for a favor.” 


The Warden pauses. (He is right to do so.) 


“How’s about this?” Philza casually offers. (Casual, as if he were 
asking someone to fetch a bowl of sugar from off a shelf.) “The 
blueprints to the prison.” 


“Half a stack of iron for access to the most secure thing | ever 
made?” the Warden rhetorically asks. “/’d rather head down to the 
mines.” 


Philza claps his hands and laughs to himself. He needles over a few 
more variations- a visit to the prison, an exemption from arrest. Each 
time the Warden says no, the Angel seems to be more and more 
amused by his refusal. 


“HEY THERE! A chipper voice suddenly shouts from the radio. 
“Sam, it’s Foolish here. Your weird temple neighbor across the 
quarry? Anyways, what if | gave you TWO STACKS iron-” 


Ranboo shuffles closer before his neighbor turns the radio off. “Phil.” 


“Ranboo.” 


“Phil.” Ranboo’s tail wags as a devious squint breaks across his 
face. “I literally have 12 stacks of iron blocks.” He pauses. “Five 
stacks. | have five stacks.” 


Philza’s tail thumps loudly on the ground as he ups the volume of his 
radio again. “Five stacks of iron for a get out of jail free card! Take it 
or leave it!” He slaps his hand on the table. “GOING ONCE-” 


Ranboo frowns. “Wait, what do | get out of this-” 


“GOING TWICE-” 


“You could have said three and | could have kept two!” Ranboo 
wheezes. 


“-AND THREE TIMES, GONE!” Philza snickers at Ranboo. “Now the 
price has dropped. Two stacks.” 


And stupidly enough, the Warden folds. After a weird moment of 
needing to clarify they’re talking about straight iron blocks, not iron 
ore- seriously, why not hand the dumbass a pickaxe and some land 
if they’re going back to basics- he tries a little harder to negotiate. 


But he’s scared to commit. Scared of Philza... and Ranboo. 


It’s not a bad feeling, to be honest. 


“Too bad,” Sam casually says. “You guys are just gonna have to 
watch me mine for myself.” 


“Mine what?” Ranboo snarks. “The sandstone dick someone put on 
the prison ceiling on Moonsday? Bet you’re feeling real bad about 
the mining fatigue field now, huh?” 


Philza and his crows let out harsh wheezes of laughter. 


“You guys are harboring the most dangerous man, and a child with 
sandstone outplayed you,” Ranboo smirks. 


(He happens to know for a fact that said ‘child with sandstone’ was 
Tubbo, but the Warden doesn’t need to know that.) 


The Warden sighs. “The prisoner’s not gonna get out because of a 
penis.” 


“| dunno man,” Ranboo needles as he rocks back and forth on his 
feet. “Seemed like a big deal. You never know, man. He’s done 
some crazy stuff! Maybe you need to look into an anti-penis defense 
program.” 


“Mate, stop-” What little composure Philza has_ shatters into 
breathless giggles all over again. “Oh, my gods-” 


The Warden scoffs. “Well, screw you guys. I’m just gonna mine.” 


“He wants the blocks so fucking badly,” Philza whispers to Ranboo. 
“He just wants to have the upper hand.” 


“Ranboo, you’ve got a bunch of iron, right?” 


Philza clicks harshly, gesturing silently to the radio. 


“| could make you a memory machine for it.” 


Ranboo looks Philza directly in the eyes. “Il don’t want to remember 
this.” 


“You don't have to,” the Warden dismisses. “That would be for the 
best, actually.” 


Philza’s mouth quirks with distaste as he gets out of his comfy 
armchair to go sweep out the chimney. “I don’t even need the iron or 
the jail card,” he smirks as he huddles away, wings peeking out to 
keep his balance as he reaches up the bricks. “! would merely just 
break out.” 


“How do you even know | have the iron you want?” Ranboo decides 
to ask. 


“You lot live together, don’t you? | assume you can get it if he has it.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza stills, hand stiffening around his broom. 


Oh. They’re doing that thing again. The thing where people talk 
about Philza when he’s right there. Okay. 


Okay. 


(Okay. ) 


“Are you saying | would steal from Phil?” Ranboo calmly clarifies. 
“You... you-” He sputters. “YOU TERRIBLE PERSON!” He explodes. 
“HE IS ON HIS LAST LIFE!” 


“He doesn’t seem to be doing too badly,” the Warden callously 
notes. 


(Philza does not allow his hands to shake.) 


“?’m not going to stea/ from Phil, you terrible man!” Ranboo hisses. 


“Steal from him and not write it down.” the Warden pragmatically 
offers. “You don’t have to feel bad about it.” 


Ranboo freezes. 


“PIL kill you,” he lowly promises, “and not write it down, before | ever 
steal from Phil.” 


Philza lets out a loud pointed laugh. “Thanks, Ranboo, mate.” 


Ranboo whirls around, his eyes furious. “| AM DEFENDING YOUR 
HONOR! HE CAN’T JUST- he can't just talk like that- like you’re not 
there! It’s horrible!” 


Philza hums flatly. 


“Sam,” a vaguely familiar voice floats out of the radio, “are you just 
gonna let a toddler patronize you like that?” 


“YES!” Ranboo shouts. “YES, HE IS, BECAUSE HE KNOWS THAT-” 


The rest of Ranboo’s words float incomprehensibly past the rising 
rattle of Philza’s wings roaring in his ears. All these fucking rows are 


giving him a bloody headache. 


Oh, Ranboo means well. Philza knows it. The kid’s just trying to be a 
good friend. But is it too much to ask to go a year without somebody 
shouting over Philza’s head how he can and can't be treated? A 
month, even? 


ls it too much to ask? 


“if ’'m old, Phil’s a geezer-” 


Ranboo’s mandibles are out in full angry display. “DO NOT SAY 
THOSE THINGS ABOUT PHIL, OR ELSE | SWEAR- not swearing, 
but, like, PLL HIT YOU-” 


Benihime’s livid eyes snap open. 


-<>Y<>- 


“Hey. Mate.” Rough talons brusquely push Ranboo to the side as 
Philza- no, no, wait, that’s Benihime, what’s Beni doing out - pushes 
forward towards the radio. “Don't drag my boys into a shoutin’ match, 
you fucking child. | might be an old man, but I’m not gone dim 
upstairs, alright? | am wise beyond my years-” 


“To your years, more like.” 


“Oh, you want me to act my age? Fine. /’// play.” Red creeps down 
an Angel’s antlers. “Centuries are mere childsplay for me, boy. 
I’ve seen many like you fall- and you will not be the last.” 


“What was it like?” The Warden challenges. “Seeing everyone you 
loved die, slowly, as time moved on?” 


“Painful,” Beni concedes. “But not as painful as what | inflicted 
upon their enemies.” 


A pause. 


“| hope their enemies suffered greatly,” the Warden finally says. “And 
that | will never be counted among them.” 


“Smart man,” Beni tersely allows. It turns off the radio and backs 
away with a discontent click. 


Something’s wrong. Ranboo doesn't quite... understand how 
Benihime works, but it- it would always just pop in for a moment or 
two, maybe more if it was having a good time, and then Philza would 


come right back. It never just overrides Philza like that all of the 
sudden. 


No need, Beni had said. He’s safe here. 


“Benihime, what was that about?” Ranboo slowly asks. 
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Beni shakes the broom in its hand for dust. “Don’t like shoutin’. 


“But Sam wasn’t-” Ranboo frowns. “You know | wasn’t shouting at 
Phil, right?” 


“Still shouted. Still bad.” Beni turns back to the chimney Philza was 
sweeping, and after a moment's consideration, continues the task 
itself. “Not yer fault, eyas. It be like that sometimes.” 


There’s that word again. Eyas. Ranboo’s only ever heard Fundy and 
Tubbo use it, besides Philza. They must have picked it up from him. 
And then when Beni had talked to the Warden, it called Ranboo its- 


“What did you mean when you said | was your boy?” Ranboo 
hesitantly starts. 


Beni lets out a vague growling noise. 


“Not that I’m- like, really weirded out by that or anything!” Ranboo 
insists. “It... just kind of came out of nowhere?” 


“We- I-” Beni lets out a brief series of stuttering, clicking chirps. “It’s 
nothing. You’re our friend.” Its eyes dim. “It’s nothing.” 


Ranboo watches Benihime clean out the chimney in awkward 
silence. 


“I still can’t believe Phil tried to hustle the Warden of Pandora’s 
Vault,” Ranboo finds himself saying. 


Beni’s mouth almost quirks into a smile. “Is that what happened?” 


“He tried to get access to the prison,” Ranboo snickers, “with iron 
blocks. And it almost worked.” 


Beni snickers. “He wouldn't even want it. Probably just wanted to see 
if the guy would do it.” 


“| offered my iron stacks to up the stakes,” Ranboo admits. 


“Don't do that,” Beni lightly scolds. “You need the money.” 


“l- | really don’t, actually?” Ranboo hesitantly corrects. “| don’t spend 
all that much. Like, | get nice stuff for my kid, but that’s about it. I’m 
richer than I’ve ever been.” He laughs. “Apparently I’m one of the 
richest people on the server. The news wants to do interviews.” 


A pause. 


“You did that, y'know. You and Techno. You guys taught me to keep 
track of my stuff better and, uh- occupy my time. So- thanks.” 
Ranboo looks off to the side, lightly wagging his tail. “I didn’t think I’d 
get to live like this.” 


Beni stares at him for a moment, and then smiles. “No problem, 
mate.” Its antlers swerve sharply, as if suddenly remembering 
something. “Wait, did you tell that guy to install anti-penis defenses 
on a fucking prison?” 


“You can't prove anything.” 


“Oh my gods, you did.” Beni laughs, tail thumping with mirth against 
the ground. “You really fuckin-” 


Ranboo’s own tail starts to wag as Beni and the crows start to echo 
the wheezing laughter Philza himself had done not too long ago. 


“You've got some sass in you, eyas,” Beni chuckles. “Why do you let 
people think you’re polite?” 


“Same reason you and Phil do, | guess,” Ranboo snarks. 


There’s a knock on the door, and Techno pokes his wide head 
inside. “I heard shouting all the way across to the other house.” He 
looks at their wagging tails, and Ranboo hears Techno’s own tail 
thumping against the side of the door. “You having some kind of 
secret party in here?” 


“Phil and Ranboo bullied a cop,” Beni deadpans. 


“Ah, that explains everything. Carry on, then.” 


17. "I started baking again." 
Summary for the Chapter: 


What more could she ask? 


Ghost and Sage have two lovely daughters now. 


Aether and Clementine- a puffy haired human and a brown chicken 
elfin. Clementine had needed a place to stay, and Aether had offered 
it right up until the sky fell down on Lmanburg. 


Two children. Six chickens. It’s a very... balanced family, or at least 
Niki thinks it is. 


She wouldn't know, either way. 


It really is a lovely family. A lovely, lovely family. How strange, that 
something so lovely dares to exist in the middle of all this pain. 


But the world is not so painful these days, is it? 


The city grows. The piano plays on. There is food to eat, and beds to 
rest in, and despite it all, the sun still rises. Every day, Niki 
remembers L’'manburg a little less, and she realizes, slowly, that 
she’s alright with that. 


She starts baking again. 


Not with the Ade family. She is not ready to stomach their too- 
earnest kindness, and she suspects she may never be ready again. 
Her tastes have changed. She savors sweetness a bit less than she 
used to before, and it has become hard to part with food, even for 
something in return. 


But she started baking again. 


Because she is a baker. Because she has lots of free time on her 
hands. Because she suddenly finds herself enjoying food, and she 
misses the smell of bread. 


And she started baking again. 


She bakes, and the kneading of dough soothes the tenseness of her 
stone-callused hands. Someone else can fix the stairs. Someone 
else can ensure the world continues to spin. 


In the meantime, Niki wants to live. 


So she’s started baking again. 


Nothing too complicated. It's been months, after all. Just a quick test 
batch of cinnamon rolls, maybe something to give to the new kids. 
Something simple, like how she used to do. 


They turn out terrible. Nothing burnt, but she must have overbuttered 
it- what should have been a subtle filling is leaking out onto the 
baking tray. Not bad for a first try, but a far cry from what she used to 
do. 


But she’s started baking again. 


Niki pops one in her mouth, savors the imperfect taste, and tries 
again. 


18. Cheese and Tomato 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Honey and milk. 


Tommy’s been doing some thinking lately, alright? Seeing as he’s 
going to be visiting Hunter again. 


He’s been thinking about moving on. Closure, or some shit. And it 
got him thinking about all the stuff he’s lived through. 


L’manburg’s far behind him, that much is certain. There is nothing 
left for Tommy to move on from in that place- nothing but a 
cauterized crater in the ground. There's little point dwelling on 
something Tommy can’t even say goodbye to. 


Wilbur’s dead. And Chekhov, wherever he’s wandered off to now, 
doesn’t deserve to answer for what Wilbur’s done, as troubled and 
flawed as he is himself. Talking to him won’t change how Wilbur 
died. It won't change what he left behind. 


With that being said, there’s nothing left for Tommy to really look 
back on, aside from what lies in Pandora’s Vault. 


...And a little winter cabin in Neve. 


He’d only stayed with those two tired old men for a few months- not 
even half a year. It’s barely even a blink, compared to the rest of 
everything he’s lived through. 


Even still. Looking back, those days feel like the safest Tommy’s 
ever been in his whole life. That place felt like home. And no matter 
what he meant by it, he threw that away. He’s gonna have to cope 
with that. 


Besides, Tommy’s gonna have to talk to the two eventually, right? He 
can't just avoid them forever. 


(Well, he can, but he doesn’t want to.) 


Minor setback, though. Tommy forgot the damn place was warded. 


“PHILLLLLLLL!” Tommy’s loud voice shrieks into the sky. “LET ME 
IN! PM LOST!” 


A crow perches on a tree branch and looks at him. 


Tommy points accusingly at Chatters. “I know you can see me, Phil! 
You're not gonna let me die in the woods and you know it!” 


Another Chatters coyly tilts its head. 


“| know you won't,” Tommy repeats, quieter this time. “Cus you still 
care. You promised.” 


A crow lands on his head, pecking at his hair. The rest fly away, 
further into the woods, just slow enough for him to catch up. 


(And Tommy goes home.) 


Philza waits on the bridge between his and Techno’s houses, hands 
clutched around a steaming mug. 


“’m never gonna be rid of you kids, am |?” he wearily smiles. 


“Nope!” Tommy brightly says. He idles at the foot of the stairs. “ls, 
uh- is Techno home right now?” 


“Hibernating. You're not gonna be getting anything from him any time 
soon.” An antler flicks. “Do you want me to tell him you were here?” 


“No,” Tommy quickly denies. “No, I'll just- I'll just come back later. 
How’s Big Ben doin’?” 


Philza snorts as the eyespots of his wings stare at Tommy. “It doesn’t 
like when you call it that.” 


“Sure thing, Big Ben.” 


Philza watches Tommy stand in the snow. “Come inside. You aren't 
dressed for Neve, you’re gonna fuckin’ freeze out here.” 


“The Nether was really hot!” Tommy insists. “It'll cancel itself out!” 


Philza doesn’t say anything to argue the point. Philza stands there 
with his warm clothes, wings swaddled around him like a cloak, 
takes a long, /ong sip of his hot drink, and waits. 


“Whatcha drinking up there?” Tommy finally asks. 


“Honey and milk,” Philza easily answers. “But I’m about to go inside 
and have some soup after. Do you want any?” 


Tommy grumbles as he walks up the stairs. “| guess. But you better 
have some decent fucking food at least.” 


“It's just some tomato soup.” A pause. “With some grilled cheese 
that’s actually fucking melted for once.” 


“No.” Tommy kicks the snow off his shoes. “No, I’m not listenin’ to 
this shit again-” 


Philza’s wings snap open. “He burned the toast and the cheese still 
wasn't melted!” 


“| take you to a nice restaurant one time-” 


Philza opens the door, feathers still rattling with distaste. “If it was so 
nice, why couldn't he make a fucking sandwich?” 


“You could have ordered something actually fancy!” Tommy points 
out. 


“THAT RAMLIN CHEF IS SO PRETENTIOUS HE CAN'T 
REMEMBER HOW TO MAKE NORMAL FOOD-” 


19. The Best Laid Plans 


Hunter’s been in prison for nearly a month now. 


A whole month! And he’s never even tried to escape, not once- 
Tommy asked, and Sam had confirmed it. The man’s not going 
anywhere any time soon. 


A whole month of peace and quiet. 


So why does Tommy still feel so awful? He’s got his hotel, he’s got 
his business, but he still feels a- a little bit low. Empty. 


And he thinks it’s because he hasn't shut the book, so to speak. 
Hunter’s still in his life. Like a girlfriend’s ex-boyfriend. But Tommy 
really wants to be done with him. Wipe his hands, so to speak. 


Tommy doesn’t need Hunter anymore. He's in prison, he’s locked 
away, and Tommy wants to start living his life. Because he hasn’t 
lived his life- not really. He hasn’t lived his life since L’manburg 
started calling for him. 


What’s he really done with his life since he first shook General Soot’s 
hand? It’s just been war after war, death after death. It's been 
morbid! 


So today... 


... lommy’s going to say goodbye. 


(He thinks they both deserve it, for better or worse. ) 


-<>9Y<>- 


The thing about Lagos is that he has these plans. 


Improvisational plans. 


And they aren't bad plans! They just... tend to treat Lagos as more 
expendable than he actually is. 


Like this whole prison thing. Having an entire maximum security 
prison built, just so he could chuck himself in it. And for what, the 
drama? The pity points? It’s all so... 


...contrived. 


Ranboo thinks he’s allowed to say that. And yes, he did help Lagos 
pull it off, but that was with the knowledge Lagos was gonna do it 
whether Ranboo wanted him to or not. 


He doesn’t know if he’s fortunate or unfortunate, that he can only 
think of these things when he Walks. 


And now Lagos is locked up in Pandora’s Vault. Big fucking deal. 
Now what? Because the next step in the brilliant plan is... 


...wait for Lagos to feel like doing something. 


That's no way to live. That just leaves everyone else scrambling for 
stage directions! And now Punz has fallen in with the Egg! It’s just so 
disastrous. So, to hell with the plan. Ranboo’s going to get the ball 
rolling by his own damn self. 


Even if he has to blow the prison sky high to do it. 


-<>Y<>- 


WAIVER: PANDORA’S VAULT 


| HEREBY ASSUME ALL OF THE RISKS OF VISITING THE 
HOLDING CELL, including by way of example and not limitation, any 
risks that may arise from negligence or carelessness on the part of 
the Prison guards, prisoners misbehaving, from dangerous or 
defective equipment, or property owned, maintained or controlled by 
the Prison Guards. 


| certify that | waive, release, and discharge the Prison from any and 
all liability, including but not limited to, death, disability, personal 
injury, property damage, property theft, or actions of any kind which 
may hereafter occur to me, including my traveling to and from visting 
the Prisoner. 


Written name, then sign: 


Tommy Innit 


Tommy At. Innit 


In the event that a prisoner is to escape during my visit, or after my 
visit because of my actions, | hereby give permission for any 
individual to hunt me down and kill me until | am completely dead. 


Signed: 


Tommy At. Innit 


In the event of security protocol taking place while | am within the 
bounds of the maximum security cell, | hereby acknowledge that | 
could potentially be locked within the cell for up to 7 days, or until the 
security issue is resolved. 


Signed: 


Tommy At. Innit 


20. No One Else To Talk To 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Everyone starts to talk eventually. 


The first day, Tommy just screamed. 


He’s a loud kid. He’s Tommy, he can’t bring himself to be anything 
else. But when those prison alarms went off, he panicked. He started 
screaming for Sam to lower the drawbridge for the maximum security 
cell, to get him out of the Vault. 


And Sam didn’t answer. 


Because Tommy signed the contract. 


In the event of security protocol taking place while | am within the 
bounds of the maximum security cell, | hereby acknowledge that | 
could potentially be locked within the cell for up to 7 days, or until the 
security issue is resolved. 


Tommy, Tommy, Tommy. He was never good at reading the fine print, 
was he? He never really learned that there’s some rules he can't 
cheat and charm his way around. 


Tommy has no friends here. In Pandora’s Vault, there are no people. 
Only serial numbers in assigned cells, and the Warden that keeps 
things that way. 


But who is Tommy to know this? He’s never been a prisoner before, 
not really, and even if he’s going to be an adult soon... 


...he isn’t one now. He’s still a kid. 


And kids panic. 


“PHIL!” Tommy pounds on the netherite fencing of the cell’s 
entrance. “PHIL! GET ME OUT OF HERE!” 


“This cell is completely soundproof,” Lagos drily mutters from the cell 
cot. “And even if it wasn’t, we’re surrounded by lava and literal block 
layers of obsidian. Grandpa’s not gonna hear you.” 


“He’s got Chatters!” Tommy shakily insists, pacing around the room 
for any weakness in the soundproofing. “Those fucks hear 
everything, if | just-” 


“It's a vault, Tommy. One way in, one way out. I’m pretty sure Sam 
shoots animals for getting too close.” Lagos turns in his cot to watch 
Tommy’s fruitless efforts. “What the fuck would Phil do for you, 
anyway? Don't tell me he’s snatched another kid.” 


Tommy visibly stutters for a moment. “I mean- it’s not like I’m his kid 
kid- | guess | knew Wilbur, and- and | just- | thought he-” 


His voice, for the first time, goes quiet. 


“He’s nice to me,” Tommy weakly whispers. “He said he would help 
me. He promised.” 


Lagos stares at Tommy for a short while. 


“You can't get in or out without the Warden unless you already know 
how the prison works,” he finally says. “Phil can try his best, but | 
doubt he even knows you're here. You’re gonna be stuck with me for 
a while, Tommy.” 


Tommy scoffs sharply. “Yeah, yeah. Bet you’re havin’ a big laugh 
about it right now. Tommy and Hunter, forever and ever. Creep.” 


“Eh. Not really.” Lagos shrugs. “Sure, it was kind of nice to have 
somebody here with me, but you’re loud and annoying. You’re no fun 


to play with if | can’t fucking leave.” 


Tommy sits down on the floor. “You’re a real fucked up guy, y’know 
that? You just go around saying this shit like it's normal!” He points to 
himself. “| mean, | know I’m not the greatest guy, but you’re on a 
whole other level of fucked.” 


Lagos scratches a doodle of a rabbit in his journal. “I think I’m pretty 
normal, all things considering.” 


“You got me kicked out of my own country, man!” Tommy points out. 
“And then you kept me in Logstedshire like a bug in a jar!” Tommy 
loudly bites into a food ration bar. “I’ve still got nicks from all the 
times you’d punch me for fun with your shitty armor hands.” 


“What even happened to my armor?” Lagos wonders. “Did they 
destroy it?” 


“Tubbo got it. Keeps it in a collection like a little museum boy.” 
Tommy kicks his foot out to jostle the cot. “And don’t dodge the 
conversation, bucko. You’re fucked up.” 


Lagos clicks sharply. “You know | had a reason to do all those things, 
right?” 


“Yeah, yeah, yeah, attachments are bad, you want to control the 
server again. Still fucked up, all the shit you’ve done to me.” Tommy 
leans back. “All the bullshit you put me through, | wouldn't do to 
anyone. Even if | fuckin’ hated them. | wouldn’t lock someone away 
like a toy.” 


Lagos looks Tommy in the eyes. “You locked me in here.” 


Tommy looks away. “That’s different. You’re not normal. Everyone’s 
fuckin’ terrified of you.” 


“Whatever helps you sleep at night, Tommy.” 


21. A Song Never Ends. 


Summary for the Chapter: 


It just stops playing. 


On the seventh day, a cat snuck into Pandora’s Vault. 


A grey and white tabby with pale green eyes. One of Tommy’s, or at 
least indirectly. Apparently he manages some property in Greater 
Prime that has warding cats, and Tommy took up their binding 
himself. It must have teleported to Tommy by accident while it was 
patrolling. 


Lagos loved that cat with all his heart. 


He tried to, at least. He really, really did. 


(When he is questioned about today’s events later, the cat will be all 
they can get him to talk about.) 


Tommy stares down at the cat. “He is really fuckin’ annoying.” 


“No, he’s not,” Lagos refutes. “He’s the best thing that’s happened to 


US. 


Tommy stands at the edge of the lava wall and pats his leg. “Hey, 
c’mere!” He grins sharply at Lagos. “You know what | named him, 
don’t you? Pussboy, come here!” 


“No, you’re gonna get him hurt!” Lagos puts the cat back up on the 
desk and goes back to his writing. 


“What are you writing about?” 


“I’m just writing to pass the time.” Lagos pauses. “You know we're in 
here for a very long time.” 


Tommy stomps over to the desk and leans on it dramatically, looking 
the cat in the eyes as he drums his hands on its back. “Oh, Pussboy, 
you are so ugly.” 


“Mrah.” 


“Don’t be mean,” Lagos scolds. 


“I'm just petting him,” Tommy grumbles. He paces around the room, 
making loud gargling noises to himself that bounce oddly in the 
soundproofed cell. 


“At this point, you’re trying to annoy me,” Lagos flatly notes. “I feel 
like this entire time, there’s not been a single moment where you've 
been quiet.” 


Tommy finishes off a ration bar. “Do you have any more food?” 


“| don’t have any for you.” Lagos loudly closes his book. “Maybe for 
every ten ticks you're quiet, I'll give you one tenth of a potato bar.” 


The intercom in the cell crackles. “Hello?” 


Tommy rushes to the entrance of the cell. “SAM! SAM?” He sighs 
loudly. “OH MY GOD, it’s been- how long has it been now? Nineteen 
days.” 


Lagos looks at him skeptically. “How do you know it’s been nineteen 
days?” 


“I've got a good body clock.” 


“It has not been nineteen days,” the Warden flatly says. “How’s it 
going along in there?” 


“I’m good!” Tommy answers. “Hunter’s just been sat here singing to 
me repeatedly about girls that he loves.” 


Lagos rolls his eyes. Tommy was the one belting show tunes at the 
top of his fucking lungs all day. 


The Warden hums. “Okay.” 


“Mm, that’s what | said,” Tommy continues. “Um- what are you here 
for, Sam?” 


“Oh, I’m on the other side of the lava wall,” the Warden explains. “/’m 
here to drop some food down there. | figured y’all are getting low on 
potatoes?” 


Ah, the famous prison diet. A daily hearty serving of mineral-loaded 
potato bar, with a complementary side of- wait for it- mineral-loaded 
sweet potato bar. 


Tommy’s still excited anyway, eagerly hoarding every single food 
packet dropping down. But not enough to tide away his anxiety, 
apparently. 


“Can you let me out?” he quietly asks. 


“Oh, Tommy, you can’t leave yet,” the Warden sympathetically says. 
“We haven't found out what was causing the security issue.” 


“Sam.” Tommy’s face starts to go pale. “Sam. | know what | signed. 
Let me out.” 


“Tommy, | can’t let you out!” 


“At least let down the lava so | can look at you,” Tommy begs. “Just 
let me look at you in the eye.” 


“Tommy, that’s against the protocol,” the Warden refuses. “/ can’t do 
that.” 


Tommy goes back to the cat and sulks. Lagos looks up at the 
intercom in the ceiling. 


“So, is he gonna be in here for a while?” Lagos asks. 


“I mean, just for a little while longer, I’m trying to figure out what the 
cause of the security breach.” 


“Yeah, and how long is he gonna be in here for?” Lagos presses. 
“When is he gonna leave?” 


“Once | discover what the issue is-” 


“LET ME OUT!” Tommy snaps. “WHAT’S THE FUCKIN’ /SSUE, 
MAN? I'll solve it myself! Let me out!” Tommy’s words grow more 
and more frantic. “| Know my rights- human rights, human rights- let 
me out-” 


“If you don’t find out the issue,” Lagos wonders over Tommy’s 
desperate pleas, “is he gonna be in here ‘til you do?” 


There is a long pause. 


“Potentially for a while,” the Warden vaguely admits. “But not forever, 
Tommy. Don’t worry.” 


Tommy frowns. “You said it was a week. They said it was a week- a 
week, seven days, my friend.” 


“I know. | know. | figured | could find anything in a week. But it’s 
gonna take a little more time, okay? You gotta trust me, Tommy. We 
gotta make sure we’re doing everything... as secure as we can.” 


“Sam- Sam- Sam- seriously, this is bad- | know my rights, I'll get my 
fucking lawyer on you, I-” Tommy’s voice starts to break. “Sam, you 
know | don’t do well in close quarters. And | haven't for a long, long 
time.” His words wither away to a faded whisper. Lagos wonders if 
the Warden could even hear him from the intercom. “Sam, this is 
worse than exile. Let me out. | d-don't like this.” 


There is a sigh from the intercom. “/f / let you out while there’s a 
security issue that could affect #001 being in there, is that really 
worth it?” 


“Oh, for once in a life, stop bein’ a fucking PUSSY, man, just-” 
Tommy’s eye twitches. “Just fucking shoot him in the face for all | 
care, let me out!” 


“Tommy, | promise I'll let you out soon. You just gotta be strong, 


man. 


“Fuck off,” Tommy hisses. 


“’m doing my best, Tommy,” the Warden weakly insists. “/’m only 
one guy. Hang in there. Bye.” 


“NO, NO, NO, NO- SAM! SAM-” 


The intercom shuts off. 


“Well, it’s not that bad,” Lagos says. 


“It's shit,” Tommy bluntly says. “I hate you, you're ugly.” 


“Look.” Lagos runs a hand through his hair. “I’ve been in here way 
longer than you. I’m used to it at this point. If anything, this has been 
better for me!” 


Tommy sputters. “How?” 


Lagos shrugs. “It's been better! | have company. | have a cat.” He 
squints. “Well, it's not my cat, technically. It's your cat. But still. It’s 
just as good! Keeps me company when | write and everything.” 


A smile creeps slowly under his mask. 


“Tommy. What if we get out together?” 


“No,” Tommy immediately says. “Cus then you'll break out with me, 
and... | don’t want you to break out with me.” He turns back to the 
cat. “Excuse me, Pussboy! You're in my spot!” 


Lagos sticks out his arm, blocking Tommy’s attempts to drag the cat 
away from the desk. “Leave the cat alone, man.” 


Tommy turns between the cat and Lagos. His discontent shuffling 
stops. 


“Do you like this cat, Hunter?” he softly says. 


“l-” Lagos lets out an irritated sigh. “Yes.” 


Tommy innocently tilts his head. “Why?” 


“Tommy, he keeps me company.” 


“Do you love him?” Tommy presses. 


” 


“...Yes,” Lagos hesitantly admits. “I do. 


Tommy lets out a mocking cooing noise. 


Lagos gives the cat a gentle pat. “He’s made things better! Listen, 
when you leave, maybe you could like, sit him down here and let him 
stay-” 


Tommy tugs on the cat’s collar. “Come this way, Pussboy! Come on!” 
He lets out a groan. “ Ugh, cats are so dumb, they don’t-” Another 
tug. “This way, this way-” 


And here’s what Lagos will realize later. Later, too late, wnen what is 
done cannot be undone. 


Pandora’s Vault keeps its prisoners down with mining fatigue. Mining 
fatigue weakens the strength of the body, saps energy that much 
faster. Despite this, humans are resilient. Adaptable. Strong. 


Tommy Innit is a supersoldier human already adjusting to magically 
enforced debuffs. 


A cat is... just a cat. It’s fragile, especially when so lethargic from the 
mining fatigue. 


And fragile things break when they're handled too rough. 


There is this small, silent moment where Lagos and Tommy have 
both realized that the cat has stopped moving. 


Tommy looks Lagos in the eyes. 


“And that’s what happens when you love something.” 


-<>Y<>- 


SECURITY FOOTAGE 
PANDORA'S VAULT- ISOLATION CONTAINMENT 


TRANSCRIPT: 1 TRIAMON 20271 


INNIT: You’re fucking evil, you know that? 


#001: Tommy, how am | any more evil than you are? 


INNIT: Let me out. 


#001: How am | supposed to let you out? 


[INNIT STARTS TO SHOUT FOR THE WARDEN. HE HAS DONE 
THIS INTERMITTENTLY SINCE THE START OF THE SECURITY 
BREACH.] 


INNIT: [WARDEN], it’s me, your best pal! Haver of wives! Let me out! 
(TO #001) Oh my god, man, just die. You're evil. You’re so evil. 


[DIALOGUE TOO INCOMPREHENSIBLE TO TRANSCRIBE.] 


#001: I’ve been sitting here thinking about... the revenge that I’m 
gonna get when | get out. 


INNIT: How could you even get out? 


#001: | have a plan, [THE WARDEN] doesn’t- 


[AUDIO IS REDACTED.] 


INNIT: Fuck off, man! No, no, no. You can’t just say ‘I have a plan’. 
You lie, [#001], you’re a chronical [sic] liar! 


#001: Tommy, | have a plan. 


INNIT: What is it, then? 


#001: Well, there’s a certain someone that owes me a favor. That 
may be a part of it. 


INNIT: What the fuck do you mean, T- (SUDDENLY VERY 
FEARFUL) You're out. Oh you're talking about (AUDIO 
DISTORTED), | need to silence him when | get out! 


[THIS THIRD PARTY IS UNIDENTIFIED. JUDGING BY REACTION, 
INNIT KNEW THE IDENTITY OF THIS INDIVIDUAL. 
INTERROGATE #001 AT A LATER DATE.] 


INNIT: When | get out of here, I’m gonna- no, because fuck you, 
man! You’re not getting out of here! You’re a fucking- fuck you. 


#001: Fuck you, Tommy! You’re so- I’ve sat in here, listening to your 
bullcrap! Your whining, your crying! Crying about how this is worse 
than exile, this is so terrible! You're sitting in a box! 


INNIT: (SHOUTING) I’m claustrophobic! 


#001: (PUNCHING INNIT) I’ve been in here for a hundred times 
longer than you! And you sit here trying to tell me that it’s so horrible! 
Well guess what? We had each other to talk to, and we had a cat 
until you fucking killed it. 


INNIT: [#001]- and listen to this. Fucking engrave this on you. Write 
this into your arms, [#001]. You. Don’t. Have. Me. You'll never have 
me. We don't have each other. Alright? 


[INNIT PUNCHES #001] 


INNIT: | am me, and you are this fuckiing loser going around 
manipulating people, lying to get what he wants. You are a fucking 
no one, man! Alright? And when I’m going to leave here- you’re not! 
You might have a favor- you think that [AUDIO DISTORTED] is going 
to break you out? You- 


[AUDIO DISTORTED.] 


INNIT: -but he likes self gain! You think he wants to piss off the 
owner of the most powerful building on this entire server? No, [#001]! 
You're a fucking asshole, you’re delusional, and | fucking hate you. 


#001: | will get out of here. And | will. And I'll have my revenge. And 
the thing is, even when I’m in here- even when I’m in here- I’m more 
powerful than you are when you're outside. It’s true, and it’s always 
been true. And it'll be true. 


INNIT: [#001]. Look at me. Stop fucking talking for once in your self 
obsessed life. 


#001: (SHOUTING) Says you! (HITTING INNIT MULTIPLE TIMES) 
You've been in here annoying me for how long- 


INNIT: If | wanted to, right now, | could just kill you. And the only 
reason I’m not is for my friends, for Tubbo, because we need that 
fucking [REDACTED]! Alright? That’s the only reason I’m not killing 
you. 


#001: Tommy. | am never, ever, going to [REDACTED] to help you or 
any of your stupid little friends. Okay? 


INNIT: Say that again. 


#001: | am never going to [REDACTED.] | will never use it on you. | 
will never use it on any of your friends. | will never use it to save any 
of you. So kill me! Go ahead. Come on. 


[AUDIO SILENCE. ] 


#001: And when Tubbo dies, and you'll come here begging- you 
come here begging, and I'll tell you, “Let me out.” Let me out! 
Otherwise, I’m not using it, and Tubbo [REDACTED]. 


INNIT: What do you mean, when Tubbo dies? 


[A PAUSE.] 


#001: If Tubbo dies. Look, I'll get out eventually. Either you'll let me 
out, or... people will be dead. That's why I’m in here. 


INNIT: Shut up. Shut up. | know why I’m in here. This isn’t worse 
than exile. This isn’t worse than the exile. Because the thing is, in the 
exile, | thought you had all the power. | thought you were dangling 
me like a little fucking puppet man! And even though in here it’s 
small, and- 


[MINING FATIGUE ALARM SOUNDS.] 


INNIT: -I’m claustrophobic, right? And | hate this! Here’s the thing, 
[#001]. Here’s the thing. Here’s the thing | know. 


[INNIT LAUGHS TO HIMSELF-.] 


INNIT: | don’t think [REDACTED] is real. |... how could | be so 
fucking... the [REDACTED], it’s not real, is it? It’s not fucking real. 


#001: Oh my god. 


INNIT: Because all you do- all you do that I- 


[#001 ATTEMPTS TO INTERJECT, INNIT PUSHES HIM BACK.] 


INNIT: Shut the fuck up! What | remember from exile is all you do is 
lie to me. And then you unveil this big thing in this finale, and- 


[PASSAGE REDACTED. CONTAINS PRIVATE INFORMATION 
ABOUT INNIT.] 


INNIT: You are a clinical manipulator. A psychopath, if you will. So | 
know... this [REDACTED] that you keep going on about, your little 
card that J. Schlatt- J. Schlatt was just a fucking drunk man! He 
wasn't this guy who had this access to some omnipotent 
[REDACTED)]- fuck off, man. You're lying. 


#001: (BECOMING VISIBLY AGITATED) You’re calling me a liar. 
You're calling me a liar when I’m not lying. 


INNIT: You're lying! 


#001: Why else would | switch sides? 


INNIT: You're just lying, aren’t you? It doesn’t make sense that you’d 
have this- like- it doesn’t add up! | genuinely think you’re just lying. 


#001: Every time, you come here and you be disrespectful, you be 
annoying, you be a little bitch, and you complain- 


[INNIT AND #001 START TO ENTER A PHYSICAL ALTERCATION. 
#001 IS USING AN UNOPENED FOOD PACKET AS A BLUNT 
INSTRUMENT.] 


#001: You walk in here, and you accuse me of being a liar, of being 
manipulative- 


INNIT: (QUIET) Stop punching me, please- 


#001: (CONTINUES HITTING) No! I’m not going to give you any- 
(BACKS AWAY) I’m not lying! J. Schlatt gave me a [REDACTED]! He 
gave me a [REDACTED] after... before he died. Because he said- 


INNIT: [REDACTED]! Right now! 


#001: (LAUGHTER) That’s not how it works. 


INNIT: [REDACTED] right now, he'll just show up right here- 


#001: (SHOUTING) Why would | be lying? Why would | be lying 
about that? Oh, what, to save my own skin or something? 


INNIT: Exactly! You're a liar! And through your netherite armor and 
skin, | look at you, and you know what | see? | see a sad, little man 
who's insecure about the fact that this server has gotten so far 
ahead of him, and his only little glimpse of power in this world is 
gone. | see an insecure, sad little man. So fuck off. 


#001: Your life is literally in my hands. Does that piss you off? Does 
that make you mad? That makes you so mad- 


INNIT: My life is not in your hands- 


#001: (SHOUTING) | might as well be a god, Tommy! You can’t kill 
me, and | can kill you! 


INNIT: Do you fucking hear yourself? You’re so far up your own- 


#001: What does that mean? If you can't kill me, does that make me 
some kind of god? 


[#001 HAS RESUMED HITTING INNIT.] 


INNIT: | could kill you if | wanted to. 


#001: Okay. But you won't! 


INNIT: You know why | won't? Because I’m leaving this prison- 


[VISIBLE INJURY HAS ACCUMULATED ON BOTH INNIT AND 
#001.] 


INNIT: Stop it! Stop it! It hurts, stop it! 


-<>Y<>- 


And Hunter stops. 


“Look at me,” Tommy shakily whispers. 


And Hunter looks at him, head tilted. Dull green eyes and all. 


(Gods, he looks ill.) 


“The only reason | haven't done it,” Tommy laboriously says past his 
split lips, “is because | know you're stuck in this prison. And I-” He 
laughs unsteadily. “I’m gonna get my little scooter out, and I'll be fine, 
Hunter!” He smiles. “You, you’re stuck here forever.” 


Hunter’s hand starts to shake on his collar. 


“| don’t think this revive book is real,” Tommy whispers. “Schlatt? 
He’s fucking dead. I’ve seen his grave! His grave is real, his corpse 
is there!” 


Hunter goes still. His grip tightens on Tommy’s shirt collar, lifting the 
human up from the floor. 


“Why don’t you go see him, then?” 


Tommy’s eyes widen, a whistling keen flying out of his mouth as he 
tries to escape the other man’s grip. “No, no, no-” His arms 
desperately claw at Hunter’s shirt, legs kicking out as his body is 
pushed against the wall. “No, stop it, stop it STOP IT STOP IT-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


[AN AUDIBLE CRACKING NOISE WAS HEARD BY THE 
INTERCOM.] 


[INNIT STOPS MOVING] 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


the Discord server 

Find Aenor on Twitter or on Tumblr 

. If you make or find fanart of our series, @ us on those 
platforms or share it on our Discord so we can properly scream 
our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 
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Summary: 


Tommy Innit is dead. News gets out. And regardless of the pain, the 
chaos, the war, the ever-encroaching Crimson- this, out of 
everything, feels impossible. 


Strangers and friends alike can only think one thing: But | knew him. 


Tommy dies, and the world continues to spin, whether anyone wants 
it to or not. 


1. Chapter 1 
Author's Note: 


This is part of a series! It won't really make sense unless you've 
read along from the beginning. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


-SNOWCHESTER SNOWDRIFT- 


Tommy Atkins Dead 


Tommy Atkins Innit, long-time veteran and vice president of the 
former nation L’manburg, is reported dead as of 1 Triamon 2021. 
Innit was on his last life when he experienced sudden lethal 
complications to his pre-existing injuries, finally succumbing to the 
aftereffects of blunt force trauma to the upper body. 


Innit was known as a founding father, Battalion leader, and long-time 
cabinet member for the founding and _ closing L’manburg 
administrations. 


For the sake of privacy, his friends and family will not disclose any 
further details of his death, and have buried him in an undisclosed 
location. A public memorial service will be held this Starsday. 


Snowchester Tunnel Now Available For Public Use 


One of many innovations brought to us from the mind of T. B. Loved, 
the Snowchester trident train is an underwater Riptide propulsion car 
that moves on a rail between southern Snowchester and northern 
Greater Prime, connecting the two landmasses. 


Bomb Threats In Denetyr? 


The sacred Temple Of Undying on the Denetyr coast claims that 
several bomb threats have been sent to its residents and institution 
for refusing to tolerate or convert to worship of the Crimson. It is 
unknown how genuine these threats are, or if they are officially 
supported by the Eggpire in any capacity. 


We Want YOU For The Snowchester Neighborhood Watch! 


In light of recent violent activity in other areas, the Snowchester 
Citizens Council has approved the formation of a neighborhood 
watch. Interested residents should be 11 years or older and report to 
our Town Hall meeting in one week’s time. 


Coffee- Pandemic Fad Or New Superfood? 


Coffee, a tropical stone fruit, has been making the rounds in markets 
and home gardens during this latest blood vine epidemic. 


When its beans are ground and steeped, it creates an energizing 
drink that staves off sleep and improves focus. But while chocolate 
already does both of these things, and has a much longer history as 
the ubiquitous drink of choice, this newly popularized ‘coffee’ comes 
with a unique distinction- it appears that coffee weakens all forms of 
blood vine infection. 


And not only when drunk- its berries fortify animals against infection, 
and its grounds protect the soil from encroaching vines. Indeed, it 
seems the coffee cherry is the miracle maker of the year! 


But will this strange cultivar, with its convoluted brewing process and 
bitter taste, be able to hold up to the test of time? Will it one day 
compete with, or even replace chocolate as the energy drink of 
choice? Or will it fade back into humble obscurity when this 
pandemic runs its course? 


The future is uncertain. In the meantime, a coffee a day keeps the 
Crimson away! 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Sorry for the long break! Those who keep track of my twitter and 
tumblr know about The Ongoing Incident that's wearing down on 
my schedule, but we're doing our best to see the series through. 


Orphan's Path is confidently in its eighth season and second 
half! Thank you to those who have chosen to read along with us 
through all the changes and hard times. 


2. The Best Possible Thing 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Just the thought of it, at least. 


The best possible thing just happened to Jack Manifold. 


Tommy Innit’s fucking dead. 


He'd just been hanging out with Ranboo and Tubbo when Tubbo got 
a Call from Sam about it all. Tommy Atkins, dead. By the hands of the 
good old Devil Prophet, nonetheless. 


And isn’t that just bloody tragic? Slain by his greatest achievement. 


How classically heroic. 


Everyone's real torn up about it. Poor Tommy Atkins, gone too soon. 
Flags get hung half-mast by veterans reminiscing over too many 
drinks. There's little wooden statues being carved in his memory, 
candlelit shrines popping up with his picture, they’re planting flowers 
all over his house. 


You'd've thought the Dreamlands just lost a god damned saint. 


Tubbo’s taking it harder than most. He’s been throwing himself into 
work more and more lately, really pushing his stuff for the 
neighborhood watch. Half their work wall is covered in a corkboard of 
investigative insanity trying to narrow down the information that the 
Warden of Pandora’s Vault refused to disclose about Tommy’s last 
days. 


It’s kind of sad to watch. Like, damn. Tommy was such a shit friend 
to this guy, for real, what did he ever do to deserve this kind of 
devotion beyond the grave? 


What did Tommy ever do, for people to miss him when he was gone. 


... lommy Innit’s fucking dead. 


Beat to death in a tiny prison cell by his worst nightmare. 


Tommy Innit’s fucking dead. 


Jack finds himself... being the one to fell people. For every ten 
people already deciding Tommy’s worth grieving, there’s another five 
who weren't here when the news dropped. 


Jack can still remember the look on Quackity’s face when he broke 
the news. Quackity, who’d been out of town for his Las Nevadas 
bullshit, who none of the old L’manburg crowd has seen hide or hair 
of for what feels like months. The man looked like he was about to 
break down in tears when he heard. 


Because Tommy’s dead. 


And for Jack, this doesn't really sink in at first. It doesn't really hit him 
until Tubbo silently hands him a will. Tommy, at the ripe old age of 
ten-something, had a will. 


| leave the entirety of BIG MAN INC.’s estate to Jack Manifold, for 
being the best and only co-manager | ever had, under the sole 
conditions that he see through the completion of the Big Innit Hotel, 
and that he should take on all necessary fees for the maintenance of 
SAM.NOOK. 


The dedication of all other estate may be decided by Ranboo My- 
Beloved, if he so chooses. He seems like he’d know how to make 
good use of everything else. 


I’m done speaking legalese now. BALLS. BIG ONES, EVEN. 


The guy who murdered Jack leaves him the paycheck of a lifetime in 
his will. 


Jack should be happy about this. 


But he’s not. 


It just feels... empty. 


Jack goes down his list of contacts, and wonders who needs to find 
out next. 


3. The Chill Lo-fi Playlist 


Summary for the Chapter: 


He's going through some things. He's allowed to lash out, right? 


Lo-fi is the most dangerous kind of music in the world. 


The imperfect harmonies. The crackling static sound. The horrifically 
calm and measured tempo. Absolutely disgusting. 


When Tubbo’s angry, he takes these worn out cassettes he got from 
Wilbur and blasts an entire album’s worth of crunchy lo-fi at full 
volume. 


Ranboo’s found that Tubbo has two different kinds of Things. There’s 
the normal things that Tubbo uses every day, and then there’s... the 
other things. The angry things. 


There’s a bottle of whiskey that sits in their pantry. Tubbo pours it 
into his drinks at mealtimes, and Ranboo pretends not to notice. 
Unnoticed, like the presidential suit that’s never left Tubbo’s closet, 
and the pack of cigars always sits in Tubbo’s pocket, never shared 
with anyone else. Sometimes Tubbo sits on the porch, lights one, 
and watches it burn. 


The Devil Prophet's armor sitting like a trophy in the Snowchester 
museum, seemingly whispering when Ranboo dares to walk by. An 
old L'manburg shield, hung on the walls of their home because 
Tubbo likes to joke about its collector’s value. 


The disassembled car in their shed, covered in more sledgehammer 
dents every time Ranboo looks at it, surrounded by discarded cans 
that are riddled in bullet holes. The workshop Tubbo and Jack have, 
the one Ranboo’s not supposed to know about, evidence of its 
secrets kept in locked boxes and sealed envelopes throughout the 
house. 


And worn out lo-fi cassettes, belonging to a dead man that Ranboo 
has never met. 


(Angry things.) 


Ranboo and Michael split a small apple pie for dinner while another 
song vibrates through the house, and Ranboo bites down the urge to 
punch the wall it came from. 


It’s fine. 


It’s fine. 


It’s just music. 


Ranboo probably deserves the annoyance anyways, after what he 
did before L_manburg fell. To this day, he still doesn’t understand why 
Tubbo didn’t kill him for it. 


He failed to support Tubbo, just like everyone else. So he’s going to 
be better this time, no matter what happens. (No matter what 
happens to him.) 


It’s the least he could do. 


(It’s not like anyone else will try, after wnat President Underscore’s 
done.) 


And Tubbo’s been through so much! Losing his home, losing his 
country, and now losing Tommy? He’s probably- he’s probably 
allowed to lash out a little bit, right? It’s only fair. 


So Ranboo has to stay, no matter what. He has to try and fix things. 
That's his job now. 


Ranboo takes a spare plate of apple pie and knocks on the door to 
the shed. The music stops. 


Tubbo slams open the sliding door. “FUCK OFF!” 


“Wow, tell me how you really feel,” Ranboo snarks. 


Tubbo’s angry expression stutters, shrinking down to something 
more apologetic. “Sorry, sorry. | thought you were gonna be one of 
the neighbors. |, uh- what’s up?” 


“You missed dinner.” Ranboo holds up the plate. “Apple pie.” 


“Aw, fuck.” Tubbo wipes his brow and gratefully takes the plate. 
“Gimme a mo’ to clean up and you can tap out, alright? I'll get 
Michael sorted out for bed.” 


Ranboo stops the door with his hand before Tubbo can close it 
again. “Hey. You'll tell me if something’s up, right?” 


“Sure,” Tubbo dismissively agrees. “I promised, didn’t I? I’d tell you if 
you do anything wrong.” 


He closes the door and turns the music back on. 


(The most dangerous kind of music in the world.) 


4. The Best Mistake 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Just this once, it was good. 


Philza has a grandson now. 


He has a new grandson, rather. Or so Ranboo claims. 


Ranboo- that was a surprise all its own. Philza’s been living with 
Ranboo ever since L'manburg went to shit. Because Techno and 
Philza just... opened their doors! Out of the kindness of their hearts! 
For a guy who helped lock Philza away all those months ago. And 
now they’re all best friends or something. 


Gods, but they really are, aren’t they? Ranboo follows Philza around 
like a second shadow, and Philza’s all, like, touchy with him. A gentle 
redirection here, a nudge with a cane there, a hand across the back 
and a tail across a leg. And while Ranboo isn’t quite as daring, the 
privilege is clearly mutual- he’ll casually move Philza out of the way 
of his tall body like an errant chess piece, and Philza just accepts it. 


Fundy’s not jealous or anything. He’s not. 


He’s just... surprised. Surprised that Ranboo, someone who should 
have been a stranger, has earned more of Philza’s trust in weeks 
than Fundy could over several months. Even now, Philza had 
hesitated to drop his gun when he noticed Fundy hopping the fence 
earlier. 


Fundy knows that even that is more than he could have hoped for. 
His grandpa even being willing to be in the same /ine of sight as him 
after everything that’s happened is probably just short of a miracle, 
and Fundy knows there’s still a ong way to go before they go back 
to how things were when Wilbur was alive. 


And maybe they never will. Maybe they even shouldn't. 


But it still hurts, seeing someone else get everything he wants 
without having to fight for it. 


-<>Y<>- 


“He has memory problems,” Philza easily says. “He was very easily 
manipulated, he didn’t know who his friends were-” 


“I still don’t know who my friends are!” Ranboo brightly interjects. 


“You, on the other hand.” Philza’s face hardens. “You knew exactly 
what you were doing, and rubbed it in my face.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Fundy knows it’s a good thing that Philza’s found other people. And 
he knows it’s his own fault he’s not part of that- he knows that. 


But as he invites himself along to see Ranboo and Tubbo’s child, he 
watches Philza climb to perch on Ranboo’s shoulder and he 
wonders. He wonders if he has doomed himself to watch good things 
happen to other people, never having any part in it himself. 


He wonders if he has spent so long telling himself to be happy with 
the scraps, he’s lost the ability to do anything else. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Tubbo thinks this might be a mistake. 


He’s not sure which part- letting Philza find out about his marriage, 
letting Philza find out where he lives, letting Philza find out about his 
son. Any one of these things could quickly prove to be the worst 


mistake of his life, and he knew it the moment Ranboo asked him to 
let it happen. 


Because Philza got this wide eyed, almost brittle look in his eyes 
when Ranboo called Michael his grandson. 


God damn it, Ranboo means well, but he doesn’t know what he’s 
doing by offering this. When Ranboo says grandson, he means he 
thinks of Philza like a family friend. Someone who can be like a 
grandpa. Simple and cute! 


Philza does not do simple and cute. When Philza says family- or 
rather flock- he means / would literally take a bullet for you and I'd 
probably let you kill me if you asked. Which is... sweet in its own 
way, yes, but it’s a very horrifying thing to think about and probably a 
few magnitudes more intense than what Ranboo’s imagining when 
he walks into this. 


And Tubbo knows Philza lives up to it- from experience. The worst 
kind of experience. No matter how he spins it, there’s only one 
reason Philza stayed chained in that L’manburg house for as long as 
he did, and it was out of love for everything and everyone but his 
own god damn self. 


At least Fundy looks as uncomfortable as Tubbo feels right now, 
while Ranboo walks Philza into a bakery picking out a cake to bring 
for Michael. 


And then his first memory of you will be cake! Won't that be nice? 


This isn’t going to work. It’s just- it’s just not. As nice as Philza’s 
being right now, it’s obvious that a big chunk of that niceness is for 
Ranboo’s sake. Tubbo didn’t ignore the sharp, definitely Benihime 
flavored look Philza gave him after a joke about Philza liking him 
more than Fundy. The collective Angel of Death is definitely pissed 
off, no matter how sweetly its murder of crows tilts its head. 


Though over what exactly, Tubbo isn’t able to narrow down. Mad 
about being near Tubbo and Fundy? Mad about suddenly being 
made flock without warning? Perhaps both? 


All questions to keep Tubbo awake at night. 


This entire outing is a fucking mistake. 


It’s fine. (It’s fine.) They’ll go to the house, Philza will not start a row 
in front of a toddler because he is a good man, and eventually he will 
leave and things can be sort of normal again and Tubbo can scream 
at his comm repair work in peace. 


And despite it all- despite the roadside distractions, Fundy getting 
stuck on the trident rail tunnel, and Philza getting lost a non-zero 
amount of times- they do, in fact, make it to 25 Sweetberry Street 
without a single murder. 


Philza goes into Michael’s attic room and freezes. His antlers click 
forward, head tilted at the sight before him as the eyespots of his 
wings blink in an undulating, unsettled rhythm. 


The Angel of Death stares at an undead child, and the god is silent. 


(Everything is silent.) 


“Phil,” Ranboo casually calls out, pointing at the table of toys and 
crayon drawings. “The cake.” 


Philza’s disconcertingly fathomless expression snaps back into a 
relaxed (mortal) smile. “Hm? Oh, right.” He hoists up the small 
cakebox and places it on the table. “Cake time, you little shit.” 


This was a mistake. 


Tubbo forgot about the zombie thing. He forgot to fe// Ranboo about 
the zombie thing. In what universe would Tubbo ever need to tell 
Ranboo about Philza’s bizarre brain fuckery about kids, much less 
zombie kids, in the first place? 


Oh, right! The universe where Tubbo and Ranboo have a fucking 
zombie toddler! 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza never gets used to it. 


He never gets used to the moment his brain gives up on this feeling 
being anything else. 


And he tried so hard this time, too. He tried to be a friend! And 
nothing more or less than that! Ranboo needed stability more than 
he needed a rattled old man to fuss over him, and Philza didn’t... he 
didn't want Ranboo to be grateful. To feel like he had to act a certain 
way, or play into some expectation, in order to deserve the kindness 
he’s owed as a person. 


Philza told himself, over and over, to expect nothing. Look at 
yourself. You still haven't recovered from last time, and you want to 
do this all over again? 


And yet it really does seem that every time his heart breaks, it 
becomes that much more desperate to love. 


He hasn’t even known Ranboo for half a year. He’s lived with him for 
a fraction of that. 


But the Angel of Death is a stupid, stupid man. 


“-and this is your... grandfather?” Ranboo catches his own odd 
enunciation and laughs slightly. “And you have to say it with a 
question mark.” 


And Michael’s curly blond fur bounces as he giggles, a single soulfire 
blue eye squinted with mirth, arms waggling in a creamy buttoned 
shirt and brown vest. Ranboo adjusts his son’s orange bowtie before 
he looks up at Philza- no, Benihime- no, all of him, all of him at once, 
so hesitant and shy and almost expectant. As if Ranboo dares to 
look at a god and ask it to be part of something so small. 


Grandfather could have meant so many things, when asked of a 
god. Protection, friendship, patronage- if anything, it would be so 
much more likely for Ranboo to mean it as such. It would be safer. 
Sensible. 


But Ranboo is too honest to ask something of Philza that has not 
already been given, and the Angel of Death is a stupid man. 


Michael bounces in place as he looks up at Philza. “Hi hi!” 


“Hi, mate,” Philza hears himself say with a softness that hasn’t dared 
to enter his voice since before the sun tore across his wings. “Hi, 
mate.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The hand on Philza’s cane starts to shake as he leans down, running 
a halting hand over Michael’s mane. 


And that’s when Tubbo starts to hear it. A rusted, creaking trill, 
undercut with rhythmless clicks. A shattered, unregulated sound that 
wavers up and down as Philza nods his head, a cloudy contentment 
on his face as Michael lets out a high-pitched purr of his own. 


Fundy stares at Tubbo from across the room, a sad and all-too 
knowing look in his eyes. Tubbo realizes, suddenly, that Michael will 
never know what Philza’s flock call sounded like before it was 
broken. 


“What?” Ranboo looks at Philza, and then back to Tubbo and 
Fundy’s sad expressions. His eyes shift with sudden panic. “Oh 
gods, is this bad? Did we break him?” 


Tubbo sniffles loudly and pats Ranboo on the chest. “You did good, 
bossman. Don’t worry about it. We just-” He wipes his arm over his 
face. “-we just haven't seen him like this in a long while, is all.” 


The two halves of Philza’s face move a half-step out of sync from 
each other as Michael clambers up to pat his face. 


It almost makes it look like he smiles twice. 


5. The Thing About Good Kids, The Thing About Good 
Men 


Summary for the Chapter: 


You hate to see them break. 


Fundy remembers his grandpa being a very strange person. 


His father was never a bad man, but he never... thought highly of 
people. Fundy wonders, years later, if Wilbur’s powers gave him an 
altered opinion of people’s intelligence. It certainly gave him an 
altered opinion of their characters, being able to get people to spill 
the secrets they would otherwise hide. Wilbur only ever really talked 
kindly of his family. 


He talked about Philza like it scared him. 


He would never mention Philza doing anything bad. Quite the 
opposite- it seemed like he only had good things to say! But despite 
all the talk of how good and kind his father was, Fundy remembers 
Philza’s visits marked in bright bloody reds on calendars like a bad 
doctor’s appointment, heralded by frantic house cleaning and pantry 
restocking in the days before. You’d think a king was about to stay 
over for dinner. 


(Or a god.) 


And Philza really was nice. There was no hidden darkness to him- 
he simply was, aS many people put it, a good man. Intensely loving 
and unflinchingly kind. But it’s more of a wounded kindness, isn’t it? 
Fundy can’t remember a time that his grandfather’s smile wasn’t 
tinged with some level of weary sadness. 


Fundy should have thought harder about why Wilbur’s death wasn’t 
enough to change that sadness. He should have known that he can't 
have been the first well intentioned fool to try and cage the Angel of 
Death. 


(He should have realized sooner that Philza’s children were not the 
first people to break his heart.) 


When Philza broke back in L'manburg, it hadn’t been on new cracks- 
it had been in patterns, in pre-existing scars. Any sane person, 
mortal or otherwise, wouldn't have snapped so quickly, so 
specifically, so obediently, if they had not already done so before. 


It's a harrowing thought. 


The idea that other people have already shattered this man so many 
times that he can practically do it to himself on command. 


“| know | made all that fuss about getting a cake,” Ranboo says, “but 
I’m not even sure if Michael will eat it.” 


“Picky eater?” Philza asks. 


“No idea, to be honest,” Tubbo pipes up. “Half the time he'll only eat 
something if he can steal it off one of our plates.” 


“Oh, he’s probably just following food order,” Philza casually says. 


Ranboo and Tubbo squint at the older man. 


“Y’know.” Philza gestures vaguely with his hands. “He wants you to 
eat first, ‘cus you’re the elders of the sounder and the ones who 
brought the food. He was probably trained that way when he was 
alive. Keeps the food safe.” He tilts his head. “When | was young, 
elytron sort of had a food order like that, but usually whoever does 
food ate it up beforehand, and the rest goes to the kids first.” He 
pauses, looking between the two fathers with an increasingly baffled 
expression. “Do you not do that? Is that just not a thing anymore?” 


“If it is, | don’t remember,” Ranboo honestly confesses. 


Tubbo leans back, a vaguely shellshocked look growing on his face. 
“All those times you would fucking manifest out of nowhere to feed 


me as a kid make so much sense now.” He sputters out a laugh. 
“Was I, like, your little bird baby or something?” 


“Yes,” Philza bluntly says. “Didn't we talk about this when you were 
little?” 


Tubbo hums. “Must’ve forgot about it.” 


“Oh, my gods.” Fundy puts a hand against his head. “I remember, 
like- | would tell you | was hungry as a kid, and you would just give 
me your food. For no fucking reason! It wouldn’t even matter what 
you were eating, you would just give it to me!” 


“You wanted food!” Philza sputters. 


“| used to get scared | was gonna starve you to death!” Fundy 
wheezes. 


“Fuck off, eyas. | have infinite food.” Philza takes out a pack of jerky 
and throws it at Fundy’s face. “There’s ten more of these in my 
pockets right now. Never question me again.” 


Fundy slowly removes the jerky pack from his face, as if it were a 
wet trout struck upon his tender flesh. “Yes, sir.” 


“Anyways!” Philza turns back to Ranboo. “Piglin food order’s real 
fuckin’ easy once you know what you're looking at. | can show you 
how it is. Bring Michael back over here for a tick?” 


Ranboo brings Michael over to Philza’s lap, and Philza starts cutting 
up a cake slice on the table. He brings a quick spoonful of it to his 
mouth before turning the plate to Michael, who brightens and starts 
digging into the food with gusto. 


It’s cute. Really, it is. 


But boy, finding out about all the ways he should have been fed first 
after having nearly starved to death as a child during Wilbur’s 
depressive episode sure is- 


-it sure is hitting different for Fundy, all of the sudden. 


Just like all the questions Philza asks Tubbo and Ranboo about their 
child. From little things about gold in the hinges of their windows, to 
the soulfire in their ceiling lights. This immediate concern for a child 
he’s met for all of a few clicks, right out of the gate. 


Fundy guesses that makes sense. After everything they’ve been 
through, no one wants another kid to get fucked up. 


Fundy looks around the room. It’s less of a room and more of a 
lovingly furnished attic, colorful carpets laid out on the floor while 
cute family photos hang on the walls. There’s a cute bed and a toy 
chest, there’s even an icebox stocked with chilled snacks. Michael 
could practically live out of this room alone. 


... Does Michael live out of this room? 


“Hey,” Fundy nervously starts, “is, uh- is Michael starting school yet? 
You've had him for a while now, right?” 


“We’re trying to get him up to speed in Script before thinking about 
that,” Ranboo refutes. “We don’t wanna overwhelm him.” 


Philza frowns. “He'll learn faster around other kids. It’s important to 
let him have some friends, at least.” 


“Like- any playdates coming up, maybe?” Fundy offers. 


“There are literally bombs and wars and pandemics outside,” Tubbo 
flatly says. “I don’t want him to go outside and die instantly.” 


Philza laughs nervously. “Ah, yes. He’ll take five steps and die ona 
berry bush.” He mechanically pets Michael's mane. “That’s- that’s 
definitely worth keepin’ him up here. In this small attic. Alone.” 


“We definitely haven't tried this trick before,” Fundy says. “And it’s 
definitely worked out well the last time we did this.” 


Philza’s tail thumps a slow, rocking rhythm on the floor. 


Tubbo’s tense expression falls. “Shit, no- hey, we don’t mean it like 
that-” 


“We're not keeping him here!” Ranboo quickly insists, hand hovering 
uncertainly over Philza’s shoulder. “We're not- we're not keeping 
anybody here.” 


“Fuck no,” Tubbo continues. “Sorry, we should have said it sooner. 
Things have just been so dangerous with the pandemic getting 
worse. We’re just quarantining him for a bit while we... adjust. That’s 
all, honest!” 


“Right.” Philza’s feathers slowly, slowly settle. “Right. Sorry, mate.” 
He bounces Michael in his arms. “Well, this was nice! Thanks for 
showing Michael- | feel sorry for him every day. Every waking day 


that | know he hasn't left this house.” He hands the child to Tubbo. 
“But y'know, pandemic and all that, | get it.” 


Ranboo’s ears turn back with sadness. “You're leaving already?” 
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“Techno’s still hibernatin’,” Philza insists. “l need to check on his 
farms and dogs. I’ll- I'll see you when you get back home, alright? 
And, uh-” He smiles shyly. “Tell me when | can visit again, alright? I'll 
lose track of the time if you don’t.” 


“Will do.” 


Philza disappears down the attic ladder. 


Tubbo, Ranboo, and Fundy stare at each other in awkward silence 
for a long moment. Without Philza’s presence on this trip, Fundy 
wouldn't even be in this house, and he knows it. He spent this whole 
time watching cute family things happen to other people. 


But... if this is Philza’s grandson now, that’s Fundy’s family too, 
right? 


(At least one kid in this flock deserves to not get fucked up.) 


“Uh-” Fundy haltingly looks at Tubbo. “I know we’re not, like, close, 
but, uh- you know I’m not actually a homeless addict, right? If you 
need help with the kid, I’m-” He coughs into his fist. “-around.” 


Tubbo looks up at him. 


“How did we never become friends?” Tubbo wonders. “I feel like we 
should have.” 


Fundy lets out a sharp laugh. “Better late than never, | guess.” 


“Do you wanna stay for dinner?” Tubbo offers. “We were gonna get 
some take-out.” 


“Nah. | better head out, too. But...” Fundy hesitantly smiles. “...l’m 
free on Firesday?” 


“lll write it down,” Ranboo jokes. “If you forget about it, I’ll bully you 
about it next time you sneak into Phil’s house.” 


“lll hold you to it.” 


6. And It Will Be Enough 


Summary for the Chapter: 
It will be enough. 


(It has to be.) 


Fundy leans back against a streetlamp. “Hey, grandpa.” 


Something lands on the snow behind him, letting out a loud huff. 
“One of these days,” Benihime flatly threatens. “I'll just drop out of 
the sky right on your back, and then you'll be sorry.” 


Fundy snorts. “Don't do that, | will die.” 


“Ranboo can take it,” Benihime insists. 


“Ranboo is like twice my size and secretly super buff,” Fundy retorts. 
“Maybe if | got a bunch of little clay buddies and made them into a 
giant hand to catch you in midair.” 


“Just snatched like a piece of toast. Brilliant.” 


“So, uh-” Fundy awkwardly swings his arms for a bit. “Been a while! 
Since I’ve seen you out and about. How’s things with you and Phil?” 


“Techno’s been sleepin’ a lot lately,” Benihime starts. “Hubert, too. | 
talk to Ranboo sometimes, but he’s... out, a lot of the times.” It 
shrugs. “Chekhov calls but he never writes. More of the usual.” 


“| keep forgetting you just vibe by yourself all the time.” Fundy starts 
walking down the street, and Benihime actually follows him, 
surprisingly. “Do you remember what Phil was doing today?” 


“New son,” Benihime bluntly says. 


“Grandson,” Fundy corrects. 


“Same fuckin’ difference, innit?” 


“’m starting to think my dad wasn’t fucking with me when he said 
you used to call me your son when | was a kid,” Fundy snarks. 
“Were you just shitty with Script back then or were you trying to fill in 
the gaps Phil was leaving you with?” 


“| said it ‘cus you’re my boy!” Benihime’s normally flat expression 
softens. “You’re my boy. To hell with whatever the right words for shit 


is. I’m not-” It laughs. “-I’m wings on his back, I’m not built for that. 
You're just my boy.” 


Fundy’s smile trails off. “You’re being nice today.” 


“| had a nice day,” Benihime defends. “Ain’t anythin’ wrong with that.” 


“No, | mean-” Fundy stops and shakes his head. “Nevermind. It’s 
nice to see you again.” 


There’s a silence. 


“We saw a dead fox earlier,” Benihime suddenly says. “Just on the 
road by the shore. It drowned.” 


Fundy’s mouth flattens. “Yikes.” 


“We... tried to pull it out of the ice. That was the exact moment it 
gave up. You know how it is.” Benihime’s talons curl into its fists. 
“Everything | touch dies.” 


“| don’t think that’s how it works.” Fundy kicks a rock on the road. “I 
mean, I’m not dead yet.” 


Benihime chuckles. 


“We can even test it out!” Fundy takes his grandfather’s hand. “See? 
Not dead.” 


Benihime tenses, and Fundy wonders if he’s gone too far- if he’s lost 
his right to even the simplest form of touch. But then Benihime’s 
hand curls around his own. 


“Not dead,” it softly says. “Not yet.” 


(Fundy wonders, briefly, if his grandfather always had shaking 
hands.) 


“’m sorry,” Fundy whispers. “It’s hard to be around me, isn’t it?” 


It looks into his eyes for a moment and sharply turns away. “It gets 
easier.” 


“| don't like that it has to get easier,” Fundy insists. “I! don't like that 
I’ve hurt you like this, | don’t like that I’m not the first person to hurt 
you like this, I-” He takes a breath. “Il hate that you know it gets 
easier.” 


“That’s not your fault,” his grandfather mutedly says. “You did a lot of 
things, but you’re not why it got as bad as it did, alright? | was- | was 
already like this, mate. You didn't do this to me.” 


“Did Dad hurt you, too?” Fundy asks, a slight wobble entering his 
voice. “Before he even died. Did he ever make you feel like this?” 


The Angel of Death squeezes his hand and smiles sadly, saying 
nothing. 


“I’m sorry,” Fundy keens, a desperate chirp rolling and rising in his 
voice. “/’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m so, SO sorry-” 


He wraps his arms around his grandfather in a tight hug, tails 
trashing behind him as sad flock calls bubble out of his throat- as if 
that was enough, as if that would ever be enough. 


(Did Wilbur think it was enough? Did everyone else, a thousand 
faces over a thousand lifetimes, simply love the Angel of Death and 
believe that would be enough?) 


Fundy does not say any of these things as he holds his grandfather 
close. Maybe he never will. 


But... 


...he feels the achingly familiar weight of black wings pressed 
around him, and a head resting on his shoulder, letting out a 
stuttered flock call of its own. 


Maybe that will have to be enough. 


7. Did You Know Him, Star Boy? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Purpled doesn't have many friends. 


In a far distant past, mortals told themselves they could walk among 
the stars. 


With this lofty dream in mind, they pleaded and bargained with the 
gods of the earth, who accepted their ambitions. What earthbound 
soul, mortal or divine, would not wish to walk in the stars if they had 
the chance? 


And so the Overworld of the Earth, and its Sky above, joined their 
minds together to create a portal onto the moon, intending to create 
a great city on its shining empty surface. 


But what they found there was not stars, but dragons. 


The true tale of Moon’s Landing is mostly lost to history, buried with 
the haunted minds of those who survived it. But what little was told 
bore a few consistent similarities. 


The siege lasted for seventy days. And on that final day, the stars 
cracked with the weight of their failures, and Death’s Angel 
descended on the living. 


Or so the legend goes. 


The Sky abandoned their pursuit of the stars, but the humans of the 
Overworld did not. They built atop the dragon bones of Moon’s 
Landing, and when their first children were born there, baptised in 
the radiant expanse of space, they were no longer human, but 
starborne. 


And so the starborne of the moon carried the stars in their blood ever 
since. 


When Purpled is born on the moon, he is but one star out of many. 
His family is of no wealth, trade, or influential note. His aura, for all 
its rich purple, is oppressively average to the point of mediocrity- just 
enough star-iron in his blood to grant him swiftness, to linger in the 
air just that much longer wherever he leaps, and nothing more. He 
will never have the red and sungold that allows luckier members of 
his kind to become weightless juggernauts on their native lunar 
surface. 


Purpled will never be allowed to stand out amidst the blinding lights 
of their crystal spires. When he turns nine years old, he sets his 
sights on Hypixel of the Sky. 


On the moon, he’s average at best, but on Sky? On Sky, where the 
few starborne of this plane are other mediocre runaways like him, no 
one can upstage him. The pitiful party tricks up his lunar sleeves turn 
into sizable tactical advantages. As he learns to navigate the 
increased gravity and tidal waves that the anchored world imposes 
on his power, his tenacity becomes desirable. He carves a living for 
himself with tournament prize money, and his growing reputation 
makes him coveted- people begin to pay him to appear in certain 
games, to play for certain teams. 


He gains a name- Bedwars, for all the bedwars games his teams 
have won. 


Purpled Bedwars turns 10 years old, and he starts... branching out 
with his career paths. 


His body is a weapon, is it not? There are people who would pay for 
that weapon to be used as more than a toy. A risky change to be 
sure, but it could be lucrative. Very, very lucrative. 


Purpled descends to the Overworld on a server with no other 
starborne to be found, and tries to see if he can make ends meet. 


The governments and nobility of the Dreamlands, it seems, are very 
used to hiring private contractors. Purpled fits right in. When he isn’t 
hunting people down for their debts (both magical and mundane), he 
works with dreamon hunters, paid in potions sturdier than local 


money can buy while he uses his skills to track down undead hordes 
and dreamon possessed victims. 


Purpled turns 11 years old. 


He doesn’t have many friends. 


He has business contacts. He has suppliers, collaborators, and 
frequent employers. He is friendly to those people, but they are not 
his friends, and he does not allow them to be. 


He has a cabin near a potato farm, in theory, but most days he lives 
out of his airship, which he keeps docked near the Prime Path. He 
doesn’t go out of the way to know his neighbors, beyond their faces 
and a few frequent names. One of his loudest neighbors as of late is 
a Mr. Tommy Innit, who lives on a fork in the road that used to lead 
up to L'manburg. 


Tommy doesn’t like him very much. Purpled had been a sellsword 
during the Manberg war, and as much as he insisted that it was just 
business, former Pogtopian revolutionary Tommy never forgave 
Purpled for what he decided was a moral failing. But he was nice to 
the dogs when he passed by on his morning walks, so things weren't 
too bad. 


Triamon, 2021. Tommy Atkins Innit dies alone. Complications from 
his old war injuries, the news says. 


Purpled finds out, in a conversation he was never meant to hear, that 
if Tommy had lived eight more days, he would have been 11 years 
old. 


Tommy should not be dead. Tommy was tall and loud and strong. 
People liked Tommy. He shouldn't have been weak enough, stupid 
enough, hated enough to die. 


Tommy’s house has a grassy dirt roof. Someone has planted that 
roof, and all the yard around that house, with allium flowers. Tommy 
would have hated it. It would have gotten in the way of him getting to 
his favorite park bench. Purpled would take his dogs for walks on 
evenings, and Tommy would be there, on that very bench, eating 
sandwiches while a jukebox played music discs next to him. 
Sometimes Purpled would sit next to him, and they would pet the 
dogs. 


(Purpled realizes, too late, that they could have been friends.) 


“But I- but | Knew him,” Purpled whispers to an empty park bench. “1 
knew him.” 


| knew him. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


haha. orp years 


8. Til My Dying Day 
Summary for the Chapter: 


He's half my soul, as the poets say. 


Techno’s hibernations have gotten longer as they’ve grown older. 


Techno suspects it’s due to crossing over with the strange 
mechanisms of godsleep. Philza personally wonders if it’s Techno’s 
own immortal body showing its subtle age- immortality comes with its 
own forms of change and weathering, even if largely exempt from 
mortal decay. 


The result is the same. Days turn into weeks, weeks turn into 
months, and months sometimes turn into years, decades, centuries. 


None of the longer ones have shown up as of late. Perhaps, in part, 
it is because his priorities these last few decades have become 
more... time intensive. This world of theirs has become more than 
Blood and Death. 


They are no longer the only people in this life that can render each 
other so mortal that they start to count the days again. 


“How’s Ranboo’s training going?” the Angel asks his friend’s 
sleeping form. “You said he’s been getting stronger, but you’ve been 
keeping all the details to yourself.” He chuckles. “I'd watch, but 
Ranboo tells me he gets the worst kind of stage fright.” He leans 
back, patting Techno’s arm. “He’s a good kid. | hope he sticks 
around.” 


Who’s this, your emotional support bastard? 


The Angel tenses, if only for a moment. “Wren.” 


Hello, little brother. 


“How did you-” The Angel stops himself and smiles. “-Il’m not even 
gonna ask. But if by emotional support bastard you mean Techno, 
then yes. This is him.” 


Hm. A pause. Big. 


The Angel wheezes out a laugh. 


| don’t know what else to say, Wren jokes. You have this very 
large man, and your very tall son- 


“Ranboo’s not our son,” the Angel quickly says. 


Ooh, another tall son? Sure, I'll incorporate that into my 
worldview. 


“Please, no-” 


Eyas, I’m just sayin’. You have this very large man, and your tall 
children, and your wife, who is a giant woman- 


“She’s shorter than me half the time!” the Angel sputters. 


-and I’m startin’ to see some sort of pattern here. These aren’t 
your emotional support bastards. They’re your emotional 
support perches, aren’t they? 


“They are not!” 


I’ve connected the dots. 


“You didn’t connect shit!” 


I’ve connected them. 


“I’m boarding you,” the Angel threatens. “You’ve had long enough on 
this mortal coil, I’m recyclin’ you back to stardust this fuckin’ instant. 
Get on a train, jackass.” 


And do what? Leave you alone to talk to a brick wall? 


“Excuse you, that’s my favorite brick wall,” the Angel snarks. “He is 
strong and made of textures.” 


| want you to know that neither me or your wife understand 
what the hell you’ve got going on with this man, Wren points out. 
It astounds me to this day. 


Wren pauses. 


You know, if | didn’t know better, I’d say Lady Death was almost 
jealous. 


The Angel sharply raises his eyebrows, crows coyly tilting their 
heads at the thought. “Oh, is she now?” 


Well, you didn’t hear it from me, but I- 


Wren’s voice cuts off with a sudden yelp. 


” 


“Don’t maul him too much, Trixtin, 
attached to him.” 


the Angel jokes. “I’m very 


Hello, beloved, Trixtin sweetly croons. Your brother is a liar. 


“Is he?” The Angel smiles. “What’s that make you, then?” 


Someone asking you to open your eyes. 


-<>Y<>- 


Philza’s eyes snap open just in time to watch his own body fall off a 
tree. 


Trixtin laughs over his collapsed form. “Il was hoping you'd, like, fly 
over to me, but that works, too.” 


Philza blinks wearily as the scent of lily of the valley drifts through his 
lungs. He hears foxgloves and bleeding hearts disturbed by some 
unseen breeze as moss collects under his hands. He sees... wisteria 
trees. Sakura petals floating in ponds bordered by painted stones. 


She watches the memory return to him- how could it not? He built 
this place, didn’t he? Many years ago. 


For Her. 


Philza frowns. “Trixtin, | told you to ask before you killed me.” 


Trixtin giggles. “There was a surge that let me pull you through for a 
bit. You’re not dead, | promise!” 


The strange tidal flow of magic around that server has become more 
and more drastic. Some days, it flows with so much life that it hurts. 
On others, it feels so still that She could hardly believe there was life 
in that place at all. 


She is learning, slowly, to take what She can get in this changing 
world. And that includes any chance to see him again. 


“You promise? Well, in that case.” Philza hops up to his feet with a 
smile. “Come here, I’m gonna give you a kiss.” 


And he does. Kisses on Her hair, Her forehead, Her cheek- each one 
tender, fleeting, softened with his reverence. By the time She turns 
Her lips to meet him in turn, he might have given more than She 
could possibly count. 


She holds him close, and his heart, sacrilegiously alive, drums into 
Her chest. 


Four thousand years, and he loved Her still. 


“Come here often?” Death coyly asks. 


“You tell me,” Her Angel breathlessly answers. 


And that is how they stay in the garden, for a time. Nestled close 
under a tree, wordless coos warbling from their throats. 


“What’s the progress on the search?” he asks. 


“I’ve covered...” Trixtin hums with thought. “...about 25% of available 
space.” 


Philza sighs. “Slow work. You'll narrow it down eventually.” 


“...| may need to bring you home.” 


Philza looks up at Her. “What happened?” 


“The Dreamlands are becoming more and more unstable by the day. 
It's tearing into everything it can touch, and-” Trixtin takes a breath. “- 
our connection is fraying, Phil. It might break altogether.” 


Philza tenses. “You can’t. We can’t risk my death. With Wilbur dead, 
I’m the only living liason you have.” 


“| nearly lost you twice to that place in less than a year,” Trixtin 
stresses. “It wouldn’t even be forever- just for a little while, until 
things are stabilized.” 


“And how long would that take? Months, years? It’s more than just 
us | need to worry about,” Philza points out. “There’s people up there 
who need me right now!” 


“And what if / need you?” Trixtin pleads. “What if | need you and 
you're not there?” 


Philza lets out a ragged, sad noise, eyes closed as he leans into Her 
hand. 


She traces the comet-like scars on his face. “I don’t want to see you 
hurt any more than you already have.” 


“Techno’s been waiting for this,” Philza whispers. “Did you know 
that?” 


Her hand stills. 


“He never said it, but he’s been waiting for this. And he’s been 
waiting for my answer to be you. All this time, he thought it was you. 
And | can’t- please, don’t make me choose.” Philza’s scarred eyes 
widen as his voice starts to shake. “Don't let me prove him right.” 


And poets will spend all their life trying to understand the nature of 
Death. Stuttering and stumbling over their own pretty words as their 
philosophies fail to comprehend the vastness of something defined 
by the emptiness it leaves behind. 


But they can almost understand how Death’s Angel loved Her. 


He loved Her as the ocean does the moon, their scriptures will dare 
to whisper. As flowers the sun, as roots the earth, as lungs the air. 


As life loves death. 


Yes, he loves Her. And he loved Her, and he loves Her still. If She 
were to ask for his life, it might break his heart, but he would give it 
to Her all the same. 


“| will live for you until the day | die,” he whispers. “But /et me live. 
Let me live for them.” 


“And when you die,” She promises, “I will be there, waiting.” 


His smile is nothing short of worship itself. “I know.” 


(Four thousand years, and he loved Her still.) 


9. The Breakfast Club 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Niki stops burning her candle at both ends. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


brief sentence of exotic text. 


When Niki looks at herself through a mirror in lantern light, her dyed 
pink hair starts to look like a sunset. 


It’s cute- kind of. From a certain point of view. If she squints and 
wears the right sweater with it. 


It would probably feel a lot cuter if it was actually dyed. She hasn’t 
touched a hair potion since... she can’t even remember. Maybe late 
Endekamon? Mid-Dodekamon? Jumping off of bridges instead of 
eating starts to take its toll, after a while, even if she hasn’t touched a 
respawn bed in two months. 


(She wonders if there’s any pictures left with her actual hair color in 
it. She’s starting to forget what it’s supposed to look like.) 


When her roots started coming in pink and orange, she hadn't 
bothered to stop it. She thought that it looked like fire, almost. The 


creeping reminder that her candle was burning at both ends. Let it 
burn, she thought to herself. Even burning alive would be better than 
this. 


But it is Triamon now- eight months since her first jump, and two 
months since her last. Her anger is running out of ways to destroy 
her, and she is tired of being something that burns to touch. 


(She is tired of setting herself on fire to keep herself warm. ) 


There is a lodestone compass sitting on her desk, next to the books 
that Techno leant her. An open invitation to... consider anarchy. 
Whatever that entails. Niki Nihachu armors herself for travel and 
follows a compass into the cold. 


She’s heard he lives in Neve. She could have taken the Nether road. 
It would be easier that way. She takes the longer route, regardless. 
The compass won't work in the Nether, after all, and besides, she’s 
never had an excuse to take the trains in the Overworld on this 
server. 


It’s a long ride. A cart comes by her train cabin, offering food, and 
she takes a turkey sandwich for herself. It’s nice. 


...she hasn't traveled like this since Wilbur took her up to Sky. 


The thought of him turns her food to ash, coaxing even the taste of 
water to burn like bitter wine. She should be better than letting his 
memory ruin good things, but it seems her mind can't let him go, 
even now. She should be better than this. She should be bigger than 
this. 


But she’s not very good at being a bigger person, is she? She's... 
small. Bitter and burning and small. 


She almost feels bad for using Techno to escape her occupied 
thoughts. He seems like a nice man- someone who could be, at 
least, if the world had only allowed it. He deserves to be properly 
paid attention to. Niki chooses to believe, for now, that he will 
understand, and be patient until she can properly invest herself. 


She will choose to believe that someone who thinks she is worth 
seeking out will think she is worth patience. 


The northern lands of Neve are icy and cold, but spring still makes 
itself known. Even the blinding snow still makes way for deep rich 
grasses and stubborn wildflowers. The settlements here are not 
crowded like the Underground. They are sturdy things of spruce and 
pine and beaten dirt paths, and rosy-cheeked faces smile easily at 
her as she passes. 


The compass points her to a worn wooden mailbox at the edge of a 
treeline that sings with magic, and a worn horse trail running deep 
into the woods. 


It opens to a large, fenced off clearing. Two identical cabins bridge 
across a small pond towards each other, while another nestles close 
by the mountains and rivers. A large horse idles in a stable, while 
dogs and white foxes chase the stubborn ghost of winter snow. Niki 
sees Ranboo wearing an old sweater and sunhat as he kneels down 
to tend to a small garden. The clothes don’t fit him at all, and his 
gloves are too big. For some reason, the sight makes her smile. 


Before she can come closer, a massive shadow drops from the sky, 
landing weightlessly on the roof. She watches Wilbur’s father peer 
down at Ranboo from under his wings for a moment before suddenly 
stilling, antlers turning towards her. 


Niki barely has time to realize he’s opened his wings before he’s 
already perched on the fence next to her. His feet curl around the 
fence railing like hands, thick black talons scoring into the dry 
material- if he actually clamped down, his grip alone would snap the 
wood. 


She wonders, briefly, if there had even been a murder weapon when 
Wilbur died, or if the man himself was enough. 


(She decides to stop thinking about it.) 


“| didn’t Know you could fly again,” she chokes out. 


“I’m barely even branching, mate,” the man corrects. “Still a long way 
to go before my nerves stop pussying out on me.” He tilts his head, 
smile unreadable past the shadow of his veil. “Do | Know you?” 


“| ” 


Niki trails off. What would she say to that? 


I’m Fundy’s friend. 
I’m returning a book. 
| used to bake bread for you sometimes. 


| was friends with Wilbur? You know, that person you killed? 


“|... played piano with you once,” Niki decides. “When you were 
underground. Do you remember?” 


His feathers fluff out a bit. “Ah! Yes, | do remember you. It’s nice to 
see you again.” 


Despite the uncanny lilt in his words, his tone was always strangely 
soft. It's one of the first things she noticed when they met all those 
years ago. 


(Sometimes he sounds so nice it hurts.) 


“I’m guessin’ you're here for Techno,” he continues. “Lemme see if 
he’s not still in his fucked up coma.” He hops off the fence, feet 
skipping across the ground like a startled bird before he goes up the 
bridge stairs and knocks against one of the houses. “F <] <i! <E <] F 
SEL MN MMe «Nem rny, HN Ke EMF 
|] -« 5K)” 


There’s a foreign rumbling shout before the door opens, revealing a 
very bleary eyed Techno barely bothering to squint past his crooked 
glasses. “Hello, yes, | am here. | did not-” He yawns loudly. “I did not 
wake up late and forget about my planned visitors, like some kind of 
fool.” 


“Of course not, mate.” Philza turns to Niki, an amused note creeping 
into his friendly voice. “This fucker slept for a week and a half, full 
stop. | had to poke him with a stick to make sure he wasn’t dead.” 


“Literally no one asked you to do that,” Techno flatly says. 


“Damn, would you look at that?” Philza pokes into Techno’s broad 
chest with his cane. “Still as the grave. Right shame is what it is. I'll 
start cuttin’ him down for the hounds.” 


Techno stares at Niki, a long suffering look sinking into his eyes. 
“This is why | can never have friends over, Phil. Why are you like 
this?” 


“You should start eating bird meat in front of him,” Niki offers to 
Techno. “Psychological warfare.” 


“Way ahead of you, mate,” Philza reveals. “Bird of prey. | eat birds 
and pork on the daily.” 


Niki giggles, despite it all. “Oh, no.” 


Techno squints down at her. “So. You’re considering your options?” 


“| read the book. And it was fine!” Niki shuffles on her feet. “And | 
would like... to learn more, yes.” 


“Pog.” Techno opens up his door. “Wanna have some breakfast?” 
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“It's mid-afternoon, Tec’,” Philza points out. 


Techno blinks. “Wanna have some lunch?” 


Philza laughs. He likes to laugh, Niki realizes. His voice is suited for 
it. She wonders how he manages it, after everything. 


She wonders if she can laugh like that too, one day. 


Niki steps inside and wonders if their kitchen has any bread. 


(She wonders if they wouldn't mind her bringing some, next time.) 


10. Emotional Damages 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Sparring conversations. 


“Why don’t we ever fight Philza?” Ranboo suddenly asks. 


Techno’s practice sword stops a few spare pixels away from 
Ranboo’s neck. “Do you want to?” 


| want to live, thank you very much. “| mean, | thought you would 
have paired me off with him instead of you? | Know he can fight and 
he’s...” Ranboo trails off. “...shaped kind of like me?” 


“Ah yes, endermen,” Techno flatly says. “Known for their formidable 
knife hands and prodigious wingspan.” 


Ranboo sputters. “In my defense, we have the same amount of 
fingers and toes! That has to count for something, right?” 


Techno laughs. “Philza’s not exactly a beginner friendly sparring 
partner. Dude gets a little feral in a fight, weapons or not.” 


“Do you fight him?” Ranboo presses. “Is that how you know?” 


“Oh, loads of times,” Techno easily says. He holsters his sword and 
sits down on a rock. “But we kind of bring out the worst in each other 
in those kinds of moments, y'know? Which is great for like, blowing 
off steam, but for actual practice...” He waggles his hands in a 
noncommittal motion. 


Ranboo snorts. “What, is he gonna chuck me off a cliff?” 


“You joke, but he asked me if doing that would unlock your 
teleporting,” Techno reveals. 


“At least he asked,” Ranboo wheezes. “Gods, can you imagine? He 
just goes-” He softens his voice. “Hi mate, wanna go on a little walk, 
mate? You can trust me, mate, I’m-” His voice cracks. “-a harmless 
blind grandpa, | promise.” 


“And nothing bad will happen,” Techno sarcastically adds. 


“And nothing bad will happen!” Ranboo pauses. “Probably.” 


“After all the crazy stuff you said yesterday, | would hope not,” 
Techno easily comments. “Hubert was practically shaking in his 
cravat.” 


Ranboo stills. “What did | say yesterday?” 


Techno raises his eyebrows. “Oh, did you forget the book club?” 


Ranboo frowns. The book club? He doesn’t remember a book club. 


He remembers... seeing Niki come into Techno’s house with Philza 
for a late lunch. Philza offering for Ranboo to join, but Ranboo 
refusing. 


Ranboo, hanging around the house anyway. Listening. (Getting 
caught.) An innocent question. 


A pool of lava. (A leap of faith.) A long, long tunnel, and an 
underground castle of faded paintings and locked hallways, 
culminating in a lantern lit room with a warpwood table on a raised 
oak platform. 


Welcome to the Syndicate Room. 


“Ah,” Ranboo dimly recalls. “That book club.” 


Techno’s gaze turns scrutinizing for a moment. “I think we're gonna 
need to talk about that, to be honest.” He slaps the rock next to his. 
“This one’s dry. Cool off.” 


Ranboo hesitantly takes a seat next to his... teacher. Landlord? 
Friend? He doesn’t know what kind of conversation this is going to 
be. 


(He hopes it’s the friend kind.) 


“You mentioned being concerned that your memory was a liability,” 
Techno starts. 


“That does sound like something | would say,” Ranboo agrees, 
wishing every passing moment that he hadn't left his memory book 
on his kitchen counter. 


Techno lets out a strange assenting sound out of his snout. “Yeah. 
So like, | know I’m telling you this twice, but, uh- me and Phil don't 
care about what you bring to the table, okay? | Know we made a big 
deal about praxis and all that-” 


Praxis. Where’s Ranboo heard that word before? 


Oh, right. At the book club. The book club about anarchism. The 
book club about practical applications of anarchism. 


That book club. 


“-but this is a strictly volunteer basis thing,” Techno continues past 
Ranboo’s straying thoughts. “The only thing | want from you is a 
willingness to learn.” 


Techno’s words feel familiar. 


So does the defiance creeping up Ranboo’s thoughts. 


“| want to be helpful,” Ranboo insists. “I know | don’t know how to 
help, but | want to do more! | can do more! | don’t want to be a 
burden-” 


Techno’s hand rests firmly on Ranboo’s head. 


“You don’t need to prove yourself to me or anyone else,” he quietly 
says. “You’re my student and my friend. You are not my burden.” His 
eyes well with a distant sadness. “You are not my burden.” 


“Alright,” Ranboo finally says. “Alright.” 


“Alright.” Techno smiles gently. For a moment, all is well with the 
world. “And nothing bad will happen.” 


“Nothing bad will happen,” Ranboo repeats. 


Techno’s smile widens. “Nothing bad will happen.” 


“,..Nothing b-bad will happen-” Ranboo yelps as a hooved leg kicks 
into his shins. “Ow! Why do you do this?” 


Techno lets a wicked grin pull across his tusks as he sweeps 
towards Ranboo again. “CONSTANT VIGILANCE, SOLDIER!” 


“[’m suing you for emotional damages!” 


11. And Crimes? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(And crimes.) 


Here's the thing about gods. They’re not... entirely a// there. Mentally 
or physically. A good chunk of them rely on a measure of mortals 
being batshit enough to believe they exist. Some of them only exist 
when a person’s stupid enough to fall asleep on drugs. 


The point being... 


... the point being. 


Honey Ade doesn’t go out of her way to learn about how gods 
actually work. And anyone telling her she should doesn’t actually 
know what the fuck they’re talking about, because anyone who 
knows anything about gods would know that the less gospel truth is 
rattling in a mortal brain, the better. 


She knows from experience. 


Honey’s good old flock daddy is the Angel of Death. Completely 
literally. He’s a fuckthousand years old, won't stop having the wrong 


amount of eyes when she looks at him for too long, and has, like, a 
hundred different brains. Like some kind of fucked up octopus. She 
does not need to know more than that. Philza and Benihime have 
agreed that she probably shouldn’t know more than that unless she 
wants to risk becoming slightly less mortal than she’s comfortable 
with. 


But despite her best efforts, she has, over the past several decades, 
gone and learned some things against her will. Just over time! At this 
point, she’s probably got the equivalent knowledge of some old-as- 
balls religious scholar. Except better, because she’s getting it from 
primary sources and having two brain cells to clap together. 


Blood and Death keep no pantheons- or so the legend goes. The 
truth is not so simple. Blood and Death do not answer to outside 
pantheons, but Death’s Angel is a deeply devoted husband, and, 
well- as an even older legend goes. 


Blood and Death have known each other for longer than gods can 
remember. 


Technoblade and Philza have a thing. A thing that isn’t quite family, 
or flock, or friendship, and if anyone calls it marriage, even as a joke, 
Philza snipes their kneecaps. But it’s real, it’s there, and they do not 
let anyone in on it. 


Except the funniest thing just happened earlier today. Niki put a 
lodestone compass on the table over breakfast and said Techno 


asked if she wanted to get a little more involved in some things. 


Now, does Honey think Techno’s about to ask Niki to do something 
fucked up? Probably not, and even if he did, Philza at least cares 
enough about Honey’s bakery blacklist to stop him. But the last time 
somebody less than divine got a little more involved with the affairs 
of Blood and Death... 


...that poor bastard’s name was Wilbur Sam-seong Soot. 


And he tried so hard to keep up with them it fucking killed him. 


Honey has some concerns. 


(They can’t have another kid flying too close to the sun.) 


“So, is this new book club of yours takin’ any new faces, or is it more 
of an exclusive type deal?” Honey asks. 


Niki freezes in place. “Uh-” Her voice squeaks indecisively for a 
moment. “I don’t think so? Techno sounded like he was looking for 
more members? | can- | can ask?” 


Honey stares at Niki’s vaguely trapped expression and laughs. 
“Gods, who do you think | am, hun, some kinda cop? | just wanna 
know where Phil lives now.” 


Niki raises her eyebrows. “I never said anything about Phil.” 


Honey snorts. “Ya did just now.” She waves her joking words away, 
feathers flaring amusedly on her face. “Ain’t nothing too deep. 
Wherever that mountain of a man puts down his roots, Phil perches 
on right after him. That’s just how they are.” 


“Oh.” Niki blinks. “Oh. | see.” She tilts her head. “You used to be 
friends, didn’t you? Back when Wilbur was...” She trails off. “When 
he was.” 


“Damn right.” Honey rocks her head, considering her own words. 
“Well, it ain't exactly even. | Knew Phil way longer than Techno.” 


“How did you-” Niki looks down at her hands. “-how did you become 
okay with what happened?” Her voice turns quiet. “With what he 
did?” 


Honey stares at Niki for a long while. 


“I’m not gonna ask how you know that,” Honey slowly starts, “and I’m 
not gonna waste my time tellin’ you why you shouldn't have in the 
first place.” She taps her talon sharply against the table. “But | knew 
he loved Wilbur more than anythin’ in this life. There weren't anythin’ 
| could do or say to him about Wilbur’s death that he didn’t already 
do to himself first.” She shrugs. “It ain’t really forgiveness. When you 
get to a certain age, you just get tired of bein’ angry.” 


-<>Y<>- 


honeyarsonist: so does your book club have the good kush or what 


Ph1LZA: oh we’re using our made up words now? 


honeyarsonist: didn’t even deny there was a book club smh 


Ph1LZA: i'd assume niki or techno told you about it 


honeyarsonist: is this a crime syndicate? I’m not mad i just wanna 
know 


Ph1LzA: i mean 


Ph1LzA: do you WANT it to be crimes? 


honeyarsonist: sweetie with the amount of taxes you evade i’m pretty 
sure everything you two old guys do is a crime 


Ph1LzA: oh fuck off 


Ph1LZA: but uh 


PhiLzA: no crimes on the agenda really. | think techno just wants 
some friends 


honeyarsonist: and accomplices 


Ph1LzA: and accomplices. Violently anarchist accomplices 


honeyarsonist: pog, i'll make sure to swing by with the wife 


Ph1LZA: i'll make sure we have enough lunch. 


12. Serious Syndicate Moments 
Summary for the Chapter: 


This is a serious organization with radical anarchist beliefs. 


The Syndicate works a little differently than other groups that Niki’s 
been a part of. 


First of all, they're certainly... well funded, and they don’t pretend 
they aren't. And it’s not even because Techno and Philza are 
particularly rich, or even understanding of mortal wealth. They simply 
have the means to get whatever they want, and when they don't, 
they know how to. Niki offhandedly complains about needing more 
iron blocks for terraforming beacons in the Underground, and Techno 
simply offers iron blocks, while Philza asks her if she wants to learn 
how to handle a Fortune III pickaxe. 


Which leads into the second weird thing. They just... share 
everything? Ranboo notices Niki’s armor set is looking worn down 
and offers her some netherite and mending enchantments to help 
patch it. Philza asks if she’s eaten today and already takes out a 
hand pie before she can say no. Another one of Techno’s friends- 
some masked white piglin named Hubert- catches her watching the 
way he sharpens his knife, and easily sharpens her blade next. 


(Pogtopia never shared like this. Every last supply was rationed off 
with a mathematical cruelty only war can tolerate. L’manburg had 


been no different, even if its reasons were cloaked in different skins. 
Having enough to share means having enough to hoard, and no one 
likes hoarders.) 


She asks if the Syndicate has a leader- just the one time, and never 
again. Technoblade simply laughs. Slow and arrhythmic, a slew of 
boulders ambling down a snowy mountain. His large arm swings 
around her shoulders, pulling her close, and he points at Ranboo 
and Philza. 


“Look at them,” he says, a warm pride in his voice. “Do you think 
there’s anyone in this world that could really tell them what to do? 
Our glorious leader wouldn’t last a week.” 


And that had been that. 


It really is just more of a democratic thing. Someone will bring 
something up, the others will agree to talk about it, and then they do. 
It's not hard to understand. 


But now Niki’s bringing two new members of the table. And sure, 
Honey and Lemon Ade are good people, but... 


...that’s two more people who can outvote her. Who can speak over 
her. Niki is far too used to being spoken over. 


“First order of business- all in favor of voting in the Demeters.” 
Techno slaps his hand on the table. “Protesilaus- passed. 
Zephyrus?” 


Philza’s eyes are stubbornly closed as his eyespots make direct eye 
contact with Honey. “Denied.” 


“The Syndicate reminds Eurus not to vote on Zephyrus’ behalf,” 
Techno says, rolling his eyes. “And that bread related disputes are 
not a valid reason to deny Syndicate admittance.” 


ek 


“Is this about the wet flour thing?” Honey asks. 
deserved it and I’m not sayin’ sorry-” 


Cus if it is, you 


Lemon slaps Honey’s hat to fall over her face. 


“lam so sorry,” Honey flatly drawls. 


Philza’s blank expression almost quirks into a smile. “Zephyrus and 
Eurus- passed.” 


“Lethe,” Techno calls out. 


“Uh- uhhhhh-” Ranboo stalls in place. “| mean, | don’t really, like, 
know you guys? | mean, I’m sure you're very nice-” 


“It's just a vibe check, mate,” Philza gently interrupts. 


“Ah! Ranboo slaps his hand on the table. “Passed!” 


“Calydon.” Techno smiles. “Bring me my vibes.” 


Hubert leans his elbow dramatically against the table. “At once, 
m'lord.” He punches his hooved fist into the table. “PASSED!” 


“Swear to fuck if you break my table on the first vote I’m sendin’ you 
all to my wife early,” Philza darkly mutters. 


“No, you won't,” Techno deadpans. He turns to Niki. “Nemesis? 
Passed or denied?” 


“l-” Niki looks nervously between Honey and Lemon, before turning 
back to Techno. “-can | call for Harpocrates?” 


Harpocrates. An empty chair, signifying no one- a call to stop and 
think. 


“Motion passed.” Techno leans back in his chair. “What’s up, Niki?” 


“You already have a majority vote,” Niki quietly points out. “It doesn't 
really feel like... there’s a point in asking me yes or no.” 


Philza frowns. “Majority vote?” 


Techno does a cutting motion across his throat. “We don't do that 
here, Niki. It's unanimous or nothing. If we’re really split, we'll do a 
Borda count, alright? Your opinion doesn’t stop mattering just 
because other people made up their minds first.” He levels a 
meaningful look at her from across the table. “Your vote doesn’t 
mean /ess the more people we have. We clear on that?” 


“Yeah, I-” Niki looks down at her hands. “Yeah. Sorry.” 


“Nothing to be sorry for. Do you have your vote, Nemesis?” 


“...Passed.” 


“Alright!” Techno claps his hands together. “Demeters, welcome to 
the Syndicate! Anything you want to bring to the table today, or do 
you want to spectate for now?” 


Lemon puts a basket on the table. “| made chocolatines!” 


Philza snickers. “Yeah, that’s- that’s brought to the table, alright.” 


“Hey, / have a question,” Honey suddenly says, a dangerous smile 
breaking across her face. “Where’s yer knife wall?” 


Techno pinches his brow. “I tell you this every time you show up at 
my house, we do not have a knife wall, we will not make a knife 
wall-” 


“You have enough knives for it!” Honey defends. 


“A knife wall is a tactical weakness, that’s practically giving free 
weapons to home invaders-” 


Niki turns to Lemon. “This is going to take forever, isn’t it?” 


Lemon smiles sweetly. “That’s why | brought snacks.” 


Ranboo awkwardly leans over as Hubert joins in on discussing the 
merits of knife walls. “What's a _ chocolatine?” he awkwardly 
whispers. 


“It’s basically like a chocolate croissant?” Niki explains. “It’s the same 
dough.” 


“Ohhh.” 


“Listen, | hear your concerns about the knife wall,” Niki hears 
Hubert’s measured voice reasonably intone. “But there’s an obvious 
solution here. A gun wall is much more safe if you hide your 
ammunition-” 


Philza appears at Lemon’s side, rapping his cane into her chair. 
“Welp, this is gonna take a century and a half. Wanna trade breads? 
I’ve got cheese and green onion hand pies.” 


Lemon snorts and pushes the basket towards him. “I used wheat 
flour in this, you Know. You better not fall asleep mid-meeting.” 


Philza makes a shushing sound while putting hand pies in the 
basket. “Just take my suspiciously non-wheat breads and don’t worry 
about it.” 


By the time the gun wall debate slows down, Niki and Ranboo have 
morbidly watched Philza eat 17 chocolatines. 


Just one by one. 


(As one does.) 


“Okay, fine, we'll get a gun wall!” Techno turns away from Hubert and 
Honey. “Phil, do you want a gun wall?” 


“Hm?” Philza sleepily looks up from the 18th chocolatine he’s eating. 
“Yeah. Gun wall. | love gun wall.” 


“Gun wall it is-” Techno stops and looks back at Philza. “Oh my gods, 
you've gotten yourself bread drunk again, haven’t you?” 


“-take notes.” 


“Welp. There goes Zephyrus’ defensive architecture lecture,” Techno 
deadpans. “Nemesis, what are we gonna say we talked about while 
he was asleep?” 


“Trench warfare,” Niki immediately says. “I think it would be funny.” 


Hubert loudly reassembles his shotgun. “Finally. With this new 
wisdom, my body count will be in the thousands.” 


The Syndicate stares at Hubert in silence. 


“For zombies,” Hubert belatedly adds. 


Ranboo nods sagely. “For zombies.” 


Niki frowns. “Why would you need trenches for zombies?” 


“Oh, yeah,” Lemon distantly says. “I always forget you’ve never seen 
a proper horde.” 


“A what-” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


hubert, from the nether where fucknormous herds of zombie 
piglins are just normal: for the zombies 

techno, well versed in military maneuvers and fighting the 
undead: yes, the zombie trenches 

honey and lemon who came from rural overworld areas: oh 
yeah for the massive zombie hordes 

niki who's lived in populated urban centers all her life, probably 
didn't see a zombie in real life until pogtopia: i'm sorry the what- 


13. And That's When You Realized You Would Do 
Anything For Him. 


Summary for the Chapter: 


(That's when you realized he would have done the same for 
you.) 


It starts with such a simple question. 


You guys ever been to Snowchester? 


The Syndicate is a group of action, but not necessarily of violence. 
Most days they just discuss sustainable farming and better curse 
precautions against the ongoing magical pandemic, and they focus a 
lot of their efforts on Niki’s city- the Underground is, after all, one of 
the few explicitly anarchist settlements on the server, and it’s trying 
to stay that way in the face of its neighboring Kinoko kingdom’s 
friendly suggestions to be annexed. 


But they do discuss other things, on occasion. And apparently they 
take requests. 


“ve been there once or twice,” Philza vaguely says. “It’s a fishing 
village, mostly. They've been doin’ pretty well since L’manburg went 


to shit. Cus they’re the only big port town now ‘sides from the seafolk 
one down in Denetyr, innit? They’ve got a- fuckin’ uhbhhhhhhhh-” 


“-monopoly,” Ranboo quietly finishes. “Because of the power 
vacuum. At least in Greater Prime.” 


Philza snaps his fingers. “That.” 


“Mr. Underscore lives there now, doesn’t he?” Lemon asks. “One of 
our Snowchester customers talks about it.” 


“That right there’s what | want to talk about,” Techno adds. “I’ve been 
hearing all this fun talk about him establishing military stuff in 
Snowchester, and listen-” A full-faced cringe pulls across his snout. 
“’m all about self-defense, but with the guy’s prior history | really 
don't trust this.” 


He pulls away from the table, leaning back into his chair. 


“But | don’t want a repeat of the whole bomb-throwing anarchists 
thing, so!” He slaps the table. “Second opinions. Give ‘em to me. Is 
he sus?” 


Philza laughs grimly and looks away. “I’m a bit biased on that front, 
mate. I'll opt out.” 


That's how things often are with Philza, where Tubbo is concerned- 
amicably present but damningly silent. As much as things are 
improving, Ranboo’s all too aware that Philza’s trying for Ranboo 
and Michael’s sake as opposed to really forgiving what Tubbo’s done 
to him. Just because he says he’s tired of being angry doesn’t mean 
he’s not still wary. Hurt. 


(Frightened. ) 


There’s a thousand things Philza isn’t saying in // opt out, but 
Techno needs no explanations- if he does, he doesn’t ask for them. 
He simply nods his head. “Understandable. Lethe, any thoughts?” 


“Can't say I’m... familiar with the area,” Ranboo decides to say. 


And he’s not lying. As much as he visits his son, he’s not overly 
familiar with the things around that little Snowchester cottage, and he 
hasn’t been brave enough to try befriending the neighbors after how 
that ended up /ast time. 


“| mean, Tubbo as a person,” Techno presses. “You used to work 
with the guy. What’s your read?” 


“lll tell you what / think,” Niki loudly says. “I don’t trust Tubbo with 
power or without it. He lived through every Lmanburg administration 


and all he learned was the worst of them.” 


“He wasn't that bad,” Ranboo weakly insists. 


“| would have starved between L’manburg’s taxes if the Ades weren't 
giving me free room and board on top of everything,” Niki bluntly 
points out. “And you've seen Phil and Techno’s scars. Maybe he 
didn’t do all of those things himself, but it benefitted him to let them 
happen. Even if he is a better person now, | don’t trust him to forget 
what he’s learned, the next time he’s allowed to be in charge of 
anything.” 


And that had been that. Techno, Phil, Ranboo, and Niki were to head 
to Snowchester to get a lay of the land. Snowchester, where 
Ranboo’s husband and child wait unaware. Snowchester, where 
people know Ranboo’s face. Where Techno doesn’t know people 
know Ranboo’s face. What will he say when he realizes Ranboo’s 
known about Snowchester this entire time? 


What will he say if he sees Ranboo in the family portraits of a man 
that once kidnapped him from his home and chained his best friend? 


Ranboo’s chest starts to heave uncomfortably as the other Syndicate 
members walk out of the meeting room. As Philza’s limping legs 
drag behind the rest, Ranboo’s hand clamps down on the elytron’s 
shoulder. Philza’s hand pauses, caught in the middle of putting his 
hat back on, and his head tilts up as he lets out a wordless 
questioning chirp. 


“Dont let him go to Tubbo’s house,” Ranboo whispers in Endscript. 
“Don't let him see my son.” 


Philza’s smile gains a concerned tilt. “Mate, it’s fine, he’s not gonna 
have a problem with it-” 


“I will have a problem with it? Ranboo blurts out, tail lashing into the 
walls. “/ know it’s stupid, but I- I’m just not ready. | don’t want to deal 
with it right now. Please.” 


He ducks his head down, knocking it into Philza’s chest. 


“Please,” he repeats in Script. 


A taloned hand rests on Ranboo’s head. “Alright. If that’s what you 
want.” 


And Philza kept his word. He did not speak of Ranboo’s family as 
Techno’s ice car drove them through the Nether road to central 
spawn, and he gave no hint of familiarity as Niki and Techno spoke 
with Tubbo. Even when Tubbo brazenly revealed the smoking crater 
he had made- that he had made with bombs, bombs unlike anything 
the server had ever seen- Philza betrayed nothing but a vague 
Curiosity. 


As alarming as Tubbo’s experiments were, he seemed to have no 
desire for power. The Syndicate will have no further business with 
him unless he seeks them out. Niki heads back to her city and the 
Neve residents of the Syndicate get to work repairing this spring’s 
onslaught of treacherous potholes collapsing in the ground around 
their home. 


Well, Philza and Ranboo do. Techno quickly sequesters himself 
away in his room again to sleep off the last of his hibernation, and 
Philza laughs at his friend’s retreating form, leaning on the hilt of his 
shovel as he sinks down into the snow. 


“Im alright, mate,” Philza easily breathes out as Ranboo lurches 
towards him. “Just havin’ a break.” 


There’s an odd piece of paper sticking out of Philza’s clothes. 
Ranboo tilts his head. 


“Oh, this?” Philza follows Ranboo’s questioning glance and takes it 
out, revealing a simple pencil drawing. “My son.” 


Ranboo has never met Wilbur Soot, and most people who did seem 
to agree that he should hope he never will. He’s known this man a 
hundred times over through bitter recollections, drunken musings, 
disingenuous eulogies, historical photographs. 


But not like this. 


Philza’s son is a fine boned elytron, curly dark hair falling over his 
eyes as he gazes out of the page with a squinting smile. Ranboo 
looks up at Philza’s scarred face and thinks he must have had that 
same smile, once. 


“There he is,” Ranboo quietly says. 


“| was thinkin’ of putting it up in the meeting room,” Philza explains. 
“Cus | want to be reminded of him. | know that the others might not 
like it, but I...” His voice trails off into a tiny, barely audible whisper. “/ 
miss him a lot. He’s been gone for a very long time.” 


“He really has,” Ranboo realizes. “He was gone before | even came 
into the picture.” 


Ranboo doesn't really remember how long he’s been on the server. 
He’d been married to Tubbo since the Schlatt administration- he 
must have been around while Wilbur was still alive. But he never got 
to know him. Never had the chance. 


Ranboo wonders what might have happened, if he got to know 
Wilbur. Maybe he would have been like Philza. 


(That wouldn’t have been so bad, would it?) 


Philza’s thumb brushes against the grain of the paper. His wide-eyed 
wings curl around him as something else comes to the forefront of 
his mind. 


“He did some stupid shit,” Benihime dully says. “And... my hand was 
forced, in a sense.” A choked, wavering note sneaks into its voice. “I 
do miss him every day. | do miss him. | wish he would come back.” 


Ranboo thinks of Chekhov for a moment. “Wasn’t he a ghost for a 
bit?” 


“It wasn’t really him,” Benihime corrects. “Chekhov was like this... he 
tried to be this kind of pure, innocent version of him, if that was to 
exist, | think? He was very kind of- it was just not him, though. It was 
just not him. It was kind of like talking-” 


A shameful expression weaves across the desynchronized halves of 
its face. 


“-to a-a... doll,” it disjointedly finishes. 


It looks up at Ranboo, suddenly, a reflexive wide-eyed smile 
snapping into place. 


“| bet if we were to talk to him again, he would- probably forgive me.” 
Its words start to tumble faster and faster out of its mouth. “Like- he 
definitely was like, at the end of his rope, and he... | don’t know. 
Maybe he would-” 


“It was his wishes,” Ranboo gently surmises. “It was his wishes, it 
wasn't- he wouldn't... not forgive you for following what he asked 
who to do. One day, hopefully.” 


“| just can’t help but think if we did the right thing or not... 
sometimes.” 


Ranboo adjusts the shovel in his hands as he continues to work 
around the snow. “I! mean, if you think about it- what would he have 
done if you hadn't? Y’know?” He fidgets under his friend’s sustained 
stare. “Like, if you hadn’t... would anything have changed?” 


“| dunno. | kind of showed up at the most chaotic time possible.” A 
glassy look goes into its eyes, its tone shifting closer to Philza’s. “I 
would get letters from him. About how much fun he was having with 
his friends. And then the letters stopped and he- we... / got worried, 
so | started to... make our way over to this area.” 


And Benihime is gone. Philza’s worn face is all that remains. 


“Right to worry, apparently,” he finishes. 


“| mean, / think you did the right thing,” Ranboo decides. “Even if it 
wasn't the optimal thing. Y'know?” He scoffs to himself. “I mean, was 
it the best solution? Probably not! But | think you still did a good 
thing, even if in your eyes it’s probably... not. | mean... what else 
could you have done?” 


“That’s a nice thought, eyas.” Philza ducks his head. “But no. It’s not 
as simple as you probably think it is. But- thanks for tryin’, mate. It- it 
helps.” 


Ranboo wonders what Philza and Benihime called their child, once. 
He wonders if Wilbur Soot was the first person they called eyas. 


“Do | look like him, sometimes?” Ranboo asks. 


“No.” Philza’s eyes soften. “No, he never looked anything like you at 
all.” 


“Yeah, stupid question,” Ranboo immediately says. “I just thought 
sometimes that maybe- maybe that was why you-” He trails off, a 
marbled flush coloring his skin as he looks away. “Maybe | was nice 
to have around, if | reminded you of someone else.” 


“Eyas, I-” Philza sways alarmingly for a moment as he leans on his 
shovel to stand again. “Fuck, hold up-” His wings flap once, then 
twice, and his posture settles. “l... | think you could have been 
friends. And | do think about him sometimes, but-” He lets out a 
harsh click. “Not because of you. Never you. I’m sorry if | made you 
feel like you were standin’ in for someone else.” 


Ranboo hunches in on himself. “No, I’m sorry for jumping the gun 
there. |’m- I’m just not used to it, y’ know?” 


Philza tilts his head. 


“lm not used to...” Ranboo trails off. “...people. Caring... like that.” 


“I care,” Philza simply says. “And maybe it’s real fuckin’ stupid of me, 
but | do.” His fist gently knocks into Ranboo’s arm. “I do.” 


Ranboo stares at the smaller man for a long time. 


“| would jump into boiling water for you, old man. Did | ever tell you 
that?” 


Philza lets out an alarmed noise. “That is too much!” 


“Someone should!” Ranboo insists. “You deserve it, you... nice, dad- 
shaped grandpa man! Bird thing.” 


“Y’don't need to melt about it!” Philza stresses. “Don’t do that to me, 
mate, my heart couldn’t take it. Just- just help me finish clearin’ up all 
these potholes.” His wings rattle distastefully behind him, and he 
shudders. “Gods, my hands are gonna be dead tomorrow. Fuckin’ 
Nether sand crawlin’ up my feathers.” 


“Do you want help with your wings?” Ranboo offers. “Is that- is that 
okay? | know you usually do that on your own but like- I... can | help 
with that?” 


Philza stares at him, wide eyed. 


“| think you could, actually,” he finally says. He blinks. “Wow, you 
really could. What the fuck?” 


Ranboo laughs nervously. “I! mean, | don’t know feathers that well, 
but | think I'm not completely clueless about it. It’s just left hair, 
right?” 


“Well, yeah, but- you could touch my wings.” Philza drags his hand 
over his face, letting out an unsteady chuckle. “Shit, dude, | really 
would let you do that. Fuck, | am- wow, we're just learnin’ some shit 
about ourself today, | guess, oo000h boy!” 


Ranboo’s brows furrow with concern. “ls that weird?” 


Philza points at his wings. “This piece of shit is jacked up to my 
brainstem, you could fuck me up if you yanked my elytra, got it?” 


“Wow!” Ranboo rocks on his feet. “That is horrifying.” 


“Super cursed.” Philza flaps his hand despairingly into the air. “But 
you passed the vibe check while | wasn’t looking, which- pog, 
welcome to the family, | guess-” 


“| got adopted by your wing brain?” 


“Yes? Keep up, eyas. So, like-” Philza takes a breath. “You can help, 
| trust you with my life, something something we’re basically flock 
now, just-” He puts Ranboo’s hand on his face, right against his 
down feathers. “Don’t use this. Don’t hurt me.” 


Maybe it’s the fact that Philza is saying any of this out loud. Maybe 
it's the fact that he has to at all. 


“| would never,” Ranboo shakily whispers. 


“Not even- not even as a joke, or- or sparrin’ or whatever.” Philza’s 
mouth flattens. “And don’t go tellin’ Techno unless he like, walks in 
on you preenin’ me.” He pinches his brow. “Good gods, I’m never 
gonna hear the end of this.” 


“From Techno?” 


“Chatters, mostly,” Philza corrects. “| mean, Beni’s gonna be a smug 
bastard about it, too, but jokes on it, it also wing adopted you.” 


They stand awkwardly in the snow. 


“Does this make you my dad now?” Ranboo asks. “That would be 
kind of weird, not gonna lie.” 


“Fuck no,” Philza immediately answers. “| am not adopting another 
child.” He claps Ranboo across the back. “We're flock now. I'll get 
random urges to comb your hair and feed you, and | already do that 
anyway. That's it. No Dadza around here.” 


“Oh, thank god.” 


14. Girls’ Night 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Normal girl stuff. 


“| was thinking that as the city expands, we should put more 
skyholes to the surface.” 


“For cave-in damage control or for the crops?” 


“Oh, | didn’t even think about the cave-ins, that’s a good point. But 
increasing the light levels would really expand our options for crops 
and supplement the greenhouses-” 


“-and it would give you better access to water, too. You’re going to 
have to worry about water transportation in the long run, especially 
since you want to have as little dependency to Kinoko as possible-” 


“Oh, but the flood risk, especially when we hit the rainy season 
again.” 


“You can get around that with some proper gutters and storm drains. 
Do you know where the catacomb drains are compared to the base 
city?” 


“I’m sure someone knows, | can ask-” 


Of all the hobbies for Niki to pick up after leaving L’manburg, 
architecture was not on Lemon Ade’s list. But here she is regardless, 
watching Niki and Philza hammer out expansions for the 
Underground. 


This Syndicate, locked away behind pools of lava and long tunnels of 
ice, is a lot less ominous than Lemon had expected when Honey 
mentioned Philza and Techno started up some kind of secret 
organization. Then again, many things where those two gods are 
concerned end up being less and more scary than expected. Lemon 
never quite keyed into their vibes the way Honey did. 


Anarchists. What a thought. After that insurrection in Halfmoon all 
those years ago, Lemon can’t say she’s fond of government powers, 
but still- it feels like a stretch, going from quietly discontent to actively 
resistant. 


Or perhaps not. She’s never cared for who or what sits in power. 
More often than not, law enforcement seemed to punish people for 
crimes that boiled down to just not having enough money to get by, 
and she was never fond of that. Perhaps anarchist is simply a better 
word for what she has been all along. 


Philza’s talons stalk across stubbornly curled drafting papers, 
organic staccato echoes of the drawing compass carelessly hanging 


off Nikiis hand where she rests her chin. Philza’s cloak is barely 
hanging off of his shoulders, his hair threatening to fall out of its lazily 
half-tied ribbon, and Niki is wearing a faded black and grey sweater 
that she got from a yard sale. 


But the golden lantern lights cast their casually ungraceful forms in a 
mysterious, almost ethereal sort of glow. Even the honeyed 
lemonade swirling aimlessly in their aged porcelain cups could have 
been mistaken for ambrosia, if only fora moment. 


“-and if anyone tries to bitch about it, just do it for the kids,” Philza 
says, a wry grin crossing his face. “They need the sun.” 


Niki snorts, rolling her eyes. “Think of the poor children. Oldest trick 
in the book.” 


A hoof taps at Lemon’s shoulder. She looks down to find 
Technoblade staring up at her, broad neck tilted at an awkward 
angle. 


Honey laughs. “You’re not used to looking up, are you?” 


“My neck’s not built for it,” Techno insists. “The Nether ain’t exactly 
rewarding the ability to stare at the empty roof.” 


“Or maybe you’re just not used to people being taller than you,” 
Honey jokingly insists. 


“Lies and slander.” 


Lemon lets out a snorting chuckle, rocking the flowers waved into 
her hair. 


“Anyways.” Techno thumps his fist into his chest, coughing slightly. 
“Tapped you in ‘cus it seemed like something was on your mind. 
Something you wanna bring to the table, Demeter?” 


Lemon hums, crossing her arms and tapping a hoof against her 
elbows. 


“Many schools of anarchy claim that law itself is the root of crime,” 


she starts. “Or so I’ve been hearin’. 


Techno nods. “True, true.” 


“What’s your read on Pandora’s Vault?” Lemon presses. 


“Ah. That.” Techno’s mouth flattens as he takes a deep breath. “Oh, 
boy.” 


Honey leans forward. “I actually have been wonderin’ about that. | 
thought you’d’ve blown that place t’ kingdom come by now.” 


“| really would,” Techno insists. “But the Warden's really pulled out a// 
the stops on this thing. It’s a blast-resistant magical dead zone, and 
its outer bits are made of non-corrosive materials. | could brute force 
it if | had, like, a week, but that’s only if | don’t get caught and don’t 
like- care about the lives of the prisoners inside.” 


Lemon raises an eyebrow. “So it’s doomed to stay as is?” 


Techno grunts loudly. “Well, not exactly. It'd be easy if we had 
somebody on the inside. Which... we kind of do already? But that 
guy hasn't been talking, and neither have the other prisoners who 
make it out of there. Phil’s thinkin’ that they’re too scared to talk at 
all, so that’s a no go.” 


Hubert quietly raises his hand. 


“This isn’t a classroom, Calydon,” Techno bluntly says. “Go for it.” 


“So, ah- | was in Denetyr the other day,” Hubert starts. “As one does. 
Getting along with the revenants there-” 


“That’s good,” Techno says. “Glad that worked out.” 


“-and then this big creeper man comes up to me and says hey, you 
from around here? And | said sure, and then he went-” Hubert claps 
his hands in front of his face. “Well, do you want a job?” 


Techno stares at the smaller piglin for a long moment. “You didn't. 
Oh my gods- no.” Techno starts to laugh. “No, there’s no way it was 
that easy!” 


“One thing led to another,” Hubert continues, “and- uhhhhhhhhh- | 
think | got hired by Pandora’s Vault?” 


Techno lets out a loud, barking laugh and pats Hubert’s snout. 
“Hubert, | know | keep saying it, but | love you, man.” 


Hubert lets out a hysterical sounding giggle, nose turning red under 
his white fur. “So I’ve heard, sir.” 


“Did literally no one run a background check on you?” Honey loudly 
wonders as she holds back a cackle of her own. 


“| think they were too busy paying attention to the bombs,” Hubert 
explains. 


Techno blinks. “Wow, | need to check in with you more often. You’re 
running into bombs while I’m not looking?” 


“lam not running into them,” Hubert defends. “I am simply near 
where people think they are, and they do not explode because | am 
strong.” 


“| don't think that’s how bombs work,” Lemon gently says. 


Hubert shrugs. “I am there. The bomb is there. The bombs do not 
explode.” 


Philza leans away from his drafting paper and squints over at 
Techno. “What the fuck are you guys talking about?” 


“Bombs,” Honey says. 


“Girl stuff,” Techno insists. 


“Bombs can be girl stuff,” Honey counters. “You don’t know me.” 


“It's true,” Lemon adds. “A girl always gets to that age when there’s 
only one thing on her mind.” 


Honey and Lemon stare at Niki for a moment. 


Niki loudly sputters and throws her hands up. “Oh my- how many 
times do | have to tell you I’m not an arsonist? You destroy a national 
monument ONE TIME-” 


15. Because | Could Not Stop For Death, He Kindly 
Stopped For Me 


Summary for the Chapter: 


The carriage held but just Ourselves- and immortality. 


“Hi, mate.” A worn hand rests on his back. “I saved some lunch. Do 
you wanna get up?” 


Techno blearily looks up at his friend’s face. Philza’s eyes soften. 


“Yeah, | figured. I'll bring up some toast if you change your mind 
later.” 


Philza’s whispered voice is almost unbearably loud. The soft wools 
of the bed scratch like thorns through Techno’s fur, a grindstone 
against his skin. A crow’s footsteps wander through his mane, and it 
feels no different than a knife testing the weakness of his scalp. 


“Is it your back again?” Philza gently asks. “I don’t trust those bruises 
that showed up after L’manburg tried to lop your head off.” 


“Tommy’s dead,” Techno croaks out. 


Philza’s frown shifts into a distant sadness. “Ah. There it is.” 


“He’s dead,” Techno says again, as if that might change anything. 
“He’s actually-” 


Tommy Atkins Innit, dead. Techno had hardly believed it, when 
Ranboo brought it up just before they first went to Snowchester. 
Tommy was too stubborn to bend to anyone, much less the whims of 
life or death. 


But he’s dead. He’s been dead for days, for weeks. 


No forewarning, no fanfare. 


He’s gone. 


Philza smiles drily, even as his tone stays soft. “Thought you didn’t 
give a shit about that kid anymore.” 


Techno hiccups out a pathetic chuckle. “So did I.” 


Of all the apprentices he’d ever taken, Tommy had stayed for the 
shortest amount of time. He should have been little more than a blink 
in Techno’s lifetime. 


And yet. And yet. And yet. 


In the end, it never mattered how long he spent with his students, 
had it? He was their teacher, once. 


He mourned them all. 


“Next time, we should stay at your place,” Techno whispers. 


Philza stills. 


“I’ve never been to your house before,” Techno wearily continues, a 
small grin daring across his snout. “It’s totally unfair.” 


Philza tilts his head. “You know why, Tec’. That's a one way trip.” 


“Do it for my birthday,” Techno insists. “I'll be your guest. And then 
we can... switch it around this time, | promise.” He ducks his head 


onto the pillow. “You can be the one disappearing all day while | 
loiter around the house fixing everything while you aren’t looking.” 


“I'd fly home and you'd be grilling an entire hoglin in the garden in 
front of my poor wife,” Philza chuckles. 


“Jokes on you. She'd be the one bringing me the hoglin.” 


Philza laughs. (He always does. Techno likes to make him laugh.) 
“Maybe not for your birthday. Ranboo’s been askin’ me about it. | 
think he wants to do something.” His hand runs over the white tufts 
on Techno’s ear. “But it might be nice to let you stay with us for a 
while. | think She’s been looking forward to an excuse to do it.” He 
snorts. “Probably ‘cus it means I'd finally be home for once.” 


“Yeah,” Techno breathes out. “Honestly, it’s unfair | got to keep you 
around this long. Gotta return you at some point, right?” 


Philza stares at him for a moment. 


“If you wanted to come home with me, that’s alright,” he finally says. 
“l- | had a room for you in my house, | think, a long time ago. If that’s 
what you wanted, | could go find it again.” 


He sits down on the bed next to Techno’s prone body and watches 
frost crawl on the window. 


“But this house isn’t so bad, is it?” he murmurs. “It’s warm. Out of the 
way. The neighbors are nice. | liked sharin’ it with you.” He looks 
back to Techno. “And | always will. Don’t stop on my account.” 


Techno closes his eyes. “Old sap.” 


“Big bastard.” Philza’s hand pats the beard of Techno’s mane. “Go 
back to sleep. I'll tell you when dinner happens.” 


16. Wait 


Summary for the Chapter: 


For a little while, at least. 


DD/MM/YY 
09-03-2021 


[SAM.NOOK] ONLINE. 


/open task manager 


OPENING TASK MANAGER... 


... TASKS FOUND. 


(1) 


TASK: Detain [BVI SUPERSPEADER] and bring to [PANDORA'S 
VAULT] for further quarantine. 


TASK ADMIN: The Warden of Pandora’s Vault 


STATUS: Repeating, Ongoing 


/define object [BVI SUPERSPREADER] 


DEFINING... 


[BVI SUPERSPREADER] IS DEFINED AS: 


-Object is listed on [LEMON CITY BVI+ PATIENT DIRECTORY] or 
[SAMS ROBOTICS BVI SURVEILLANCE]. 


-Object does not comply with [QUARANTINE PROTOCOLS] of the 
Royal House of Greater Prime. 


-Object is observed to disrupt public safety or plant/spread [BLOOD 
VINES]. 


/define parameters task1 


ADDITIONAL PARAMETERS: In compliance with [PROTOCOL: 
Peace of Mind], do not allow TASK (1) to be observed by [CIVILIAN], 
[BVI SUPERSPREADER], or [ROYAL HOUSE OF GREATER 
PRIME]. 


/query define parameters task1 admin‘ 


[ADMIN: Tommy Atkins Innit] and all persons defined as [BIG INNIT 
INC.] are [CIVILIAN]. [CIVILIAN] is not allowed to observe TASK (1). 


/open task manager 


OPENING TASK MANAGER... 


... [ASKS FOUND. 


(2) 
TASK: Construct [BIG INNIT HOTEL] on behalf of [BIG INNIT INC.] 
TASK ADMIN: Tommy Atkins Innit 


STATUS: Complete 


/update task2 


UPDATING... 


TASK (2) is now defined as TASK: Maintain [BIG INNIT HOTEL] and 
act as [PROXY MANAGER] in the event of any absence on the part 
of [TASK ADMIN: Tommy Atkins Innit]. 


/define parameters task2 


ADDITIONAL PARAMETERS: BIG INNIT INC.: Jack Manifold] is 
assistant manager. Ensure that [BIG INNIT INC.] does not act 
against the instruction of [TASK MANAGER: Tommy Atkins Innit]. 


/open task manager 


OPENING TASK MANAGER... 


... [ASKS FOUND. 


(3) 


TASK: Ensure the continued safety and well-being of [ADMIN: 
Tommy Atkins Innit]. 


TASK ADMIN: Awesam 


STATUS: This task is ongoing until the natural death of [ADMIN: 
Tommy Atkins Innit]. 


/run task3 


INITIALIZING... 


INITIALIZING... 


... DISCREPANCY FOUND. [ADMIN: Tommy Atkins Innit] HAS NOT 
BEEN SEEN IN EIGHT (8) DAYS. 


/contact admin1 


CONTACTING [Admin: Tommy Atkins Innit]... 


... [ADMIN: Tommy Atkins Innit] DID NOT REPLY. 


/contact biginnitinc1 


CONTACTING [BIG INNIT INC.: Jack Manifold]... 


... [BIG INNIT INC.: Jack Manifold] HAS NOT SEEN [Admin: Tommy 
Atkins Innit] IN EIGHT (8) DAYS. 


/contact admin2 


CONTACTING [ADMIN: Awesan)]... 


...[ADMIN: Awesam] DID NOT REPLY. 


/contact admin3 


CONTACTING [ADMIN: The Warden of Pandora’s Vault]... 


....ADMIN: The Warden of Pandora’s Vault] DID NOT REPLY. 


/run idle settime [ADMIN: Tommy Atkins Innit] 


[SAM.NOOK] IS WAITING... 


[SAM.NOOK] IS WAITING... 
[SAM.NOOK] IS WAITING... 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Hint for next book: 


foosh 
Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 

Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


the Discord server 

Find Aenor on Twitter or on Tumblr 

. If you make or find fanart of our series, @ us on those 
platforms or share it on our Discord so we can properly scream 
our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 
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Summary: 


The Totem named Foolish, after decades of searching, has finally 
found his old friend again. Sure, they look a little different, and is 
going by "Eret" now for some reason, but it's not like they've 
forgotten him. He just needs to jog their memory again, like he 
always has. 


This upcoming Red Banquet could be a great place to start. It'll be 
just like old times. 


What's the worst that could happen? 


1. "I will not." 
Author's Note: 


This work requires the context of the previous books in the 
series. 


Comments on this series are moderated- meaning your 
comments won't show up right away! Give it a few hours, and 
your comment will show up just fine. (Comments disrespectful to 
the authors, CCs, QPRs, or Alex/Technoblade's death will be 
deleted.) 


You must understand, first and foremost, that the Hero-of-rine had 
been born barely a century after the Nether War. The Nether gods 
were all but lost, and the sudden emergence of Rot had flung the 
Overworld into an ongoing apocalypse. It was into an exhausted 
climate of despair that the first Hero was made known among the 
rines. 


Rine, those blessed human mortals with the blinding eyes of gods. 
For this blessing, their presence graced the courts of kings, the 
hallowed halls of temples, and even the houses of the gods 
themselves. It was of no surprise when fate finally chose a Hero of 
their bloodline. And not only that- Hero-of-rine was born on the heels 
of prophecy. 


The Hero shall become the herald. His quest shall set forth the 
motion to mend the world that has been broken, to usher in the 


eternal gilded age. The kindly blinding eyes of the rine, destined to 
shine light upon this broken world. 


For as long as the gods could remember, their pantheons were 
plagued by the spectre of war, the hairline cracks the mistakes of 
their forefathers had rended across the universe. They did not even 
think to question his quest, or what it might entail. The Hero-of-rine 
was now their greatest hope for a brighter future. 


They loved him beyond measure. And how did he repay them? 


When the time came that the universe enlightened him to his quest- 
when the gods eagerly asked him to reveal what he must do, so that 
they could aid him in whatever way possible- for the first time, his 
kindly eyes turned to stone. And he whispered, 


“T will not.” 


And the gods wept. 


Had they not loved him enough? Had they loved him too much? He 
knew, he knew - he knew what his quest was meant to do, so why? 
Why would he refuse? 


How could he not lift a finger to guide the world that harbored him? 


As the Hero-of-rine turned away from the houses of the gods, they 
mourned. The gods would have given him the world and yet he 
denied them. Abandoned them. 


How quickly that grief turned to all-consuming wrath as he fled from 
their sight. 


If he would not fulfill his quest, then they would tear the heart out of 
him. Let his soul be purified by death, and his next reincarnation be 
selfless enough to do what must be done. 


The next Hero-of-rine looks at the gods and her eyes turn to that 
same stone as her predecessor, whispering those same words. / will 
not. 


It became something like war. War against the thousand thousand 
faces of one defiant immortal soul. The Hero-of-rine lives, dies, and 
lives again, every time with those blinding eyes, every time defiant. 


/ will not, the Hero whispers with every life the gods take once more. 
/ will not. 


2. The Death Of Duty 
Summary for the Chapter: 


It was named love, or something like it. 


“Well, by Jove, would you look at that! It lives!” 


The Totem takes a ragged breath and opens his eyes. 


A dark skinned woman with white blinding eyes looks down at his 
shocked face and laughs. “Sorry, Lila,” she apologizes as she turns 
away, “I’ve gone and brought you a live one.” 


The Totem hears the sound of a hammer striking into a table. “That's 
why | keep telling you to check, Amber. You can’t just assume every 
dead thing you see is unoccupied.” 


“He was all moss covered and everything! Honest!” 


“In Amber’s defense,” the Totem hears himself say, “I! only breathe 
when I’m moving. | guess | would look pretty dead to a mortal.” He 
stands up and loudly cracks his neck to the side in his hand. “You 
guys don’t get a lot of Totems out here, huh?” 


Amber bashfully looks away. “I thought you were just a broken down 
ironman, honest. | was gonna take you back home so Lila could fix 
you up.” 


The Totem laughs lightly. “It’s fine, it’s fine! No problems here. See?” 
He cranks back his arm a few times for good measure. “I'll take a 
hint and just, like, clean up a bit next time | want to fall asleep too 
close to a roadside.” 


Lila lifts up her goggles against her curly black hair, displaying her 
own blank white gaze. “I hope my wife didn’t give you too much of a 
detour, at least. You new to the area?” 


“| was heading towards a rine city,” the Totem vaguely answers. He 
looks between the two of them. “Guess I’m not too far off the mark, 
at least.” 


Lila waves her dirty gloved hand. “Ah, still a fifteen tock walk out. | 
keep closer to the farmlands, see? Easier for them to bring their 
machines out to me.” She sighs. “Still. | feel bad putting Amber up to 
kidnap you out of nowhere.” 


The Totem raises his hands. “It’s alright, | understand, it was an 
accident-” 


“Oh, none of that!” Amber insists. “We don’t want you to catch the 
hordes and spiders trying to get to the city on time. You can stay the 
night.” 


The Totem almost wants to laugh at the idea of flesh and blood 
creatures being any real danger to him. A zombie could barely break 
his golden skin, let alone kill him. But this family wouldn't know that, 
would they? It’s not like Totemic people are common outside of 
Mojang and the godhomes. 


The Totem braces his hands on his knees and stands. “Well, /’d feel 
bad for being a freeloader. I'll go chop up some firewood for you 
guys and we'll call it even.” 


He wanders to the back of the house, looking for where they keep 
their logs. He considers the axe standing by their door for a moment 
before deciding to use his own. It would be rude to break their tools 
with his strength, after all. 


He watches out of the corner of his eye as some teenaged rine 
creeps up behind him. 


“If you’re gonna stab me,” he loudly says, “it won’t work. I’m pretty 
remarkably stab-proof.” 


The girl startles. “No! Why would | do that?” She pauses. “If | was 
going to stab you, I’d wait for you to be asleep.” 


He laughs loudly. “Bold of you to assume | sleep! Good try, though.” 


She tilts her head. “What are you doing here? Are you headed to the 
city?” 


“Yeah, why?” 


The girl cringes. “You're showing up to the gates in that?” 


The Totem stares at her past his shark headdress, and then back 
down at his netherite chestplate, armored boots, godforged gloves. “I 
don’t follow.” 


“You're going to scare people,” the rine slowly says. “This isn’t a war 
zone, you know.” 


The Totem hums, and after a moment’s consideration, removes his 
headdress. “Is that any better?” 


The girl stares at him for a long while. 


“For some reason | really thought you were going to be bald,” she 
finally says. 


“Rude.” 


Her name is Rion. Rion-of-rine. She asks to go with him when he 
travels to the city, and it’s not like he can stop her. If she happens to 
be traveling in the same direction as him, that’s none of his business. 


Except it is, because she’s sure... chatty. Yep. That’s definitely a 
word for it. 


-<>Y<>- 


Rion rocks back and forth on her feet. “Hey, | always wondered-” 


“Oh, boy,” the Totem mutters under his breath. 


“-where do Totem people even come from?” Rion frowns. “It never 
comes up in books or anything. Is it some kind of secret?” 


The Totem looks up at the sky. “The first ones were made by the 
gods. But these days it’s done by other Totems. You start out as 


this...” His hand curls as it gestures in the air. “...tiny statue thing? 
And then you just get bigger. Kind of like a real baby.” 


Rion chuckles. “Il guess that tracks. | was just curious, y know? They 
spread all sorts of weird rumors about you guys these days. Like that 
you use your kids as totems of undying.” She looks back to him with 
a smile. “Fucked up bullshit, right?” 


The Totem’s mouth flattens, green eyes stony as stares straight 
ahead. 


“Right?” Rion repeats. 


“It is the greatest gift,” he quietly says, “and the highest honor, to 
give life and to be given it. A Totem child wouldn't hesitate to die for 
its parents from the moment it opened its eyes.” 


He looks down at her shocked face and starts to stammer. 


“It’s- it’s not like we throw our babies off of cliffs or anything!” he 
insists. “It’s just- it’s natural for us to think like that, y know? We have 
that kind of power, so we use it. Besides, with lifemarks being a 
thing, it’s not the end of the world to lose your life for someone you 
love.” 


Rion looks curiously at his gloves. “Have you ever done that?” 


“No,” the Totem confesses. He thumbs at the wrist of his glove. “I’ve 
never really had to. And no one’s ever had to do it for me, I- | make 
sure | don’t need it.” He thumps his chest. “Gotta be strong! Can’t 
have anyone else worrying about me so bad that they’d die.” 


“Man.” Rion looks down at her feet as she walks. “That feels so... 
sad.” 


The Totem tilts his head. “How so?” 


“| don’t know,” Rion uncertainly admits. “It just seems kind of unfair 
that the greatest way you can show your love for someone is to die. 
To leave them.” 


The Totem’s solemn expression lightens slightly. “It's not really sad. 
Not to us, at least.” He looks down at his hands. “When you give 
your life for someone, your life becomes theirs. The life you lost for 
them stays with theirs forever. And their life one day becomes 
someone else’s, and so on and so forth.” He smiles. “If you think 
about it that way, we never really die.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The Totem only stayed in the village for a while to restock supplies 
and catch up with news. When it was time for him to go, Rion came 
with him. 


“It just didn’t have the right vibes,” she insists. “Maybe I'll settle down 
in the next town.” 


And the next town they stopped, she said the same thing. And the 
next, and the next. 


Somewhere, somewhen, somehow, they both quietly realized that 
she wasn't traveling to settle down. 


“Next town?” the Totem asks as he holds out his hand. 


“The next town,” Rion lies. “I promise.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


“You- you have soul powers, right?” Rion asks one day. 


The Totem scratches at his short silver hair. “I mean, | guess. Why?” 


“Can you-” Rion hesitates, almost. “Can you look at my soul?” 


The Totem raises his eyebrows. “What for?” 


“l- | don’t know. I’ve just been feeling weird lately. Can you just check 
and tell me I’m being stupid?” 


The Totem turns his eyes to Rion and he Sees. 


He Sees the blinding eyes of Rion-of-rine and... 


...and... 


...and the threads of fate woven around her soul. A hero’s soul. A 
Hero of rine. 


No, no, no- 


The Totem’s hands tense on Hero-of-rine’s shoulders. Rion’s... 
shoulders. She’s barely thirteen, she cannot- she will not be held 


responsible for her predecessors when she does not even know the 
quest that is asked of her. 


She can’t know, can she? She’s too young. She can't. 


Rion’s eyes well with concern. “Are you alright, friend?” 


The Totem’s hands relax as he steps back. “Yes. Yes, I’m fine. | just- 
it took me by surprise, a bit.” He laughs. “Your soul is very bright.” 


-<>Y<>- 


The Totem cleans his khopesh while Rion sleeps. 


“| keep having these dreams,” Rion suddenly says. 


Ah. Not so asleep after all. 


“Of what?” the Totem lightly asks. 


“Places I’ve never been. Things I’ve never done.” She flops onto her 
back and stares up at the sky. “But... mostly just a voice in my head. 
Asking me to do something. And | keep saying no.” 


The Totem blinks. “Why?” 


Rion snorts. “Would you trust a random voice in your head telling 
you to do something shitty?” A solemn look crosses over her face. “I 
don't think anything would be worth what it’s asking me to do. I'd die 
before doing something like that.” 


She's already refused her quest, then. Just like all the others before 
her. 


By all rights, he should tell the gods about this. Should have already 
told them the moment he knew what she was. 


He should probably even kill her himself, while she’s still 
young. 


His hand shakes around his weapon as a deathly black creeps past 
his gloves. He- he’s going to have fo kill her, isn’t he? He would be 
the one reporting it, he would be the one closest to her. They would 
have ordered him to do it, that’s not even a question. 


And he should feel honored, should he not? Honored to enact the 
vengeance of the gods against the one who time and time again 
denies them, abandons them, betrays them, traitor TRAITOR 
TRAITOR- 


The Totem drives his khopesh into the ground like a spade, chest 
heaving with labored breaths. This anger is not his own. He will not 
hurt someone who has been nothing but kind. 


/ will not. | will not. 


“What did you do that for?” Rion asks. “Now you have to clean it all 
over again.” 


“Thought | saw an enemy,” the Totem deflects. “It was nothing. Go 
back to sleep.” 


3. As Long As It Takes 
Summary for the Chapter: 
He was never made to care or wait. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


if you have not yet heard the news- Alexander, also known as 
Technoblade, passed away of sarcoma as of earlier this month. 


Orphan's Path was already undergoing sporadic updates since 
Aenor had to move, but Techno's death meant we had to take a 
brief hiatus to process what happened, and discuss things we 
would need to change in order to remain respectful. 


Orphan's Path will not be cancelled. As we said on Tumblr and 
Twitter, we will be completing this series and posthumously 
dedicating it to Techno's memory. every word, every book, every 
tapestry, every story. meager as it is- every troubled moment 
and flawed production therein- this will be our stranger's 
euology. 


It's the only burial we can give him. 


Let's try to make it a good one. 


Over the long millenia that the Rot has plagued this world, many 
variants of its infection have codified themselves. The copper-boned 
drowned, their metal corroded limbs kept afloat by their bloated 
flesh. The husks of the desert, so dried that not even the sun can 
burn them. And the frozen strays, with nothing but frost to laminate 
their icy bones. 


Among the various tasks the Totemic peoples do for the gods, 
purging the Rot-driven hordes is one of them. 


On paper, this duty is well-covered by the Angel of Death and its 
wandering murder of crows. In practice, the gods have had a healthy 
fear of said Angel, what with its habit of reaping the divine with the 
same zeal it reaps any mortal soul, and they would really prefer that 
it doesn’t walk among the living any more than strictly necessary. 


Which leaves people like the Totem to see if he can prune this latest 
horde of strays recently spotted near someone’s mountain godhome 
before the Angel of Death shows up. 


He’s not the only one there at the appointed post. The Totem stares 
at the small platoon of other Totems and frowns. These soldiers are 
barely past their reforging growth spurts- in all likelinood, this is their 
first deployment. It seems the command expects this to be an 
uncomplex purge that can be solved with numbers alone. 


Rion looks down at the horde from the edge of a tower. “I’ve never 
seen so many. Does this happen a lot?” 


The Totem hums. “Must have been a war recently. There wouldn't be 
this many bodies in one place otherwise.” 


Rion looks at the Totem, and then back to the horde. “How could an 
entire army all have Rot?” she baffledly sputters. 


“You're all infected,” the Totem bluntly says. “Undead corpses have 
been feeding the soil for thousands of years. It’s in your water, your 
food, your firewood- even your air. Why do you think piglins can’t last 
a week out here?” 


“Wow,” Rion quietly intones. “No wonder everyone calls humans 
cursed.” 


“Damn right.” The Totem tosses a shotgun into Rion’s arms. “Saddle 
up. I'll be going in.” 


-<>Y<>- 


Rion knows that the Totem people are made to be the warriors of the 
gods. She knows that the Totem that’s walked by her side all this 
time must have fought for longer than she’s been alive. Even still, 
she can't help but worry when he walks towards the horde. 


Because... in the end... 


...he’s a good person, but Rion wonders if he’s a good Totem. 


(Because if a good Totem is supposed to love fighting, why does he 
look so tired when he lifts his sword?) 


The sea of strays, once so tightly knit, splits like a parted stream as 
he surges forward, their spasming bodies dancing with the lightning 
sparking out of his khopesh. Thunder roars in Rion’s ears, seven 
ticks too late. 


The other Totems, sensing an opening, leap off the castle walls to 
take advantage of the broken enemy line. All the while, Rion’s friend 
keeps moving in erratic bursts across the makeshift battlefield. The 
sharp nip of frost stings with the chemical reek of ozone as the 
aftermath of his god-given storm starts to permeate the air. 


The Totems descend like wolves on the bones of the strays, and 
some of them even are- Rion sees helmets shaped like hounds, 
lions, birds, even more abstract things like trees and marbled stone. 
The glaring eyes of the shark’s head gracing Rion’s friend seem to 
magnify his jeweled grimace, even as its well-crafted jaws threaten 
to swallow his face. 


Rion doesn't really panic when the first arrow gets between the joints 
of the Totem’s armor, not at first. It doesn’t bleed or break skin, it just 
stays there. Wiggling like a white flag. 


It’s when the third arrow hits that it starts to sink in. That the Totem’s 
movements are turning stiff, slow. That the arrows burrowing into his 


body are slowly turning everything into ice. 


And Rion realizes. 


Slowly, 


surely, 


like the frostbite ever growing- 


-that she is watching her friend die. 


And a defiance as old as her immortal soul rises, rises, rises. For the 
first and last time, the Hero-of-rine was named Rion, and she 
thought to herself, 


! will not. 


“We're losing the front lines, we need more ammunitions at the 
battlements- hey, hey, HEY! STOP, YOU CAN’T USE THAT, A 
HUMAN CAN’T-” 


-<>9Y<>- 


[Rion-of-rine was shot to death by a Stray while trying to save a 
Totem of Death. | 


[Rion-of-rine burned herself with Greek fire while trying to save a 
Totem of Death.] 


[Rion-of-rine... 


-<>Y<>- 


“Rion-” the Totem coughs roughly as he tries to stand. “Rion-’ 


A sharp lingering crunch of ice spikes through his lungs, forcing 
another coughing fit out of his throat. He grabs the arrow embedded 
in the shoulder of his armor and tears it out, a frustrated growl 
grinding at his teeth. 


Rion’s kneeling form gazes out at the burning bones left in her wake, 
charred hands clenched around the fire siphon cradled against her 
chest. 


“Did-” Rion takes a heaving breath. “-did | do that?” 


The Totem lets out a tired breath of laughter. “You fucking think?” 


“| think | just got my first kill,” Rion distantly says. “And my second. 
And my tenth- and don’-” She pushes roughly into him with the 
siphon. “-don’t say | got lucky. You fucking think? Did you knock your 
head or something?” 


“There was a lot of arrows,” the Totem defensively says. “It’s not my 
fault if one of them’s wiggling towards my brain.” 


Rion snorts, the motion pulling painfully at her shoulders. Her 
blackened hands flex weakly as she watches a nearby stray twitch 
feebly in the soil. “Wow. This is... weird. Like, holy shit, how many of 
those things were out there?” 


“Close to a thousand,” the Totem recalls. “You definitely didn’t get 
‘em all, but-” He looks up at the sky. “The sun’s rising. It's as good as 
done.” 


Rion smiles. “Gods. Have | ever told you how much | hate...” 


Her body slumps into the ground. 


And she doesn’t move. 


“Hate what?” the Totem asks. “Hey.” The Totem gently nudges Rion’s 
back. “Get up. Humans can't lie in the snow like that.” 


And she doesn’t move. 


“You did really good,” he softly admits. “Most humans can’t wield 
Greek fire like that. You nearly took out as many strays as | did. I'll 
make sure no one tears your head off about it.” 


The Totem looks down at her bruised arms, her blackened fingertips, 
her ashen face. The Totem will realize, later, that for all his 
experience in battle, he has only ever fought among gods and 
monsters. 


He has never, in all his life, ever had to learn what it looks like when 
a human has died. 


He was never made to, see. Not built for it. Never made to think or 
understand the death he left behind- to care for anything outside of 
his people and the mandate of the gods. He is a Totem. In the 
bluntest sense, a tool for another. He is made to finish one fight, and 
move on to the next. He is not made to care for anything else. 


(He is not made to care.) 


“You'll probably have to lop off one of your hands,” the Totem notes. 
“But we’re really good at that! It’s- it can’t be that different for a 
human. We won't tell anyone about- about your secret, and they'll 
just fix you up like me.” The claws of his godforged hands dig into his 
palms. “It only hurts at first. | promise.” 


(And she doesn’t move.) 


“| don’t want to move you,” he whispers. “I might hurt you more. I'll 
just-” He roughly kneels next to her body. “I'll just stay with you until 
you can get up again. As long as it takes.” He closes his eyes. “As 
long as it takes.” 


-<>9Y<>- 


[Rion-of-rine has burned out.] 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Greek fire is a combustion/incendiary weapon that was used by 
the Byzantine empire, and was specifically infamous for being 
able to stay on fire while in water. Its composition, activation, 
and handling was never kept in historical record because it was 
a state secret, and even those involved in its creation were only 
permitted to know pieces of the process. 


4. We Are Not Things 
Summary for the Chapter: 


We are not things. 


“Hey. You. You're finally awake.” 


The Totem flinches at the voice. His face scrunches painfully as he 
opens his eyes, and his body... hurts. He is not used to it, the hurt. 
After a moment of thought, he decides he does not want to be used 
to it. 


(Any more than he’s already forced to be, at least.) 


The marten faced Totem at his side takes his wide-eyed silence as 
permission to keep speaking, and maybe it even is. “Heard they had 
to take ten different arrows out of you,” she awkwardly starts. 


“That sounds like something that would happen to me,” the Totem 
dully concedes. 


“You did good, though!” the marten Totem insists. “Honest. Definitely 
saved our sorry veins of rock.” She laughs nervously. “Sorry about 


that. If we knew you were already on a job, we wouldn't have called 
you over all of the sudden.” 


Something nags at the back of the Totem’s head as he sits up, and 
he isn’t quite sure what, not yet. “Already... on a job?” 


The marten Totem frowns. “What, was it some kind of secret or 
something? It definitely ain’t anymore, what with the news getting out 
the way it did.” At his confused frown, she leans forward. “Y’know. 
The Herobrine you had with you.” 


The Totem’s eyes harden. “What have you done?” 


The marten Totem helplessly raises her hands. “We haven't done 
shit. Too dangerous, trying to touch a rogue hero’s body like that. 
Especially not with the Crowfather cleaning out the horde outside.” 


Too dangerous to touch the body. The... body. 


“She’s dead?” the Totem hears himself ask. “She’s-” 


His voice cracks. Dimly, he realizes that a Totem should not sound 
so distraught over a Hero-of-rine’s death. 


“She's... dead, then,” the Totem stiltedly restates. 


The marten Totem shrugs. “Whatever you did, you definitely got it 
done.” 


The Totem rises out of his bed, ignoring the sharp pains crawling 
through his joints. “I need to see-” 


The marten Totem tries to push him back down. “It’s done! You don't 
need to worry about it! Besides, there’s people who want to see 
you-” 


I don’t care, the Totem bluntly growls, his meager divinity seeping 
through his voice. | am your elder, Totem. You will let me pass. 


(She does not stop him again.) 


The Totem pays no mind to the younger Totems saluting and 
congratulating his so-called victory as he passes. He pays no mind 
to his triumphant deed catching the attention of the gods. When the 
Totem rushes (limps) onto the battlefield, there isn’t so much as a 
corpse to remember the carnage by. 


The Angel's murder has picked clean all that remains. A veiled face 
tilts its head, distantly acknowledging his presence as a thousand 


thousand beaks tear at the meager flesh of icy bones. 


This is not the first time the Totem has met the Angel of Death. He 
remembers the hanging gardens all those years ago in Mojang, 
strong talons brazenly sinking into his gloves as a faceless shadow 
asked if he had a name. 


It seems like the Angel remembers him too. “Hi, mate. You got a 
name yet?” 


The Totem shifts through the whispers he heard in the castle halls. 
“The gods might give me one by days end.” 


The Angel hums, its armored step crushing a skull underfoot as it 
approaches. “But is it yours?” 


The Totem’s eyes dim with resignation. “No. It’s not.” 


“Damn shame.” Pale coral-like antlers swivel forward with a 
mechanical click. “You need something, mate? People don't talk to 
me for this long, usually.” 


“Rion,” the Totem starts. “Rion-of-rine, did you-” 


“Ri... on...” The Angel stumbles over her name, aged Talon leaking 
through the unfamiliar sound. “There were a lot of souls here, I’m not 
sure if-” A crow lands on its hand and its body stills. “Oh, | see. The 
soul called Hero-of-rine. She died here today. All three lives in one 
go. Odd.” A pause. “| hope she used them well.” 


She did, the Totem never says. 


“| guess that’s good news for you,” the Angel neutrally says. “Seein’ 
as you've got that mark on your soul to kill her.” 


The Totem steps back. “I’m sorry?” 


“Did you not know?” The Angel lifts its veil, and an inscrutable ivory 
face unflinchingly stares at the Totem’s broad chest. “No- no, there’s 
no way you couldn’t have known! It’s too obvious! Even a mortal soul 
would have felt something that fuckin’ huge gettin’ planted into ‘em, 
no fuckin’ way! Unless...” The Angel trails off. “...unless. Oh, they 
make you lot down in Mojang, don't they?” 


A stardusted hand lifts briefly, as if to reach for the Totem, and stops. 


“You would have had to have been born with it,” the Angel whispers. 
“That’s- that’s fucking twisted, is what it is, | can’t even- oh, I’m so 
sorry.” 


Then... that’s it. That’s all he is, then? That’s all- that’s all Rion was 
to him, was meant to be to him? 


Had- had he ever thought of Rion as a friend at all? Was any of that 
his own? Or was he just performing as intended, staying close to a 
target he never knew he had in order to- 


“-hey, hey, slow down- | know it’s fucked up, but you gotta breathe, 
mate.” 


The Totem doesn’t know how he’s ended up kneeling on the ground 
like this. He doesn’t know when his gloves started clawing into his 
silver hair, the strands fisted into his senseless hands, his rows of 
teeth scraping against themselves like a grindstone. 


He needs to breathe. The gods ask him to breathe, and so he does. 


“That's it. You're alright.” A hand rests on his back. “Il sprung too 
much shit on you at once, mate. I’m sorry, it’s not your fault. You'll be 
alright.” 


“| don’t-” the Totem’s breath hitches. “She was my- | didn’t want to- | 
kept hearing something telling me, but | didn’t want to- | thought she 
was my-” 


“You're alright, mate,” the Angel measuredly whispers. “You’re 
alright.” 


“| thought she was my friend,” the Totem’s voice breaks. “I just 
wanted her to be my friend.” 


“It's okay.” Black wings mantle over his body, shielding him from the 
light that burns the Rot around them to ash. “It’s okay. | believe you.” 


“| shouldn't feel like this,” the Totem dimly recites. “Il can’t feel like 
this. | was supposed to do what | was told. | was supposed to be 
good-” 


No. 


The Totem looks up at the Angel. For a moment, there is an 
unfathomable rage in those lapis eyes, and then it softens. 


“No,” it repeats, quieter this time. “No, you're not. You’re not 
Supposed to be anything. You can’t be for anything, you aren’t- you 
aren't a thing. You are not- we are not things.” 


The Totem sees the ender eye of a dead pantheon brand on the 
Angel’s palm before it rests on his head. 


“We are not things.” 


-<>Y<>- 


For the smiting of Hero-of-rine, the gods name him Remiel. Thunder 
of god. It’s a beautiful name. 


(He can’t stand to use it.) 


The Angel appears once again, the next time he is in Mojang, and 
they talk. Or rather, something uses the Angel to speak to him. Not 
the Angel, but rather... Death. 


Or something like that. 


And She- She who can take the Angel’s mind and body with such 
ease, She who placed that necklace of gilded blackstone, who 
placed those comet-stricken golden scars, who the Angel so fondly 
calls my Lady- She offers the Totem named Remiel a wager. 


The mark placed on his soul will no longer be made to kill the eternal 
Hero-of-rine, but to find them, in whatever form they take next. 


It’s not fair, is it? She whispers, tone almost coy when rendered 
through the Angel's lilted speech. I don’t think it is. If the gods 
really mean to put you through this, you at least deserve to 
have each other. 


“And what are you asking in return?” the Totem asks. 


She stares at him for a moment. 


One day you will die, She decides. And we’re going to have 
lunch together. 


The Totem laughs nervously. “Oh, is that all?” 


I don’t get a lot of guests. And if I’m right- She leans close. -and 
I’m always right, eventually- you’ll need the break. 


It’s a trap. It’s a trick. He’s trading one set of chains for another, it 
can't be anything else. But the Angel and his unseen Lady have 
gentle hands, and the Totem has seen far, far crueler chains. 


The Totem named Remiel puts a secret compass on his soul, and it 
is no one's right to know. 


We are not things. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


anyways, reminder that phil and foolish's first meeting takes 
place AFTER the fable of endlantis! 


5. Famous And Happy 
Summary for the Chapter: 
I'm going to be the first. 


Rebellion does not come easy to Totems, but compliance can be 
corrupted. 


Remiel becomes the Totem General, and no one questions it when 
he casually requests to recruit some rines into his squadrons. Their 
eyes are useful, after all. 


Tanaka-of-rine seems particularly promising, as far as things go. A 
tall human with freckled, sun-browned skin and hair too wavy to truly 
hide under a helmet. He plays violin for other soldiers, or so the 
Totem’s heard. 


When Tanaka gets promoted to the Totem General’s personal task 
force, he wears round shaded glasses that are far too big for his 
face. It reminds the Totem of when Rion first went into a normal 
human town- she’d just swiped a random pair off the shelf, too 
anxious to let her eyes be seen. 


The Totem makes sure his tent entrance is securely shut and sits up 
straight in front of his war table. Tanaka suddenly straightens across 


from him. 


“How long’s it been?” the Totem rhetorically asks. “It’s been a while 
since I’ve seen your face.” 


Tanaka scratches his head. “Ten months, | believe.” 


“No, no, that’s not it. More like-” the Totem lets out a long, drawn out 
hum. “Twenty years. It’s been twenty years, hasn't it?” 


Tanaka freezes. 


The Totem General does not smile. (But he could have.) “It’s been a 
long time, Hero-of-rine.” 


Tanaka’s head jerks briefly to the tent entrance. 


“You're not in trouble,” the Totem quickly adds. “I’m the only one who 
can see it. But it is you, isn’t it, old friend?” He tilts his head in what 
he hopes is a non-threatening way. “| saw it when you did target 
practice. You used to have that same clench around your eyes 
whenever you were about to throw a snowball at me.” 


“Did- did you always know?” Tanaka stammers. “Before?” 


“Your name was Rion,” the Totem recalls. “| Knew what you were 
ever since the first time you asked me to look at your soul.” 


Tanaka frowns. “And you didn’t...” 


“People found out after you died. But | never told anyone. I- | 
couldn't.” The Totem smiles sadly. “You were my friend. What else 
was | supposed to do?” 


Tanaka’s arms slowly curl in around himself. “I’m not Rion.” 


“| know,” the Totem quietly says. “But I’m still me. And I’m still your 
friend, if that’s what you want.” 


“And... if | don’t?” 


“Then | still want you to live a long life,” the Totem promises. “And | 
will do whatever it takes to let that happen.” 


Tanaka sighs. He looks up. 


” 


“Let's get a drink,” he finally says. “You never let Rion drink. 


“You were too young!” the Totem spuitters. 


“| was already an adult when we first met!” Tanaka defends. 


“But you were so short!” 


“SOMETIMES HUMANS ARE SHORT-” 


-<>Y<>- 


Tanaka-of-rine quickly becomes the Totem General’s right hand, and 
the two of them are practically an army unto themselves. 


That the Totem General trusted him was of no question. As he had 
trusted the Hero-of-rine that came before, he trusts the one with him 
now. (Enough, at least, to keep his secrets and keep them safe.) 


And they certainly performed to the highest standard of Mojang’s 
forces- disregarding their little secret. There weren't many situations 


these days that called for such thorough divine intervention, and 
thank the gods for that, but the times it did? 


Mojang had no complaints. They never even got the chance. Not 
through warlock raids, not through the dissolution of wither cults, not 
even through giant hunting campaigns. 


Fun little passtime, giant hunting. Giants, those rare, uniquely horrific 
byproducts of a zombie left to live too long for its own good, the 
magic of its tortured soul bloating its body to monstrous proportions. 
Walking vectors of Rot. 


They also happen to be one of the few things that can wrestle the 
Totem at his full size. That’s the fun part! 


“You literally have lightning powers,” Tanaka flatly says as he 
watches the latest giant gnaw ineffectually on the Totem’s elbow. 
“There is... no reason to be doing this.” 


The Totem sticks his hand down the giant’s mouth. “| need hobbies.” 


“| don’t think this counts as a hobby,” Tanaka bluntly points out. ‘I 
think this is just a mental illness.” 


The Totem hums skeptically as he tears the giant’s jaw open. “Is it, 
though? Is it?” 


Tanaka fires a shot at the giant’s ankle, forcing it down into the 
ground. “It’s definitely something, General. That’s for sure.” 


The Totem uses the vulnerable moment to kick the giant’s head off. 
“Don't call me that!” he laughs. “It makes me feel all old!” 


“You are old.” 


“You're older than me, you hypocrite,” the Totem points out. “Those 
incarnations have to start adding up eventually.” 


“It actually does the opposite of add up,” Tanaka insists. “It's great.” 


The Totem raises his eyebrows. “Oh?” 


“Think about it.” Tanaka claps his hands together. “I get to learn new 
skills with my kid brain on top of all the weird shit | already know.” 


“Okay, fair point. But you have to retrain your body for all that stuff 
every time!” The Totem squints thoughtfully. “Being able to get kid’s 


food from diners all over again might honestly be worth it, though.” 


“| don’t-” Tanaka lets out a sudden, bursting laugh. “Il had a baby face 
a lot of times, | think. If | didn’t have a beard, | don’t think | ever grew 
out of kid’s diner food.” 


His laughter trails off. Halted, horrid, hollowed. 


“| don’t think | ever... got old at all. | never got to find out what it was 
like.” 


The Totem stares at him, eyes uncertain. Takana’s expression 
caves, just a bit. 


“Maybe the one time! | think | lived long enough to have a house 
once.” Takana’s expression grows distant. “Somewhere very far 
away from everyone else. Where the gods could never find me.” 


The Totem looks up to the sky, eyes chasing a _ half-forgotten 
memory. “I’ve heard of a server like that. A place that the gods don’t 
touch. The domain god there, he’s all...” the Totem gestures vaguely 
at his head. “...| don’t know. No one wants to get near him.” 


A pause. 


“There’s been reports there,” the Totem abruptly says. “For weird 
magical fluctuations. Mojang wants to send somebody to look at it, 
but no one’s crazy enough to take the job.” 


Takana takes a breath. Closes his eyes. 


“This is you trying to get me to use the vacation clocks, isn’t it?” he 
finally says. 


“Might’ve been,” the Totem allows. 


“?’m going to imagine that half of this is you getting bored of fighting 
giants.” 


“Might’ve been.” 


-<>Y<>- 


In two hundred years, people will call this place Neve. Now, though, 
this wintery north in the Dreamlands has barely been touched by 
mortal hands. Settlements have just started to crawl out of the 
shoreline, breaking into the forest boundaries like floundering, dying 
fish. 


And there is a house there. Just the one. 


The rine house- and it could have only been a rine house- is an aged 
tapestry of burnished hardwood and airy windows and polished 
stone, decorated with colorful blankets and drapes. A once-guest 
room in gentle greens sits lavishly across a well-traversed hallway 
from the master bedroom, doors still left open like someone could 
walk right back in. And when they do, that bed is exactly as it was 
left- touched by dust, but not by time. Lying on the bedside table is a 
fairytale about some ancient human Moon goddess and her loyal 
Jade Rabbit companion, an earmarked page left forever unread one 
last time. 


It isn’t a cleanly designed house. Perhaps once, long ago, but there 
are unsightly seams in the floors and walls where the architecture 
has been unexpectedly expanded to make room for more additions. 
And every room looks lived in. Not a single bed left unmade, not a 
single teacup unused. 


(How many people lived in this place? How many families, time after 
time after time?) 


Portraits. Countless portraits, at least for the house they were kept 
in. The Totem had never realized there could be so many portraits. 
Portraits of different rines, of different times, with the same curl in 
their hair and the same tired set in their moon-bright eyes, all holding 
the same white rabbit. 


Hero-of-rine. Every Hero-of-rine. 


(Everyone but a portrait hidden in the papers of the Totem General’s 
office, and the man standing right next to him.) 


It might even be the same painter, as impossible as it is. In one of 
the least dusty rooms, Tanaka finds remnants of the painter’s 
handwriting, pouring over the minor details of living, breathing rines. 
It’s not unthinkable, that the Totem was not the first divinity to be 
enamored by the living pariah of the gods. 


One painter or a thousand, it’s all the same in the end. That same 
devotion, desperation, frantically poured onto the canvas, the swan 
song denoted to one eternal soul as if to say, you, you, YOU are 
alive, you are real and alive, stay alive. 


But it was really the nursery that broke them both, in the end. 


It was- it's such a small thing. A tiny, tiny nursery, with tiny paint 
human handprints clamoring in faded layers as children grew taller, 
as younger ones took their place. 


The Hero-of-rine would never have children. The awakening always 
came to them too young, no one would ever go on to subject a child 
to their fate, to the hunt always hanging over their heads. 


...Unless, of course, just one hero thought it might be different this 
time. That’s all it takes, isn’t it? Just one little thought, just this once. 
Just this once, they were going to live. 


Every dead Hero-of-rine must have thought, /’m going to be different. 
| swear it. | will not die. 


! will not. 


I’m going to live. 


(And they didn’t.) 


“Do you think they were happy?” the Totem loudly wonders. 


Tanaka-of-rine scoffs sadly. “They never let you be famous and 
happy.” 


“| hope they were happy,” the Totem whispers. “Even if- just for a 
moment. | hope you were happy, just once.” 


And Tanaka-of-rine looks at him. Just this once, he really looks at the 
Totem next to him. 


Totem General Remiel is a towering man. His height varies from day 
to day, of course, but on a good day, a good mood, he easily clocks 
in at a leisurely four blocks or so. And yet, and yet, and yet. In the 
entire time that they've stood side by side, the Totem has never 
chosen to be taller than him. 


In a different form, a different time, maybe he could have looked at 
the jewels embedded in the Totem’s eyes and been the first soul to 
utter the words emerald star. 


(But he didn't.) 


“Promise me,” Tanaka suddenly says- no, pleads. “| was happy, just 
this once. Promise me.” 


The Totem almost steps back. (Almost.) “I can’t- how can | promise 
something like that?” 


“Because it’s you,” the Hero-of-rine softly reveals. “I’d believe it if it 
was you.” 


“Then | promise.” The Totem takes Tanaka’s hand. “You were happy. 
And you'll be happy again.” 


| swear it on my life. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Swear it. 

(Why me?) 

Because you're the reason. Swear it. 
(| swear.) 


6. Bones 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Not your own. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Use of altered fonts. 


Hero-of-rine, 


You have fled to the one place the gods cannot follow. The 
Dreamland’s caretaker may be no different than the divine host, but 
at least he will not return you to them if he finds you. 


This cannot last forever. You will take the time to... think. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Hero-of-rine, 


The Dreamweaver found you. He knows what you are. 


He does not care. 


He wants to offer you shelter. You asked him why. He said that you 
are both discarded things. 


So until further notice, you find yourself in the “Rine House”. It will 
take some more work to change the Dreamweaver’s altered shelter 
to your liking, but this arrangement is... tolerable. You would like him 
to stop visiting. (He will never stop.) 


But he doesn’t mean any harm. He just seems lonely, and to be 
honest, so are you. 


He has not given his name, but he allows you to call him Lepus. It is 
not... the kindest... given his nature... but it is better than his god- 
given title, that’s for sure. 


-<>Y<>- 


Hero-of-rine, 


It has been a year. Lepus has offered to paint you for the benefit of 
your next incarnation. 


What a strange man. 


-<>Y<>- 


Hero-of-rine, 


It has taken you ten years to return to the Rine house after your 
death. Lepus seems surprised that you returned, but he isn't 
revoking the offer for shelter. Be thankful for your past self in keeping 
this record! Continue it. 


-<>Y<>- 


Hero-of-rine, 


Consider all deaths final. You cannot guarantee that even the most 
innocent end has not been tampered with. You know that the gods 
are invested in making sure you PURIFY yourself as swiftly as 
possible. 


-<>Y<>- 


Hero-of-rine, 


Lepus knows a concerning amount of things about the Nether war. 
Though you have heard that he is almost unspeakably old as far as 
gods go, this fact is... unsettling. 


You both need someone to talk to. And it would do you good to learn 
what’s so special about this broken world they so badly wanted you 
to fix. 


-<>Y<>- 


Hero-of-rine, 


Your wife lived long enough to raise your children, though you did 
not. You found Lepus keeping watch over their gravestones when 
you returned. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Hero-of-rine, 


It hurts, but don’t keep what you are a secret from your family ever 
again. It will be far, far worse for them to find out from someone else. 


You will never forget the look on your brother’s face when the Host 
broke down your doors. 


-<>Y<>- 


Hero-of-rine, 


For the first time, the gods are afraid, and not of you. An Angel of 
Death now walks the earth, and he’s dragged the first Nether god in 
over two thousand years straight out of hell after him. 


(For some reason, Lepus seems more excited about the 
confirmation of moon dragons. ) 


The Covenant calls for Blood, and it seems Death is keen to see 
what answers. A lot of old gods are going to lose their heads at this 
rate. 


Good. 


-<>Y<>- 


Hero-of-rine, 


Lepus is starting to mention things you cannot remember saying. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Hero-of-rine, 


You're starting to have quest dreams again. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Hero-of-rine, 


You can’t remember what your first sister’s face looked like. 


-<>Y<>- 


Hero-of-rine, 


The first time, it took you five years to remember your soul. 


The last time, it took fifteen. 


And you are remembering less and less each time. 


-<>Y<>- 


Hero-of-rine, 


Lepus has started to speculate the nature of your quest, and he 
suspects, as with many other divine directives, that it involves 
himself. 


He has not said any of this aloud. 


He has simply started saying that he wouldn't be upset if you 
decided to kill him. 


(Because he trusts you, after all.) 


-<>¥<>- 
Hero-of-rine, 


You predict that in a few more lives, you may forget your quest 
entirely. Or rather, why it must not be done. 


REMEMBER DEATH. 
SET FIRE TO THE SON. 
BETRAY THE ONE WHO TRUSTS YOU MOST. 


Remember who loves you, Hero-of-rine. Remember who trusts you. 


How many of them will have to burn before your final rest? How 
much love must you forget ? Whose bones will you stand on to 
create their perfect world? 


Whose bones am | standing on 
Whose bones am | standing on 


Whose bones am | standing on 


Whose bones am | standing on 


WHOSE BONES AM | 
STANDING ON 


7. But | Knew Him. 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Why aren't you crying? | knew him. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Contains some exotic text. 


Lepus knows the Rine house is occupied again. 


(He placed it by his godhome, after all.) 


For weeks, he convinced himself to leave it be. He did literally 
anything else. 


He workshops new skeletons for his dolls, and he thinks of the Rine 
house again. 


He rereads the books in his library- the books he wrote, every 
eternity and instant ago- and he thinks of the Rine house again. 


(He walks into a room and brushes over a painting with three 
emerald stars and a face he will always hate too much to finish.) 


(And he thinks of the Rine house again.) 


And he knows that the Hero-of-rine remembers less... and less. As 
much as they never said it. He can see it in their eyes. Every time, 
they forget a little more of his stories. 


It’s... fine. Lost to memory or death, he is always left behind. He’s 
used to having friends who forget. 


Or at least, he should be. 


But it hurts. 


It hurts to learn that the hero’s new name is Tanaka-of-rine. (Every 
new name hurts, really.) But it hurts most of all that Tanaka has such 
a somber, saddened expression on his face when he says he 
doesn't know who Lepus is. 


The Hero-of-rine was the first person to call him Lepus. First and 
last. 


Not the first to name him, certainly. The \::L-S--.LS _|L:: has lived 
as many names as there are ways to die. 


Dreamweaver. =S[J::|7. L. Puppeteer. Starlit. Jackrabbit. 
AELOWOAN. HM He AN Wy 7 bY. Jacker. Lagos. 


Lepus. 


The Hero-of-rine was not the first to name him, but they were the first 
to name him Lepus. 


And every time, every life, the name died a little more, until it was 
just... gone. Out of time, out of mind, buried with all the rest of the 
memories the Hero-of-rine has lost with their hollowing, hallowed 
destiny. 


First. 


And last. 


Just like that, one of the few people the Dreamweaver would have 
trusted with the life and death of his immortal soul is gone. 


...Huh. 


(He feels sad.) 


“Welp!” The Dreamweaver awkwardly claps his hands together. “The 
house is yours, but I’m sure you figured that out for yourself, finding 
your way back here.” 


Tanaka lets out a breathy sigh. “I’m- you’ve been here longer than | 
have, surely.” 


“It's just house-sitting.” The Dreamweaver shrugs. “It’s not that deep. 
It's always been yours anyways, | just make sure it doesn’t gather 
too much dust while you're gone. I’m glad to see you in one piece!” 


(A few thousand years is barely a wrinkle in time, after all.) 


(From a certain point of view.) 


“lll... leave you two to-” The Dreamweaver waves his hand vaguely 
at Tanaka and the Totem that’s followed the Hero-of-rine like a 
faithful shadow. “-well. Whatever you feel like. It’s a free server. Don't 
hide too many bodies, at least. | don’t wanna deal with the 
paperwork.” 


“You could stay for a few more days,” Tanaka hesitantly offers. “If 
you wanted.” 


“No thanks.” The Dreamweaver starts to walk out the door. “I’m 
gonna go on a walk. Go get milk like all the cool kids these days.” 


And then the Dreamweaver wanders off, one foot after another. And 
his steps pick pace, faster and faster until he reaches the edge of the 
wild and runs. 


Like a hare hunted by hounds, he runs. He runs until the wind steals 
the tears off his cheeks- salted earth, seafoam and brine. He runs 
beyond all rhyme or reason or notion of return, dust and fog 
rendered a desolate tempest to trail at his meager footprints. Until he 
can outrun the ache in his chest and the sound of his stride drowns 
out the loneliness echoing his every heartbeat. 


He should be used to this by now. 


But the universe continues to turn. And when the Dreamweaver 
finally stops for rest (Saints, he wishes he could just rest and never 
wake), he’s at the edge of a village- a hamlet really, if he's being 
honest. 


And how cruel of this village, to go about its day like nothing is 
wrong. How heartless, that something so fickle, so fleeting, so small 
can dare to exist here, untouched. 


The Name of a god has died. Why hasn’t the world stopped? 


He wanders into the village, the worn mask of his human disguise 
smothering the tearful daze painted across his face. He always has 
let out such ugly tears in his true body- he’d gotten so used to the 
smiling dolls he usually wore that he never really had to learn how to 
cry, much less stop. 


He fumbles past the prodding questions of curious human minds and 
sits by a fire as day turns to night. A half catlin man turns to him with 
blind- blind, not blinding- eyes and names him Cornelius, offering 
him a shelter from the oncoming storm of his own sorrow. 


-<>Y<>- 


“And what am | going to call you?” the Dreamweaver asked as he 
followed the man to a cottage. 


“Catt, | suppose,” the man smiles as his tail waves behind him. 
“Everyone else does.” 


One night, the Dreamweaver thought to himself. One night and | 
Shall leave forever. 


But he didnt. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


(laughs in fable of the nightmare) 


8. All Good Things Must Come To An End Eventually 
Summary for the Chapter: 


| just didn't think this would be... my coming to an end. 


And the worst part was that everyone loved him. That’s the thing 
about Totem General Remiel, people liked him and he almost 
deserved it. 


It’s the little things. Isn't it always, in the end? Because somewhere 
along the way, the Totem General simply changed. 


He is different from the good Totems. He makes conversation to 
strangers. He is a general first and foremost and yet he is there in 
the field tents to bandage the wounds of his soldiers, and he is there 
at their fires to hear their stories- and his Totem soldiers, for the sake 
of his questions, are starting to have stories to tell. 


Small stories. Outside of their work, most Totems think small. 
Morning dew in the grass, jeweled sunrises, insects fluttering on 
flowers- the Totem General takes them all into his heart with the 
solemnity of a spy’s survey, and he gives them stories in return. He 
gives them visions of palaces and lush caves and beautiful dragons. 


His Totems begin to have things they do not need. They begin to 
have preferences of food, keeping favorite spices for themselves to 
use on rations. They trade river stones and shaped branches and 
crumbling leaves, discarded by the next campaign only to be 
replaced again. 


And most of all, his reports start to include things they did not before. 
Where he once gave cold numbers and statistics, he now comments 
on the architecture of old churches, of the state of local supplies, of 
kind families’ recipes and the greetings of their peoples. 


He is becoming alive. 


And it is becoming harder and harder for the gods to take something 
alive and treat it like a thing. Because even those that would still 
think of the Totems as machines are forced to admit that at least the 
Totem General was an exception, and that is the worst part of all. 
They love him. 


And that is why he cannot afford to die a friend of the Hero-of-rine. 


Because that’s what it’s come to now. Tanaka’s been found out. The 
Totem General, out of fondness for a friend he once called Rion, 
keeps many rines in his employ, and the rines have the eyes of 
gods. 


Guess that teaches Tanaka not to take his glasses off on a second 
date. And over such a cute guy, too. 


Word will be getting out soon and Tanaka-of-rine would be a fool to 
think otherwise. It'll be stupid to think his death will be painless, but 
at least it will be efficient. 


What then of the Totem General? The Totem General, who keeps his 
right hand sniper by him whenever he can, forming the legendary 
duo that knew each other’s deepest secrets. For the crime of having 
harbored the Hero-of-rine in his ranks, Remiel will be accused of 
gross negligence at best or treason at worst. 


If the gods are merciful, he'll only walk away without his rank. The 
gods are not known to be merciful when it comes to the matter of 
Hero-of-rine. 


The standing of Remiel, the living Totem- the one Totem on the cusp 
of free will- cannot die. 


Tanaka-of-rine contemplates his weapons. A gun would be a useless 
bluff- he’ll have to use the Totem knife his friend gave him a few 
weeks ago. It would be the only thing that could plausibly hurt 
Remiel, and it would make people angry enough not to question 
what they find. 


What should he wear on his last day? What does a person wear to 
an assasination? He'll have to go armorless, won't he? He'll die 
faster that way, and he needs to appear casual. Casual- what the 
fuck even is casual? Should he look like he had plans afterwards? 
Should he look like he didn’t? If he wants to look like him and the 
Totem General were about to have a meeting, would it be 
appropriate to wear a tie? What the fuck color of tie is he supposed 
to wear in his own death? 


The fabled Hero-of-rine stares, paralyzed, at his own tie collection for 
half a click. 


(He really thought he was going to live this time.) 


Maybe the Totem General already knows what’s about to happen- or 
maybe it was the fact that Tanaka took off his shoes before stepping 
into the tent. The Totem’s eyes widen, and he steps back, a bracing 
hand held out to his friend one last time. 


“We can get you out of this,” the Totem whispers. 


“Maybe next time, old friend,” Tanaka sadly concedes. “But not 
today. | can’t let you go down with me.” 


“No one has to go down!” the Totem begs. “We can just- we can just 
leave-” 


“You can't,” Tanaka interrupts, hand tightening around his knife. “You 
can't. Do you even realize the changes you're making around here? 
What you’ve been doing for your people? If you leave, or- or you get 
lumped in with me, that- all that progress is gone. And | can’t be the 
one who destroys that.” 


“And you don’t have to be.” The Totem steps forward, and Tanaka 
steps back. “We don't have to do this. We don't have to be what they 
made us. We are not things.” His voice softens. “We are not things.” 


Tanaka stares at his friend for the last time and laughs. He laughs, 
and laughs, until his lungs have nothing more to give. 


“Next time,” he hoarsely mutters, “say it like you believe it.” 


He hears the soldiers outside. The tent curtains open behind him 
and he raises his knife, jumping towards Remiel’s shouting form- 


-<>9Y<>- 


[ Tanaka-of-rine was shot to death by a Totem of Death while trying 
to escape the Totem General. | 


9. Straight To Hell, Buddy 
Summary for the Chapter: 


It's exhausting work for those soldier boys. 


The Totem General sort of just... drifts after a while. 


Just this once, he’s allowed his grief. When Mojang comes for 
Tanaka’s body, he is not asked to speak. The voices of his loyal 
soldiers spin a story on his behalf. The Hero-of-rine snuck into his 
ranks, deceived him with false friendship, and tried to kill him while 
his guard was down. Revenge for the past death the Totem owed the 
hero’s last life. 


(The Totems are getting very good at telling stories.) 


Everybody fucking knew. The Totems, at least. The Totems, made to 
enforce the will of the gods, know what the soul of their oldest enemy 
looks like. And even if they hadn't, even if they had all trusted 
Tanaka-of-rine enough not to look- and they did- it wouldn't have 
mattered, in the end. He was Remiel’s friend, and that had been 
enough for them to look the other way until it was too late. 


(When a Totem of Death slew Hero-of-rine, it was the only kindness 
they could give him. The gods would not have given it themselves.) 


He goes back to the rine house, and the rabbit masked guardian isn’t 
there. He places Rion and Tanaka’s pictures next to all the others. 
One unmarked grave later, Totem General Remiel runs out of time to 
grieve. 


The world continues to spin. The gods turn their eyes to the distant 
Dreamlands and its ever-evolving crimson epidemic. Further still, 
they ponder how the Dreamweaver has gone silent at the exact 
moment the plague worsens. They consider, briefly, that perhaps the 
Dreamweaver has died, until Death’s Angel tells them otherwise. 


There is, for all their research, no known cure for the crimson 
madness. There is only cauterizing the infection. 


The Totems are asked to place pieces of their power in the infected 
settlements to make sure every death is the people’s last. The Totem 
General is too tired to order otherwise. He hears the order of the 
gods carried out through his mouth, enacted by the hands of his 
soldiers, seen and not heard. 


The Totems of Death watch with red eyes and tarnished bodies as 
the Dreamlands burn to the ground. 


And all the Totem General feels this horrific sense of calm. Purpose. 
The realization of duty. Every death, every fire, reduced to a prideful 
number rising, rising, rising. Every time the number increases, that 
feeling... 


...lS completion. Cold, thoughtless completion. A weapon performing 
exactly as intended, because a Totem cannot grieve. 


But they /earn. 


The soldiers are asked to go back to the quarantined villages to 
confirm their carnage. He doesn’t remember much of it, it just- 
passed him by like everything else, until- 


They reach this tiny village in a rattling, shrieking forest. The houses 
lie empty, and they have been empty for days. Their intended 
residents are laid out in the street in perfect patterned rows, open 
eyes and gaping mouths pointed towards the sky like a packed tin of 
sardines. 


Armored talons land on the shoulder of the Totem General’s armor. 
“Hey, mate,” whispers the Angel of Death. “You got a new fit since 
the last time | looked?” 


The Totem General sighs wearily. “Of course it’s you. No one else 
has the gall to turn corpses into crop circles.” He gestures his hand 
at the rows of bodies. “I mean, look at this! Did you really have to 
make them hold hands?” 


“It's what they would have wanted,” the Angel insists. “They loved 
each other very much before they died. And then they all killed each 
other.” He tilts his head. “You didn’t have anything to do with that, did 
you?” 


“We're just cleaning up after all... this,” the Totem vaguely says. 
“Magical epidemic. That’s what was making people act out.” 


If the Totem could see past the Angel’s veil, maybe its eyebrows 
might have raised. As it is, the Totem copes with interpreting the 
vague, slow antler flick peeking out of its hat. 


“You'll be wantin’ me to leave the bodies, then,” the Angel guesses. 
“Supposin’ the brass wants research materials.” 


The Totem sucks in a breath. “Yes. That would be for the best.” 


“Mm. In that case-” A taloned hand points towards a wooden 
platform at the edge of the village. Two humans, an aging catlin 
hybrid and a red haired boy, hang limply off of fraying ropes. “The 
poor bastards there were ripped empty, there wasn’t anything left to 
take. | was savin’ ‘em for last ‘cus all the others were screamin’ so 
loud. You want me to leave the crime scene as is?” 


“No,” the Totem hears himself saying, “no, cut them down, please.” 
He takes a breath. “Someone should cut them down,” he amends. 
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‘s alright. | was fixin’ to do it anyways when you all left.” The 
Angel’s resting smile seems to dim, just a bit, behind the shadow of 
his veil. “They don’t deserve to be hangin’ here. They were a father 
and son. He was sayin’ they’d at least be goin’ together right before 
the ground dropped from under ‘im.” 


“Straight to hell, buddy,” a crow croaks on the Angel’s shoulder. 


The bodies drop onto the ground, and the Totem flinches. The Angel 
loosens the stiffness of their dead hands for a moment and puts 
them together. 


“Sorry | can't stay,” the Angel kindly manages. “Somebody's been 


prayin’. 


The Angel opens his night dark wings and flies into the heart of the 
weeping woods. 


The Totem’s body shrinks as he leans down toward the bodies. 
Father and son. He never- he never had a father. Or a son. He can’t 
really imagine what that’s like. 


Not that it matters! It’s over now. It’s done. They're already gone. His 
sadness won't bring them back, and he cannot allow himself to feel 
sadness. They were infected- they were practically already dead the 


moment the crimson reached them, it is- it is a service that they are 
dead before they could hurt anyone else. That he ensured they could 
not carry their infections in their next life. 


This should be a good thing. 


(But it’s not.) 


You didn’t have anything to do with that, did you? 


These mortal souls weren't wilted plants or sick animals. They were 
families, with lives and wants- they were not things. 


The Totem’s khopesh rattles against the wood of the gallows, his 
perfectly crafted, senseless hand muffling his face as a racking sob 
heaves out of his lungs. 


Straight to hell, buddy. 


Straight to hell. 


10. Whose Bones Am | Standing On? 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(And whose bones stand within me now?) 


The year count began with the first meeting of Mojang. The first 
grand meeting of gods from every dimension and server that could 
be found in this world. 


The first time everyone sat down like fucking adults and talked. 


They discussed a great many things. The movement of the stars, the 
migration of animals, the progression of mortal sciences, reports of 
server abnormalities. And they discussed these things through 
gritted teeth and spitefully beautiful clothes, but they discussed 
nonetheless. 


Because the old gods were burned alive by the debts of Blood and 
Death, and this new generation of gods was young. Bright and 
young and tired of the wars they were born into. 


Nether and Overworld and Sky took each other’s shaking angry 
hands and told themselves, never again. 


They studied medicines, they created taskmasters to monitor the 
integrity of their servers’ structures in a way no pantheon could on 
their own. They quarantined 2b2t , something their predecessors 
thought would eat the world alive in their lifetimes! And when the 
Ender King came for gods and mortals alike, his piracy screaming 
that all the stars in the sky would never be enough, it was Mojang 
that stood strong, because they promised themselves they would 
never fall again. 


Mojang will rebuild this world on the bones of the old, picking away 
the poisoned blood of their forefathers. And that means using the 
tools they were given, both good and evil. 


... here is a machine, hidden in the deep corners of the observation 
division. A simple computer, meant to monitor and inform about one 
thing. It has existed since before Mojang’s time, brought over by 
some new pantheon as a legacy machine they no longer need. They 
do not even know what it is for. And so it stays in the observation 
division, fed and useless, on the off-chance it reveals its purpose. 


One day, it prints a simple message. 


[Hero-of-rine, age 9, has died of guardian fever.] 


Weak and shaking and cold- it does not kill as many as it used to, 
but guardian fever is a terrible way for a child to die. Because this /s 
a child. Just barely growing into a teenager, but a child nonetheless. 


A child too young to know or care for anything outside the small 
world that makes up their home. 


The bright young Mojang looks amongst themselves and realizes 
that they do not remember why they should be celebrating a child’s 
death. 


They decide that after countless generations of this silent war, it has 
been long enough. Mojang quietly, but noticeably, decriminalizes the 
Hero-of-rine in perpetuity, and when the computer is found destroyed 
the next day, no one comments on it. 


Totem General Remiel had been out dealing with a drowned horde 
sieging a seaside town when the news first dropped. He comes back 
to expectant looks from the older soldiers in his ranks, as if- 


-as if what? As if he should have been happy for this? This, this 
crowning achievement of Mojang’s progress, exonerating the gods’ 
oldest enemy, and for what? 


Hero-of-rine, god’s perfect monster. Hero-of-rine, finally mortal, 
finally alive, finally human, finally player, and all it cost was a dead 
sick child. 


What honor is there in this shameful display, if this is what it costs for 
the gods to learn that their enemies are not things? 


And what then of the good Totems, who slave so diligently to 
maintain their perfect world? How many golden soldiers will have to 
die before the gods wonder which of them had a beating heart in 
their iron ribs? How many Totems will die nameless, a sea of 
identical faces seen and not heard? 


How many more children will be forged to feed a Totem General’s 
wall of swords? 


His wall, not the gods’. For as much as he could blame the system 
that made him, Totem General Remiel is the blood-stained 
forgemaster of its engine, the one who throws his brothers and 
sisters into the fire again and again and again- 


-and he looks at his hands. His perfect, senseless, godforged hands. 
He digs the claws of his gloves into his palms until it bruises, and he 
still feels nothing. Not the bruises, or the blood in his veins, or the 
silver hair so lovingly embedded in his skull. His emerald teeth grind 
against each other and net nothing but the dullest ache and faintest 
taste of iron. 


His bones itch under his flesh. His perfect, recycled bones- he was 
told the origin of his bones when he was young, before he was 
reforged. 


His skull a Totem scholar. His left carpals plucked from a sniper, his 
right scapula a champion swordsman. His thoracic and lumbar 


vertebrae came from the strongest stonemason of the century, and 
his achille’s tendons from a messenger. 


All the best pieces given to him and him alone, to better trap the 
wind and sea in his flesh and blood, to burn sharkskin against his 
sinews. The stone of his eyes ripped from the ancient deepslate and 
rendered into emerald stars- for what better eyes for the perfect 
Totem of Death than the sign of Death’s beloved hunter? 


(A nameless Totem is nine years old when he asks, “what if | fail’?”) 


(A nameless Totem answers back, “Then your bones will give your 
siblings a better chance next time.”) 


Reforging was done in groups, based on specialty. More efficient 
that way. More high quality. This batch was going to be sharks. 
Persistent, tireless bloodhounds- and for the Totem that would one 
day be General, he would chase the wounded soul of Hero-of-rine, a 
blood trace as old as time. 


A cast of golden soldiers, weighed down by their own bones. Perfect 
flesh warping with poison spines and claws and shark-skin. Mouths 
gaping for air as bloody rows of teeth jut against the cage of their 
drowning mouths. Misshapen fins and stingrays tails all floundering 
like graceless baby turtles, desperately following the moon into the 
unforgiving sea. 


Swim or die. 


Swim or die. 


SWIM OR DIE- 


“General, are you alright?” 


Totem General Remiel looks at the soldier who’s grabbed at his 
elbow, who watches the rise and fall of his frantic chest with growing 
concern. She’s one of the surgeons. Her eyes were recycled from a 
painter to make her more precise. 


His own soldiers are recycled parts, and so is he. There is not a 
single piece of his own body that belongs to him. Not his face, not 
his eyes, not even his name. 


“You're having a panic attack,” a voice calmly says. “Try to get your 
breathing steady and we'll-” 


The Totem slaps an encroaching hand away. “DON’T TOUCH ME!” 
He backs away, form growing larger and larger with every step. 
“Don’t fucking touch me, | don’t- | can’-” 


Stolen faces and stolen eyes, identical worried expressions five 
generations old, new bodies with calluses that came from soldiers 
that lived and breathed and died on his orders, by the point of a hand 
made from a stolen sniper’s bones. 


Totem General Remiel lets out a hysterical laugh, flinching away 
from a recycled sculptor’s hand as he walks backward into the 
Mojang spawn portal. 


-<>9Y<>- 


If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood 

Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs, 
Obscene as cancer, 

Bitter as the cud 

Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,— 
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest 
To children ardent for some desperate glory, 
The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est 

Pro patria mori. 


(How sweet and fitting is it yet, dying for your country.) 


-<>9Y<>- 


[Totem General Remiel has left the game.] 


Notes for the Chapter: 


The poem is "Dulce et decorum est" by Wilfred Owen. 


11. And That Will Be Enough 
Summary for the Chapter: 


(Or at least, that's a nice thought.) 


And the Totem General was never heard from again. 


...Or his name wasn’t, at least. Very quickly after he left Mojang, 
people found that they could no longer speak his name. They could 
not even remember it. 


In that sense, one could have said the Totem General was dead. 
Dead in name, dead to the world, dead to his honor and shame and 
pride all in one. A walking tomb of stolen bones. 


Pity on this dead man, this Totem king of fools. He who fed his god- 
given name to the dead and the world called Foolish. 


There is no force among god or player or anything that can change 
his nature back to what it once was. Not anymore. Because when he 
cast away his name, he cast away the last chains of the good Totem 
General and found this- flight and folly and freedom. 


Freedom of will. What a dangerous, foolish thought. 


It would be such a shame if it started to spread. 


And what a shame, that it already has. 


For freedom does not begin and end with fools. Its fire starts with the 
kindling of stories, of words scratched into walls, of flowers stolen off 
of broken battlefields. 


It starts with names. Spiteful, ugly, imperfect names. Socks, Silver, 
Double Barrel, Card, Oxeye, Boot-shark. Insults to their perfect 
bodies, and the highest honor nonetheless. Because every name 
was a word, and every word had a story, and every story was love 
and life itself. 


(and the universe said | love you because you are love) 


And the good Totems traded their perfections for names, because 
things do not have names. We are not things. We are alive. You, 
you, you are alive. 


And holding the hands of Skillet and Horseshoe is god’s perfect 
monster, the Shark King, the stolen Totem General. 


The Fool himself. 


(What a terrible thought, that the swords of Mojang had been alive all 
along.) 


But the world continues to spin, and Mojang is forced to make a 
choice as to whether theirs will spin with or without the crucial work 
of the Totems. 


The bright young gods decide to move forward. Every Totem is 
named, and every Totem shall govern themselves. 


Things are alright. 


For a while. 


Some other Totem is voted into office- Foolish never bothered to run 
at all. He is tired of destiny and tearing down the old. He keeps a 
small house for himself and builds. He builds, and builds, until his 
temples scrape the sky and his spade scars the earth. 


He makes Totems. New Totems, with new bones, with no legacy or 
grand design other than having been his children. 


Junior and Finley will be the first Totems born free. People talk about 
it like it's a big deal, but Foolish still doesn’t quite understand what 
that means. Perhaps he’s spent too long being owned by others. 


But his children will never need to. Maybe that will be enough. 


12. Do Better 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Well, he's trying to, at least. 


It starts like this. 


Junior points out another adult Totem and says, “How come | don’t 
look like that?” 


“She's all grown up, kid,” Foolish dismissively answers. 


“But she’s got stuff growin’ out of her,” Junior presses. 


Foolish looks up from his work. The one Junior is pointing at is a 
polar bear Totem creatively named... well... Bearglove. Her nose is 
wide, her eyes small and dark, her claws long, thin, and dull. She’s 
one of the younger ones, as far as Foolish can recall. 


One of the last batches reforged right before they illegalized doing 
that to children. 


“You’ve got stuff on you, too,” Junior accusingly squints. 


“It’s a spell,” Foolish vaguely starts. “And then... kind of a surgery?” 


Junior flops into Foolish’s lap. “Why? Was she sick?” 


“They don’t- they didn’t do that to poor quality Totems,” Foolish 
corrects. “It’s a strengthening thing.” 


“| wanna be strong!” Junior punches into the air. “| wanna be big like 
you!” 


“It’s- it’s not safe,” Foolish says, trying to sound firm. “It hurts alot. 
So, uh- nobody’s doing that anymore!” 


Junior’s eyes widen. “Never? Never ever?” 


No, not quite never. Foolish wasn’t able to push a full ban to fruition. 
Sure, plenty of people were on board with it as an idea, but there’s 
this funny little thing- it turns out, without reforging, no one’s sure if 
Totems are ab/e to mature to adulthood. There’s folktales, sure, but 
they're not going to stake everything on hearsay. 


“At least until we figure out a way to do it safely,” Foolish offers. 


“And I'll be the first!” Junior shouts. “I’ll be the biggest, and- and the 
strongest, and then-” 


Foolish might have smiled. “And then what?” 


“And then I'll throw you into outer space!” Junior tugs at the fins of 
Foolish’s headdress. “Like a rrrrrrocket ship.” 


Foolish snorts, pushing Junior off his body. “I guess I'll have that to 
look forward to.” He lifts his ink-tipped needle. “Now hold still and let 
me finish this up.” 


Junior’s arm squirms. “But I’ve already got one inventory slot. Why 
does it have to be both arms?” 


“Imagine if one of your arms was carrying stuff!” Foolish points out. 
“If that was the only slotted arm you had, then you couldn't get the 
inventory on your wrists.” 


Junior sticks out his tongue, but doesn’t protest any further than that. 


“Too bad, though,” Foolish coyly notes. “If you get huge enough to 
throw me into outer space, I’m not gonna be able to hug you 
goodnight anymore.” 


Junior stares at him for a long moment. “Why don’t you just get 
good, father?” 


“Never say those words to me again.” 


13. And Now, The Weather 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Back in the present. 


Greater Prime Royal Office of Record and Census 


to 


Sapnap Jacobs-Halo 


32 Ink Cap Corner 


Kinoko Kingdom, Dreamlands 


Attached is your birth certificate, original marriage certificate, and all 
other legal papers relevant to your independent person, which as per 
your request will no longer be held in the records of Greater Prime. 


-<>Y<>- 


Kinoko Royal Post Office 


to 


Karl Jacobs-Halo 
32 Ink Cap Corner 


Kinoko Kingdom, Dreamlands 


Your out of server shipment request of items from the [JACOBS 
FAMILY LIBRARY] was received and approved by [BEAST FAMILY 
VAULT] and was received by the Kinoko Royal Post [3 DAYS] ago. 
Your shipment has been inspected for security reasons and is now 
ready to be retrieved by your person. 


-<>Y<>- 


You Got What You Paid For: This Is A Mushroom Cookbook, 
What Do You Want, A Fucking Trophy? Dickhead 


Getting the gold out of the mold since 2017 


Seared Mushrooms 


Makes 4 servings 


Ingredients: 


-2 tablespoons olive oil 


-12 


Ounces mushrooms (such as maitake, oyster, and/or king 


trumpet), cut into large pieces 


-Kosher salt, freshly ground pepper 


-4 tablespoons unsalted butter, cut into pieces 


-2 sprigs thyme 


-2 garlic cloves, crushed 


Directions: 


‘l;, 


2. 


Heat oil in a large skillet over medium-high until just beginning to 
smoke. 

Arrange mushrooms in skillet in a single layer and cook, 
undisturbed, until bottom side is golden brown, about 3 tocks. 


. Season with salt and pepper, toss mushrooms, and continue to 


cook, tossing often and reducing heat as needed to avoid 
scorching, until golden brown all over, about 5 tocks more. 


. Reduce heat to medium and add butter, thyme sprigs, and garlic 


to skillet. Tip skillet toward you so butter pools at bottom edge. 


. Spoon foaming butter over mushrooms until butter smells nutty, 


about 4 tocks. 


A simple crisp preparation to add a bassy note to salads, toast, or 
stand alone as a savory side dish. 


-<>9Y<>- 


Las Nevadas Entertainment & Recreation 


to 


Dreamlands Resident 


Mr. Las Nevadas welcomes YOU to join in the fun this weekend at 
the shining city of LAS NEVADAS! 


Music! Fine Dining! Live performances! Poker! Wedding chapels! 
Adult entertainment and recreation! THRILLING, CUTTING EDGE 
machines programmed for YOUR maximum entertainment! Las 
Nevadas has it all! 


-<>Y<>- 


KINOKO CORNER 


Las Nevadas Takes A Bet On Prison Reform 


The thriving tourism and entertainment district of Las Nevadas is 
now publicly partnered with Pandora’s Vault to enrich the conditions 
of prisoners, keep their real-world skills, and create fruitful job offers 
upon release. The head of Las Nevadas, who has chosen to self- 
identify only as “Mr. Las Nevadas’”, expressed to reporters a strong 


desire for imprisoned people to get a new lease on life and find 
alternate purposes in society in order to discourage a return to 
crime. 


Kinoko King Makes Rare Public Appearance 


King George Malcolm Lore was recently spotted at the Laccaria 
Cafe, marking his first public sighting in over two weeks. When 
asked for any statements on the Kinoko Crown’s recent policies 
against the Crimson outbreak, he muttered ominously about feeding 
the soul of the forest before leaving with his iced mocha caramel 
latte-chino made with skim milk, no whipped cream with nutmeg, 
making no other comment. 


Royal Library Reveals Latest Installment In Speculative Fiction 
Series 


The Kinoko Royal Library is now hosting another Karl Jacobs 
original, titled The Haunted Mansion, for lending or printed 
purchase. 


The Haunted Mansion, a horror-comedy story set in the future, is the 
seventh in Karl Jacobs-Halo’s (pen name Karl Jacobs) odd but 
engaging Tales From The SMP series. Although as part of his 
narrative character he claims to have nearly no memory of 
publishing, writing, or even thinking about this series, Mr. Jacobs- 
Halo has been consistently submitting new and exciting entries for 
the last several months. 


Previous installments include The Town That Never Was, The 
Village That Went Mad, The Beach Episode, The Lost City of Mizu, 
The Masquerade, and The Wild West. Where will Karl Jacobs take 
us next? 


-<>9Y<>- 


Curses and Esoteric Injuries Office 
9 Dryads Way 


Lemon City, Greater Prime, Dreamlands 


To: 


Karl Jacobs-Halo 


32 Ink Cap Corner 


Kinoko Kingdom, Dreamlands 


Regarding your concerns of short and long term memory loss: 


We have determined it is indeed magical in nature and not related to 
any prior illness or injury. However, there also appears to be no 
Ongoing curse on your person. The memory loss we can document 


decays at a rate suggesting repeated injury of mind rather than a 
truly progressive or natural decline. 


In the process of looking over the data we ffiled, and the 
documentation you gave us, we forwarded your case to Mojang 
Medical Institute for consultation in case there were signs of divine 
interference. However, in doing so, we discovered that someone 
under your name has long standing medical records within the 
Mojang system, which date back to 0 UR. 


Are these your records? If they are, we would like permission to 
access them or transfer your case entirely to their medical 
practitioners. You may require medical attention that mortal 
institutions cannot provide. 


-<>Y<>- 


Kinoko Royal Post Office 


To 


Captain Sapnap Jacobs-Halo 


32 Ink Cap Corner 


Kinoko Kingdom, Dreamlands 


You have received [5] suspicious, threatening, or otherwise suspect 
shipment attempts through the Royal Post in the last week. They 
bear no return address, use either outdated or pet names, and 
appear to all bear the same handwriting. These shipments, upon 
routine inspection, are found to contain live samples of BVI cultures, 
and have been destroyed in accordance with the Kinoko Crown 
quarantine mandate. We have forwarded a sterile copy of one 
message for clarity and in hopes you may identify this individual and 
order any necessary legal action. 


-<>Y<>- 


CONTAINS INCRIMINATING LEGAL EVIDENCE 


TO UNRIGHTFULLY READ OR TAMPER WITH THE AFFAIRS OF 
THE KINOKO CROWN IS PUNISHABLE BY THE FULLEST 
PREJUDICE OF THE LAW 


Intercepted letter is as follows: 


HI MUFFIN! 


EVERYTHING IS doing just fine, if you don’t count the AWFUL 
summer weather this time of year! SKEPPY IS doing better than 


ever, of course, but we've just been DYING to see you!!! 


IT just HURTS so much that we haven't kept in touch the way we 
used to, what with all the Kingsguard you used to RUN, and 
especially now that you’ve moved AWAY to that little KINOKO 
KINGdom of yours. IT’S NOThing bad of course!!! | know you're 
working so hard to keep everything SAFE FOR EVERYONE! 


But YOU CAN’T work all the time! Why don’t you COME visit? 
There’s this fun little BANQUET we’re doing in 25 TESERAMON. It'll 
be a fun CHANCE TO relax and reconnect! 


We worked so hard on it. | guarantee the food is to DIE for! Besides, 
| know with how stressful work and losing your friends has been, it’s 
important to remember we’re HERE for you. 


Dad boy 
Hal 


O 


Notes for the Chapter: 


sure hope there wasn't anything important in that incriminating 
letter. 


14. Live One Day, Ask Five Witnesses, Hear Five Stories 


Summary for the Chapter: 


| wonder if each one is true. 


-THE BAKERS DOZEN- 


Your informal news, straight from the Underground 


To The Surprise Of No One, Rich Celebrity Is Doing Great While 
The World Goes To Shit 


To one dearly insistent reader who told us that The Baker’s Dozen 
wasn't “cheerful enough” in these dark times, this report goes out to 
you. We now take a break from our regularly scheduled 
programming about public safety and pandemic outbreaks to tell you 
about the TRULY important facts of life- that no matter how much 
you're sick or starving or worried for the safety of your life, you can 
always count on some rich jackass to be doing just fine. 


-<>Y<>- 


-THE PRIME REPORTER- 


Serverwide Census Stumbles Upon Richest Person In Server 
History 


The first serverwide census of 2021, while processing citizenships 
and taxable income, has found that Ranboo My-Beloved, a free 
enderman resident of Snowchester, has the highest recorded income 
in server history. 


Ranboo My-Beloved is self-described as a freelance miner and 
machine farmer. When reached for comment about his incredible 
wealth, he claimed that he “honestly didn’t notice [he] made that 
much money” and “never really thought about it’, since he spends 
most of his disposable income on gifts and funding public projects. 


“It’s not that big of a deal,” My-Beloved insists. “I’m literally just some 


guy. 


-<>Y<>- 


-THE TOTEM TAKE- 


Denetyr Residents Thriving After Recent Doozer Union 
Business Boom 


Denetyr’s local economy is thriving these last few months as the full 
effects of the Foolish Gamers Construction Union begin to show. The 
decision of the union to base again in Denetyr, as well as their recent 
construction contracts with Kinoko and Snowchester, have brought a 
much welcome influx of trade, cash flow, and food production, as 
well as a return to form with staffing the Temple of Undying. 


-<>Y<>- 


-THE CASINO ROYALE- 


True stories, true entertainment 


Newlyweds Commission ENTIRE MANSION for ADOPTED 
SON??? (REAL)(GONE CRAZY)(GONE WHOLESOME?) 


The My-Beloved family, named in the first 2021 census as THE 
RICHEST family in the entire Dreamlands server, comes into the 
spotlight AGAIN by putting in a down payment for an entire mansion, 
just for their new son! 


The My-Beloveds, of course, have a history of ECCENTRIC 
PROJECTS on their payroll- look no further than T. B. Loved’s 
Snowchester Tunnel and nuclear power research- but this surprising 
purchase comes from the payroll of none other than the 
MYSTERIOUS Ranboo My-Beloved, whose UTTERLY INSANE 
work ethic gives this unusual family its claim to economic fame. 


AND CONSTRUCTION IS ALREADY UNDERWAY! Yes, all in the 
name of a single child, the server’s richest man has secured a 
guaranteed contract with none other than the PRESTIGIOUS FGCU, 
known for their foundational construction in Kinoko Kingdom. 


(Continues on page 5) 


-<>Y<>- 


-NEVE NEWS- 


Snowchester Enacting Wide Sweep Of New Laws 


Our southern neighbors in the Snowchester peninsula have been 
busy these last few months in the legal department. After decades of 
minimal law in this regard, and a registered revenant population at 
an all time low, they’ve suddenly passed a quick but telling array of 
revenant protection acts following the Neve model, using similar 
amnesty, debt forgiveness, and fostering laws. 


-<>Y<>- 


-KINOKO CORNER- 


Young Star-crossed Couple Creates Touching Tribute To New 
Child 


War, plague, death, destruction. After childhoods of harrowing 
orphan struggles and witnessing the collapse of their homes and 
livelihoods three times over, the My-Beloved family has seen it all. 
But freelance miner Ranboo My-Beloved and mechanical wizard T. 
B. Loved have found a new, peaceful life on the frozen shores of the 
Snowchester Peninsula, helped by their adopted son Michael. 


“He’s basically just everything, y'know?” T. B. Loved responds to a 
reporter as he repairs a farming machine. “He keeps things 
together.” 


The young piglin revenant, who was found abandoned in the Nether 
wastes, has proven an unexpected escape from the turmoil that’s 
marked so much of the server’s recent history. In order to give him 
the childhood he deserves, the My-Beloved family has poured 
everything into keeping the family together. 


But it wasn't always this way. Ranboo My-Beloved, the primary 
breadwinner of this idyllic little family, told reporters the true 
heartbreaking story of two young lovers marrying for pure survival in 
L’manburg’s second administration, separated by the country’s 
destruction right as they realized the true bond they had with each 
other, and the desperate struggle to reunite after evacuations 
scattered survivors all across the Dreamlands. 


Now, in the face of the latest Crimson epidemic threatening their 
family, they like to focus on the little picture, doing whatever it takes 
to keep their child happy- whether that means making sure markets 
keep Michael’s favorite snacks in stock or commissioning an entire 
mansion just to give him a little extra running room. 


No matter what happens next, Kinoko Corner can confidently say 
this family will be facing the world together. 


-<>Y<>- 


-SNOWCHESTER SNOWDRIFT- 


Local Snowchester Resident Funds New Marketplace Building 


Ranboo My-Beloved, Snowchester citizen and small-time business 
investor, has just revealed the as of yet unfinished indoor 
marketplace building being placed near the Snowchester docks. 


The marketplace, even in its unfinished state, is already the most 
ambitious undertaking the peninsula has ever seen. Featuring three 
separate market halls and four venue rooms on the first floor alone, 
the grand staircase leads up to a full cafeteria, dance floor, and town 
hall, with the rest of the building space being reserved for a small 
bee farm and private residential space My-Beloved intends to keep 
for his family and guests. 


Construction is being handled by the Foolish Gamers Construction 
Union (FGCU), who built many foundational buildings in Kinoko 
Kingdom and maintain the historical Temple of the Undying in 
Denetyr. 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, unwarranted 
analysis, and unsolicited professional mourners equally 
welcome. 


Consider looking into supporting us on Discord or Twitter. Or just 
join the Discord for funsies, asking questions, and getting faster 
chapter notifications. 


the Discord server 

Find Aenor on Twitter or on Tumblr 

. If you make or find fanart of our series, @ us on those 
platforms or share it on our Discord so we can properly scream 
our appreciation at you! The Tumblr askbox is always open, too. 


:) 


The Mobestiary: A Traveler's Guide by aenor llelo, 


Series: Orphan's Path [57] 

Category: Minecraft (Video Game) 

Genre: Animals, Featuring My Excessive Amount Of Headcanons In 
A Desperate Bid For Continuity, Fictional Religion & Theology, Gen, 
Gods, Illustrations, Made With The Intent For Other People To Use It 
For Headcanons, Magic, Minecraft, Minecraft Is Just Starved For 
Lore Aight, The End (Minecraft), The Minecraft Encyclopedia You 
Never Wanted Ever, The Nether (Minecraft), The Overworld 
(Minecraft), Unreliable Narrator, Weird Biology, Written From An In- 
Universe Perspective 

Language: English 

Characters: Creeper (Minecraft), Enderman (Minecraft), I'll Just Add 
The Mob When It Shows Up OK, It's Literally Going To Be Every 
Mob | Don't Know What You Want From Me, Other Character Tags to 
Be Added, Phantom (Minecraft), Villager (Minecraft) 

Status: In-Progress 

Published: 2022-01-05 

Updated: 2022-03-16 

Packaged: 2023-10-05 20:41:16 

Rating: General Audiences 

Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply 

Chapters: 19 

Words: 11,333 

Publisher: archiveofourown.org 

Summary: 


Welcome to the Mobestiary, your essential traveler's guide to the 
world! 


PATCH UPDATE IN PROGRESS: DO NOT READ. 


1. THE MOBESTIARY 


Author's Note: 


This Mobestiary can be considered canon to the Orphan's Path 
fic series, but it is not necessary to read this in order to enjoy the 
series, nor is it strictly necessary to read the series to enjoy this 
encyclopedia. 


The Mobestiary 2 is written as an open source compilation of 
concepts that may be used by the Minecraft content creator 
community. The visual and written content is completely free for 
reference so long as anyone that uses it has the courtesy to 
credit it and link back to the source. 


MOBESTIARY 


The Mobestiary is your necessary introduction to the natural world. 


Discover the order of the universe, learn to navigate traversable 
dimensions, and read of the many hazards (and wonders!) that await 
you- whether from the comfort of your own home or while traveling 
the world itself. 


2. THE ORDER OF THINGS 


THE ORDER OF THINGS 


We are the only world known to our civilization- if there are others 
out there, we do not have the means to reach them. But despite the 
dangers that constantly threaten and destroy our knowledge, we 
have over time come to a respectable understanding of our place in 
the universe. 


3. THE ORDER OF THINGS: The Observable World 


The OBSERVABLE WORLD is a round, possibly hollow structure 
composed of four layers of PLANES- the SKY, the OVERWORLD, 
the NETHER, and an UNKNOWN, inaccessible plane only alluded to 
in esoteric historical texts. 


PLANES 


SKY 


THE SKY is the outermost- and most vast- of the possible planes, 
containing a total of 64 servers. The entirety of its ground level 
surface is flooded with water- all land above sea level consists of 
floating islands, suspended in the air with magnetic levitation due to 
the mineral rich content of the soils. 


As the highest layer, Sky has the highest natural altitude and 
thinnest atmosphere. The vast majority of the water in Sky is not the 
endless sea, but rather the condensed fog and massive cloud layers 
present in the air. If you were to travel too high into Sky, you would 
suffocate from the sheer scarcity of air, or worse, deflate from the 
lack of atmospheric pressure. 


It was once thought in antiquity that Sky lacked a day or night cycle, 
but subsequent research proves this to be false. Using strong 
telescopes in high altitude areas of Sky, it is proven that the Sun and 
Moon have observable movement. However, the intense presence of 
steam, water, and ice inherent to the air scatters all light passing 
through the plane, softening the natural light cycle into an eternal 
twilight. 


Sky, aS a whole, averages with a subtropical climate, with its 
seasons being dictated by the travel and density of the Evermist (the 
collective name of the fog layer). 


OVERWORLD 


THE OVERWORLD is the most varied of the planes, containing a 
total of 32 servers. 


As the middle layer, the Overworld possesses a very basic altitude 
range and stable atmosphere, with sparser clouds than Sky and 
more drastic weather patterns. Its atmosphere is the only one among 
the planes which allows for an observable light cycle. 


There is no one way to describe the Overworld. It contains the most 
magically rich and stable lands, as well as the highest biodiversity of 
any observable plane. Its possible biomes and climates are as 
unique and numerous as the life within it. 


However, due to this intense wealth of natural magic, it contains the 
highest of highs and the lowest of lows- the greatest of blessings and 


the darkest of curses. Though its days are full of life and wonder, its 
nights are dark and full of dangers as the natural magic of the world 
creates terrible monsters. 


NETHER 


THE NETHER is the most extreme of the planes, containing a 
tragically small 16 servers. 


The Nether is entirely underground- its world ceiling scrapes at the 
bottom of the DEEPEST DARK of the Overworld. Due to this 
environmental pressure, it contains the highest temperatures of any 
plane and the most extreme climates. The atmosphere is so 
unstable that liquid water is nearly impossible to find or sustain for 
long periods of time, evaporating in an instant. 


The soil and rock of the Nether is metal-rich to the point of extreme 
toxicity. Entire valleys are filled with poisoned snow. Vast deserts of 
soul-rich quicksands pollute the earth, and entire seas are filled with 
magma. Plant life, and by extension animal life, only exists in fertile 
pockets, though the native Nether peoples are working to artificially 
extend their habitable zones. 


In antiquity, the Nether was a wasteland on the verge of total 
extinction. The fact that it even reaches this level of life at all is a 
miracle of divine intervention. 


THE UNKNOWN 


THE UNKNOWN is a theorized 4th plane beneath the Nether which 
is no longer accessible. The only hints to it exist in extensive writings 
contained in esoteric texts, referring to a magically advanced plane 
of great infamy, but never referred to by name. 


The amount of servers this plane possesses is unknown. The 
climate and nature of this plane is unknown. Mages who have tried 
to rip a portal open to this hypothetical space through the Nether can 
only create portals back to the Overworld, suggesting that this plane 
is blocked off magically as well as physically. 


Most writings refer to a civilization having existed in this place at 
some point, though it is unknown what inhabitants once existed in 
this place, if any. The greatest source of writings concerning this 
plane are sourced from the NIGHTWALKERS, a nocturnal desert 
hominid race closely related to humans, and some scholars believe 
that the Nightwalker people- or their precursors- may originate from 
this plane, if it truly exists. 


Others suggest, by process of elimination, that this may be the 
native plane of the elusive ENDERMEN race. 


SEE: ENDERMEN for more information. 


SERVERS 


A SERVER is the basic structural unit of a plane- a solid tectonic 
plate of landmass which supports the structure of our reality. All 
observable life lives upon, or is directly supported by, the magic and 
landscape provided by servers. 


The borders of these servers move and shift against each other, 
creating unstable liminal planes called FARLANDS. Though 
dangerous, they are a natural product of stable server movement, 
and can be traversed much like any other plane. 


Every server is supported by at least one ADMIN GOD, a being 
which takes it upon itself the management and upkeep of the land. 
As part of this vital task in maintaining the structure of reality, the 
server grants its god total mastery of its world. Without its caretaker- 
or someone to replace them- a server will eventually CORRUPT, 
falling into chunk errors and increasing instability until its integrity 
collapses entirely. 


FARLANDS 


THE FARLANDS are a liminal space that exist in the edges between 
all servers and all planes. Farlands are characterized by unstable 
terrain generation, dead zones of magic, and instability of natural 
physics. Before the advent of SPAWN PORTALS, traveling through 
the farlands was the only way to move between servers without 
divine intervention. 


4. THE ORDER OF THINGS: The Gods 


A GOD is an ageless being that upholds the function of some aspect 
of reality, whether magical or physical. Unlike other forms of life, a 
god is created and sustained (by the Universe, or other gods) with 
an ingrained purpose that it is compelled to act upon. As such, their 
lives and thought processes are very different from our own. 


It is best to tread carefully and respectfully where the divine are 
concerned, for their work is crucial and their power is terrible to 
behold. 


Every god is unique, and thus attempting to give hard classifications 
to any god is ultimately futile upon harsh inspection. However, after 
many centuries of research and renaming, the Mobestiary finds that 
most gods fall under one of the following umbrellas- ADMIN, 
ASPECT, or ADORED. 


(For a full list of extant known gods, please refer to Mobestiary: 
Divinities.) 


ADMIN 


AN ADMIN- also in some older texts referred to as a DOMAIN GOD- 
is a being, or group of beings, tasked with maintaining the integrity of 
a server's reality. An admin can raise and level mountains at a whim, 


generate crops and animals, even tame the seas and skies. 
However, due to this deep tie to the land, their bodies are unable to 
step foot outside their home servers. 


They can, in some sense, be considered the server personified. 
Their mastery over their server is their very life, and they are fiercely 
territorial against anything that they perceive to threaten that. 


ASPECT 


AN ASPECT is a god tied to some aspect of magic or reality, and 
their existence revolves around fulfilling or perpetuating the concept 
they are tied to. This could be an element, a natural process, or a 
branch of magic, but it could also be more esoteric concepts such as 
certain vital emotions or interactions with others. 


This is the most common god. Most gods ascended from mortal 
origin will fall into this umbrella. 


ADORED 


AN ADORED- also referred to as a PATRON- is a_ god 
spontaneously generated or sustained by worship. It lacks a physical 
form and exists solely at the behest of its followers, answering their 
desires to the best of its ability. 


Of the three common god types, an adored has the greatest magical 
potential, but averages with the shortest lifespans, as they are 
dependent on mortal followers to sustain them. 


THE DIVINE LIFE CYCLE 


Gods can be manifested by wild magic or a server’s natural 
processes, while others are generated simply by pure belief. The 
most common origin of gods, however, are through DEMIGODS- 
beings that are created or reforged through divine intervention. This 
is considered the ‘child’ stage of a god’s life. Many demigods live 
their full life without ever ascending to godhood, and they are not 
expected to ascend in most cases- a demigod is merely a creature 
with the potential to become a god. Demigods are the most common 
form of divinity, as their divine nature can be passed down to their 
descendants, regardless of if they ascend to godhood or not. 


Divinities express negligible senescence- their natural aging process 
occurs so slowly that it may as well be non-existent. Divine children 
are often subject to slowed physical or mental maturation in 
comparison to their mortal equivalents, and adult divinities tend to 
‘lock in’ to a form that reflects their mental age, unless forced older 
by trauma, extreme change, or other artificial means. 


A full god can be expected to live a lifespan of anywhere from 200 to 
500 years. While ageless, gods lead dangerous lives with harsh 
interactions of wild magic and other gods. If they do not die in the 
natural course of their duty, they often ‘retire’ after a certain point by 
returning themselves to the magic and earth from which they came. 


5. Concerning Gods- The Vassal 


A VASSAL is an entity in the direct service or favor of a god. 


WHO BECOMES A VASSAL? 


Vassals are chosen from a broad pool of individuals- animals, 
players, spirits, and even other gods. But not everyone can become 
a vassal, and fewer still can dare to offer themselves as one. It is the 
god that chooses the vassal, seeing qualities, physical or otherwise, 
that they favor. 


WHAT "VASSAL" ENTAILS 


From the moment the vassal is chosen, they will be closely tracked 
and watched by the god that chooses them, who will then redirect or 
interfere with the vassal as they see fit. 


For some, it may come in the form of gifts or power, in divine 
protection and counsel. There may be an expectation of service, and 
some may find themselves forging a deep and very personal 
relationship with their liege. If mortal, they will often be privy to parts 
of godly affairs that most are not, partaking as an observer or even a 
participant. 


Vassals are marked for the rest of their life, with some not even 
being aware of their status until their liege chooses to reveal it, they 
become entangled in godly affairs, or they inadvertently violate the 
terms of an agreement they did not previously know of. Further still, 
not all gods are benevolent in nature, and even those with friendly 
intent may not be fully knowledgeable of what is good for mortals. 


SUBCLASSES 


Not every vassal is chosen with specific intent beyond a taken 
interest, but there are identifiable categories of vassal depending on 
their relationship with their liege. 


A prophet is a mortal person given the power and means to act on a 
god’s behalf. Their life is dedicated to service and they are given 
access to the magic and tools of the gods. 


An oracle is any mortal being that a god speaks through, whether 
through voice or behavior- this may be a player, but many gods 
prefer animal or golem oracles for having their simpler minds, and 
being easier to care for mentally and physically. 


A champion is specifically given the means to fight for a god, 
enforcing their authority and defending their creed. This could be a 
younger god or demigod in the service of an elder, or a favored 
mortal of great skill. 


THE HERO 


Heroes are unfortunate vassals of fate and prophecy itself from birth. 
They could be destined for great glory or great tragedy, one journey 
or a thousand- but this mark upon their soul will impact their life until 
their dying day, and their legacy will be frightful to behold. 


THE BELOVED 


The highest of vassals is the beloved vassal. 


A being containing only the highest favor and fervor of a god’s 
attention, blanketed in the gifts and power of their liege. It is a mutual 
and often exclusive devotion without equal, for which the liege is 
fiercely possessive of. Beloved vassals, in turn, are devoted, in both 
service and love, to the bitter end. They could almost, by mortal 
understanding, be comparable to soulmates. 


A beloved vassal shall have no other gods before that of their liege. 


Their soul, once chosen will never be free, forever entangled by the 
terrifying love of their god- in the most terrifying cases, loved to 
death. Beloved vassals are often absorbed entirely by their lieges 
upon death to ensure they never part. 


6. THE ORDER OF THINGS: The Cosmos 


THE OBSERVABLE WORLD is but one layer of our reality. Though 
you may never encounter the following in your lifetime, please keep 
in mind that these places and forces do exist alongside us. 


THE MOON 


THE MOON, referred to in some texts as LUNA, is a body of rock 
that rotates around the observable world. The light of THE SUN 
shining on its reflective surface allows for the illumination that occurs 
during the night cycle. 


The gravitational force of the moon controls the water tides of SKY 
and the OVERWORLD, as well as the lava tides of the NETHER. 
The phases of the moon, determined by what sunlight can pass on 
its surface, influences the presence and nature of WILD MAGIC. 


The moon is an accessible location. Our forefathers, long ago, built 
portals there, which remain standing to this day. The moon's surface 
is the equivalent size of one server plate. It exhibits low gravity and 
low atmospheric density. The low air density, as well as the high 
presence of lunar dust, means that anyone visiting the moon must 
do so either in contained environments or using breathing 
enchantments. Some life exists on the moon, but it is unknown if 
said life is native or transplanted by accidental endermen transfer. 


THE SUN 


THE SUN, referred to in some texts as SOL, is a body of flame 
which the observable world rotates around. The sun is the source of 
the day cycle, as well as the source of all warmth retained by THE 
PLANES. The light of the sun sustains and enriches plant life, which 
is crucial to the collective cycle of life as a whole. Occasionally, the 
rotation of the moon passes over the apparent location of the sun, 
creating a SOLAR ECLIPSE. 


THE STARS 


THE STARS are distant, ever-present bodies of light scattered 
through THE UNIVERSE, only visible in places bearing a night cycle. 
The location of the stars remain fixed in the universe regardless of 
the movement of the world we live in, giving them an apparent 
rotation in the sky. Since the pattern of the stars is the same 
regardless of location in the world, stars have been used since 
ancient times as maps to triangulate locations in travel, especially by 
water and air sailors. Various peoples throughout history have 
grouped stars in arbitrary shapes called CONSTELLATIONS, which 
are used as the base units of star maps. 


Over time, the location of THE SUN, and by extension the 
observable world, has shifted through the universe, changing the 
pattern of the stars in the sky. Due to this, some constellations seen 
in older star maps have either changed apparent location or no 
longer exist. 


MAGIC is an umbrella term for various esoteric forces that govern 
the observable world. Unlike other forces of nature, magic is 
something that can be directly observed, perceived, and influenced- 
in doing so, one can shift the natural order of the world to their own 
design, within reason. Any self-sufficient person should possess 
some level of magical knowledge. 


Classes of being such as SPIRITS and GODS are composed or 
sustained largely from magic. 


DEATH 


All living things have the potential to cease life- to die. However, 
what exactly happens to a living SOUL when it leaves this mortal coil 
is unclear, even to those who have LIFEMARKS and thus have died 
multiple times. 


DEATH appears to be a temporary, liminal location- a place of 
transition which transforms the soul back into the base components 
of the universe. The cycle of death allows for life to flourish- the 
persistence of life requires death in order to sustain itself. 
Regardless, all living creatures possess an instinctual fear of death, 
though some schools of thought, such as the teachings of THE 
CROWSWORN, dedicate time and research to embracing and 
understanding death and what lies beyond it. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp doesn't have much space travel but they do have math and 
telescopes so like they can figure shit out 


7. THE ORDER OF THINGS: Numbers 


In quantifying the world, we understand it. 


TIME 


Since time immemorial, people have searched for ways to keep track 
of time. Every race and civilization had their own unique perceptions 
of what units of time were valuable, but these were variable and 
easily lost to history. However, with the advent of the United Realms 
(see Mobestiary: Histories ) and the standardized UR Year Count, 
the known world now uses a standardized unit of time. 


TICK, TOCK, CLICK, CLOCK 


A CLOCK is a standardized unit of time equivalent to one Overworld 
light cycle- the amount of time tracked by a standard clock. 


Each CLOCK is made up of twenty-four CLICKS. 
Each CLICK is made up of sixty TOCKS. 
Each TOCK is made up of sixty TICKS. 


TICK, TOCK, CLICK, CLOCK. 


DAY, WEEK, MONTH, YEAR 


There is one CLOCK in one DAY. There are seven DAYS in one 
WEEK. 


There are twenty-seven DAYS in one MONTH. In magical contexts, 
a MONTH can also be referred to as a MOON, as this is the 
approximate time of a LUNAR CYCLE- the period in which the moon 
cycles through its observable phases. 


There are eighteen MONTHS in one YEAR. In magical contexts, a 
YEAR can also be referred to as a SUN, as this is the approximate 
time of a SOLAR CYCLE- the period in which the observable world 
completes one full rotation around the sun. 


Ten YEARS is a DECADE. Ten DECADES is a CENTURY. Ten 
CENTURIES is a MILLENIA. 


This is an imperfect calendar, as the universe does not subscribe to 
exact, mathematical perfection. As such, MONTHS are periodically 
given extra days during LEAP YEARS, in order to keep the overall 
year count accurate to the progression of time. Leap years are 
calculated by the UNITED REALMS CALENDAR SOCIETY, which 
also calculates the times of eclipses and other celestial events. 


DAY NAMES 


Each day of a WEEK has a name, which is as follows. 


Shrinesday. Sunsday. Moonsday. Starsday. Watersday. Firesday. 
Spiritsday. 


MONTH NAMES 


Each MONTH has a name, which is as follows. 


The first third of the year, ENA, contains: Enamon. Diomon. Triamon. 
Teseramon. Pendemon. Eximon. 


The second third of the year, EPTA, contains: Eptamon. Oktomon. 
Eneamon. Dekamon. Endekamon. Dodekamon. 


The final third of the year, DEKA, contains: Dekatriamon. 
Dekateseramon. Dekapendemon. Dekaeximon. Dekaeptamon. 
Dekaoktomon. 


QUANTITIES 


In order to make sense of the world, we use various number systems 
to quantify the world. 


DISTANCE 


The following units measure SPACE. 


PIXEL 
Also known as a MICROBLOCK, this is the smallest layman’s unit of 


measurement. Smaller units exist, but you will not encounter them 
unless you work in specialized fields of research or craftsmanship. 


BLOCK 


16 cubic PIXELS. Most common units of height or distance are 
measured in blocks. 


CHUNK 


16 squared BLOCKS. This unit of measurement is most often used 
in reference to buildings or other measurements of individual 
landpace. 


TICKET 


25 squared CHUNKS. This unit of measurement is typically used in 
land surveillance. 


KILOBLOCK 
1000 BLOCKS. This unit of measurement is usually used in 


reference to travel distances, the speed of an object, or referring to 
very large landmasses such as national borders. 


BLOCK LIMIT 

320 BLOCKS tall. Block limit is a measurement exclusively in 
reference to height. This is the maximum height to which any 
artificial or natural structure can stay stable without risking collapse 


due to high wind speeds, low magical density, or other lack of 
atmospheric support. 


SIMPLE NUMBERS 


These are simple number units used to quantify group amounts of 
individual items, usually for storage or trade. 


Table- 9 of an object. 

Bundle- Also referred to as a QUARTER-STACK. 16 of an object. 
Chest- 27 of an object. (A DOUBLE CHEST is 54.) 

Stack- 64 of an object. 


Shulk- 729 of an object, or 27 squared. This unit of measurement is 
usually only relevant in bulk storage/purchase. 


MONEY 


These are common number units used to refer to units of money, 
regardless of what the money is made of. 


Nugget- Also known as a COIN. An individual unit of monetary value. 
Ingot- 9 nuggets. 


Block- 9 ingots. 


SIMPLE NUMBER units can be combined with monetary units (ex. A 
table of amethyst coins.) 


8. TRAVELS AND HAZARDS 


TRAVELS AND HAZARDS 


Every dimension presents unique hazards- and ways to navigate 
them. The Mobestiary will relay them to you as clearly and concisely 
as we are able. 


9. TRAVELS AND HAZARDS: The Sky 


It is true that the SKY is often lauded as a near-paradise among the 
planes- lacking the fires of the NETHER and the wild magic surges 
of the OVERWORLD- but there is no true safety in this world, 
especially when leaving the confines of warded cities and temples. 


TRANSPORTATION 


The sparse land in the flying islands of Sky mean that most ground 
transportation is ultimately futile- there are no railways or carriages 
that can carry a traveler for long distances in this plane, and none 
would dare hazard close to an island’s edge, where anyone could 
risk falling into the ETERNAL SEA at any moment. 


To cross the land inside a sizable island, it is best to rely upon the 
public SKY TRAMS, which are suspended in the air as not to take 
away from the landspace in such short supply. However, the people 
of Sky are predisposed to fly, glide, or walk on foot- stations will not 
be as frequent as they are in other planes, and smaller islands will 
lack trams at all. 


To move between islands or go to other planes, an AIRSHIP is your 
only means of travel. NAVAL TRANSPORTATION is not available to 
the land-dwelling public, as the fauna and spirits that populate the 
surface levels of the Eternal Sea are too hazardous to dare navigate. 
Though you may see boats travelling on the seas of Sky, these are 
fisherman or seafolk- they will not accept passengers. 


For those with more disposable income, there are more high-class 
private ships, but they are no more safe than any public ship- they 
only afford greater speed or exclusivity. 


HAZARDS 


You will face little to no hazards on the land- Sky is lacking in most 
common forms of undead, and the only natural predators you are 
likely to encounter will be the people themselves, who have long 
since urbanized most available land in the entire plane. 


DRAGONS (see UBIQUITOUS DANGERS: Dragons ) exist here, as 
they do in all Known planes, but the dragons of Sky are piscivorous 
and usually only interact with the undersides of islands to construct 
nests. When a dragon does reach a sufficient CLASS to pose a 
danger to civilization or its environment, a DRAGON HUNTER’S 
GUILD will dispose of it quickly. Overall, compared to other planes, 
the danger of dragons in Sky is negligible. 


A traveler of Sky will encounter few natural dangers other than 
PHANTOMS, and any cases of imported mobs’ escaping 
containment. 


Your only true danger lies in the Eternal Sea. 


THE ETERNAL SEA 


Although it makes up the majority of Sky, few land-breathing players 
will truly delve into the Eternal Sea. Though the SEAFOLK (see 
Mobestiary: Peoples ) thrive there, it is beyond suicide for a “land 
breather” to venture into their waters unless you have seafolk 
protection or very compelling purpose. 


Falling from the islands into the Sea is a death sentence. Even if you 
were resourceful enough to survive the fall, you would quickly fall 
prey to the creatures lurking beneath the surface. 


Even the sturdiest sea ships could fall prey to a siren’s song or a 
kraken’s grasping limbs. If you value your life, never go into the 
waters. 


10. TRAVELS AND HAZARDS: The Overworld 


THE OVERWORLD is the most stable of the dimensions magically. 
Though split between 32 different servers, you can expect the magic 
between them to be similar to each other. However, this varied 
richness means there will be much preparedness and change of 
supplies required on your part to reasonably navigate it. 


TRANSPORTATION 


As the Overworld has the most varied terrains and environments of 
any plane, its transportation will be equally diverse, varying intensely 
by region and local weather patterns. It is best to defer to local 
wisdom in this regard, as well as research the supplies you will need 
for any upcoming destinations. 


When moving in between settlements or on uneven terrain, it is best 
to rent a mounted animal for your purposes. Horses and mules are 
the most common animals available for rent on established paths or 
arid climates, though animals like llamas and goats will be preferable 
for mountainous terrain, and riding pigs are more suitable for dense 
forests. 


Beware of those that ride ENCHANTED COWS OR SHEEP- even if 
they are friendly, do not trace their steps. They are not players, and 
they are heading into paths you cannot follow. 


If you are near a large established city, ICE TRAINS can take you 
vast distances in a short amount of time, and their stations are 
usually connected to cities with dimensional portals, NETHER 
ROADS, and other useful amenities or supplies a traveller could 
wish for. 


AIRSHIPS are also a staple form of transportation, as they are in 
most planes, and though the water is not completely safe, it is 
manageable enough that naval transportation is possible. When 
searching for transportation, consult your maps as well as locals for 
what most suits your route, and do not attempt to make your own 
shortcuts. 


You do not want to be caught outside by NIGHTFALL. 


NIGHTFALL 


The night is your greatest enemy in the Overworld. The MOON’s 
influence on magical cycles is strong in this plane, reaching its peak 
during nighttime and triggering a phenomena known as_ night 
spawning. 


Night spawning is unique to the Overworld. The undead rise from the 
earth and their hiding places, and many other hostile mobs hatch or 
hunt during this time period. This process intensifies the brighter the 
moon is, reaching its xenith on the FULL MOON. 


Travellers are advised to avoid venturing out at all during a full moon. 
Most transportation services will refuse you, as will many inns, if their 


respective settlement even risks letting you inside their gates at all. 


CAVES 


During your travels, you may encounter caves in mountainous areas. 
Avoid them as much as possible, as night mobs often take refuge 
inside caves during the day. 


ENTER ANY CAVE AT YOUR OWN RISK, even if it appears to be lit 
or contain player structures. An empty cave is empty for a reason- 
and poisonous spiders large enough to hunt even a full grown player 
frequently enjoy making their nest there. 


ROT 


Any undead that retains its flesh is the vector of a severe magical 
disease known as THE ROT (see UBIQUITOUS HAZARDS: The Rot 
). Rot carriers are the chief reason that nightfall is so dangerous in 
the Overworld, and even the safest, most advanced settlements 
deeply fear it. Even in modern times it can decimate villages in a 
matter of days. 


WILD MAGIC 


Jungles, dense forests, and open seas carry deep wells of WILD 
MAGIC that react very drastically to any changes in_ their 
environment, such as the presence of non-native people or changes 
in the moon and stars. Wild magic can create erratic plant growth, 
weather player structures at unnatural speed, and spontaneously 
generate animals. 


Most infamously, wild magic often creates intense mirages of 
monsters or familiar people, which can drive their victims to become 
panicked or run towards dangers they are too distracted to see. 


11. Mob- Phantom 


PHANTOMS are nocturnal undead flight-capable mobs that spawn 
at high altitudes of any biome in the Sky and Overworld dimensions. 


SIZE 


Phantoms, like slimes and piscine mobs, undergo indeterminate 
growth, and as such the size of a phantom will vary on age and food 
availability. Phantoms will average at a two block wingspan but 5 
block wingspans have been reported nesting in remote mountain 
areas. 


SPAWN 


In the Overworld, phantoms spawn in any mountainous or 
equivalently high-altitude biome, but their willingness to travel great 
distances in search of prey means that phantoms can be found in 
any overworld biome with sufficient day cover. 


In Sky, where all land masses are high altitude, phantoms spawn in 
the underside formations of floating islands. 


BEHAVIOR 


Phantoms do not display group behavior but do not act hostile to 
other phantoms and are observed sharing kills. 


Phantoms are nocturnal predatory mobs with psychic sensitivity to 
the energy state of other mobs. They are lethargic during day hours 
and act passively neutral to any mob that does not meet their prey 
criteria. 


Phantoms are flying persistence hunters that hunt any mob suffering 
from exhaustion (sleep, health, or injury based), searching for or 
following prospective prey in circular flight patterns at an altitude of 
24-35 blocks above ground level. They attack with repeated diving 
motions until prey succumb to injury or prove too hostile to combat, 
at which point a phantom will retreat in search of other prey. While 
multiple phantoms can be observed to attack the same target, they 
do not do so cooperatively and do not display pack behavior. 
Phantoms will also scavenge carrion of any source. 


Phantoms are an undead mob that avoids water and is damaged by 
sunlight. Phantoms experience natural predation by feline mobs and 
elytron. 


DROPS 


Phantom membrane is a cartilaginous substance that is the active 
ingredient in Slow Falling potions. It is also used as a reinforcement 
in industrial textiles such as sails for both naval and air ships. In Sky, 
where phantoms are the most common, membrane has medical 
uses for the elytron in wing repair. 


MANAGEMENT 


The persistent and pervasive presence of phantoms throughout all 
Overworld biomes are a large part of why it is essential for travelers 
to sleep and cease travel at night for their own safety when outside 
populated areas. Travelers in phantom dense regions should 
additionally avoid travel during twilight hours as phantoms have been 
known to follow or steal from travelers carrying meat. 


As undead mobs, they avoid all light sources, display inversion effect 
when subjected to instant potions, are immune to poisons, and are 
affected by the Smite enchantment. 


All phantoms are naturally avoidant of feline mobs, while Sky native 
phantoms are additionally avoidant of elytron. 


In Known phantom dense regions, all enclosures that could be used 
as day cover must be either closed or lighted to prevent roosting. 
This includes boats, which are often capsized for roosting if left 
uncovered. 


It is technically possible to keep a phantom in captivity with sufficient 
roost and a well-rested caretaker, but this is not advised and in many 
areas is banned outright for public safety reasons. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


What's an elytron? You'll find out eventually :) 


12. Mob- Creeper 


CREEPERS are common hazardous mobs that self-detonate upon 
seeking out and approaching people or mobs of sufficient size. 


SIZE 


A mature plains creeper will average between 1.7 and 1.8 blocks tall 
while mountain and cave variants may only reach 1.5 blocks in 
average. Snow creepers are the tallest variant of creeper at up to 2.5 
blocks tall, while the smallest creeper, the sea creeper, has never 
been recorded at a size larger than a half-block. 


SPAWN 


Creepers are native to the Overworld, but their spores will mature in 
any area with sufficient moisture and day cover, with the exception of 
sea creepers, which only mature underwater. 


BEHAVIOR 


With the exception of cave creepers, all creeper variants seek out 
sunlight, though they avoid concentrated heat sources such as fire. 
Mountain and cave creepers freely navigate steep or uneven 
surfaces, while snow creepers have long enough legs to freely tread 
through snow. Sea creepers are the only creeper that cannot drown 
and actively prefer treading underwater. 


Undisturbed, creepers wander aimlessly, consuming rocks. Snow 
creepers, due to the difficulty of foraging rocks in their natural biome, 
engage in digging behavior for rocks and will additionally consume 
bark, bones, or other hardened debris as substitution. 


They do not engage in predation themselves, though creeper 
behavior does resemble that of predatory stalking mobs such as 
feline or canines. 


When a sufficiently fast moving entity of 1.5 blocks or higher enters 
the creeper field of vision within a 16 block radius, the creeper will 


begin to stalk the entity. When the creeper is within 3 blocks of a 
target entity, it will freeze, hiss, and self-detonate within 1.5 seconds. 


Creepers self-detonate by stinging themselves, which triggers an 
exothermic reaction of the creeper’s body by the ignition of its natural 
compounds and stored oxygen. A sea creeper cannot self-detonate 
independently and requires an external force to exert pressure on 
the body to trigger the stinger. With the exception of cave and sea 
creepers, creepers do not display detonation behavior towards 
undead mobs. 


Detonation behavior kills a creeper. It is used for pollination 
purposes- if a target mob is slain in detonation, it may fertilize the 
spores, and in the case of survival the target mob will spread the 
spores in travel. 


Creepers experience natural predation by feline mobs and their 
carrion may be scavenged by mobs such as wolves, foxes, birds, 
pigs, and bears. 


DROPS 


Creeper stingers can be used as a natural flint and steel, and 
creeper heads have been used for scarecrows in farms to deter crop 
grazing. 


Creeper flesh keeps for long periods of time and is theoretically 
edible, but for most races of people (with the exception of certain 
moblin races) it is not a viable food source except in the most dire of 
times. 


If a creeper is killed without achieving detonation, creeper sand, a 
substance generated by a creeper’s consumption of rocks and 
debris, can be harvested. Roasted creeper sand can be safely used 
as a plant fertilizer and is in some locales used as a food additive, in 
which case it may be referred to as serpentine . 


It was known since prehistory that creeper sand was flammable, but 
it was only a few centuries ago that it was first confirmed that 
creeper sand was the substance responsible for detonation. Creeper 
sand can be processed into a condensed form labelled as 
gunpowder . Gunpowder is the basis for all artificial explosives. 


MANAGEMENT 


Creepers only spawn where there are spores. Maintenance of a 
creeper-free zone requires good consistent lighting, thorough 
periodic cleaning, and full sterilization of any persons or objects that 
have been in contact with creeper explosions. Live creepers avoid 
feline mobs and will not engage in detonation behavior in their 
presence. 


Creeper sand must be sterilized by drying or roasting, and stored 
dry, to deactivate any spores present. Fresh creeper sand cannot be 


safely buried without risking the spawning of more creepers. 


A creeper that has been struck by lightning is referred to as a 
“charged” creeper, and generates more dangerous explosions. All 
creeper explosions are dangerous and can kill or seriously injure a 
person at close range. No creeper explosion is safe. 


While sea creeper explosions are not inherently harmful, they 
frequently damage boats, fishing nets, or docks, and in fast moving 
or rocky waters can cause a person to lose their balance and injure 
themselves. 


Normal blast protection will not shield snow creeper explosions. 
Snow creepers house high amounts of ice crystals and undigested 
debris in their body that renders shrapnel upon detonation. 


A creeper with a blunted, broken, or removed stinger cannot self 
detonate. Clipping immature creepers is a common practice in 
creeper farms for safer harvesting. 


In most locales, creepers may not be kept as private pets outside of 
creeper farms, with the exception of sea creepers. Sea creepers, 
due to their small size, vibrant colors, and inability to self-detonate, 
are frequently kept as aquatic pets. (They have, however, been 
known to shatter glass on occasion, so thick glass is needed for the 
enclosure.) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


serpentine is the marmite of minecraft 


13. Magic- Life Marks 


LIFE MARKS - also known as ‘hearts’, ‘lives’, or ‘lifelines’- are 
brands commonly found on the wrists of people (though animals can 
be given such) that denote the amount of times a soul can be 
resurrected from Canon deaths ( read: Canon deaths) . 


DESCRIPTION 


A standard healthy life mark, on onset, takes the form of three small 
red hearts that are indented into both wrists of a person. Life marks 
most commonly manifest in a straight line but have been known to 
cluster in unique patterns. Many consistent types of cluster patterns 
have been documented, and benign variations may run in families. 
Nonstandard patterns often have folkloric associations or are 
considered omens, whether good or ill. 


A life mark can only be removed by the loss of a canon life. There is 
no surgical or magical means that will remove a life mark from a 
person’s body. Even amputation of the area does not prove 
successful- there is the case of a scholar cutting both forearms of a 
well known prisoner, only for the prisoner to develop life marks 
elsewhere on the body. 


Upon a Canon death, the hearts of a life mark will shatter upon each 
death, starting from bottom up. Lives, once broken, cannot be 
restored, though if someone is healed upon the exact moment of 
breakage, the breaking life may repair itself. (This has only been 
documented in godly intervention or usage of totems.) 


The nature of the death will affect the pattern of the breakage, and 
life marks will change coloration from illness or the presence of 
magics in the blood, such as enchantments or potions. The 
appearance of whole and broken lifemarks is used in the medical 
field to gauge present and past health. 


For as long as there have been life marks, it has been customary for 
people to obscure their markings upson onset, gloves or wrist 
coverings being most common. It is frequently considered intimate or 
borderline exhibitionist to openly advertise one’s lives- witnessing or 
baring life marks implies an extreme trust usually reserved for lovers 
or close family. Forcing someone to display their lives without 
consent outside of medical settings almost universally constitutes 
harassment and in some settings is punishable by law. 


Life marks can be tattooed around, but this procedure is a crime in 
most servers and is extremely painful, with many who undergo it 


referring to the pain as ‘Soul Pain.’ Life marks are sensitive to 
contact. Non-consenting, harmful, or mutilating contact to a person’s 
life mark is considered a form of assault. 


A life mark is not a guarantee. It is not a free life to be wasted. It is 
always possible for an unfortunate person to die permanently even 
on full lives, if the circumstances make it possible. Knowingly 
causing a canon death, even if it is not a final death, will still be tried 
as murder. 


A person murdered and resurrected is killed , a person murdered on 
their last life is s/ain . 


ONSET AND ORIGIN 


Life marks are granted by patron gods ( read: Gods- classifications ) 
upon fulfilling the appropriate ritual at a shrine. A ritual can be 
completed by the receiver or done on behalf of the receiver, even if 
the receiver is unborn. 


How and when a person typically receives blessing depends on 
locale. It is common for mothers and parents to bless their child 
before or shortly after birth, though a person is receptive to blessing 
at any age. 


In the case of prenatal blessing, life marks onset around birth or as 
late as toddlerhood. Healthy onset causes no pain but does 


commonly lead to redness/irritation around the new marks. Blisters, 
discolorations, unusual mark locations and shapes, or late onset is 
cause for medical and magical concern and should be seen to by a 
cleric or doctor as soon as possible. 


Shrine access is typically considered a universal right, and barring or 
taxing shrine access for any reason is considered immoral. Even so, 
the cities built around shrines may have their own prejudices and 
prevent access to the city itself, and thus, indirectly, the shrine. 


VARIANTS 


Life mark bearing persons are referred to in spiritual and magical 
contexts as players . Most races of persons, as a whole, are eligible 
for life marks, though not every race can achieve life marks by 
independent or conventional means. Each variant of life mark has its 
own baseline marking. 


Bound lives appear on the neck as a line of two hearts meeting a 
smaller, opposite facing heart. A receiver of bound lives shall 
resurrect indefinitely as long as the source of their bind- a chosen 
person- has at least one canon life remaining. Upon the death of the 
bind, the receiver will lose their first life, and their remaining life 
marks will function as standard. Demonic races cannot receive godly 
blessings and either use bound lives or totems. Bound lives also 
extend the lifespan of the receiver to match the bind, and thus are a 
common blessing to place on familiars, working animals, or pets. 


Contractual lives will appear as one heart with two smaller hearts 
beneath it, with the primary heart having flairs/markings dependent 
on the granting patron. Contractual lives are a rare variant of life 
granted to a person who devotes their soul entirely to the aspects of 
their patron god- depending on the contract, a person may resurrect 
indefinitely, become ageless, or both, so long as they fulfill the 
lifestyle, actions, and conditions demanded by the contract. 
Receivers are often magically bound to not discuss the 
circumstances of their contract. 


Certain illnesses, poisons, or curses attack life marks directly and 
cause temporary variants, such as Wither or Glitch. 


The most well known life mark curse is Hardcore . Upon onset, this 
curse deforms life marks into one dark red warped heart on the skin. 
This curse imposes extreme fragility in its victim, making them more 
prone to injuries and sickness, with increased severity. Most 
crucially, Hardcore removes a person’s capacity for any further life 
marks, destroying any remaining lives the victim had. 


If a player is seen and has no visible life marks, 


RUN DON’T INTERACT 


Ss 


GET AS FAR AWAY FROM IT AS YOU CAN. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


if you're interested in using any of this lore in your own fics, feel 
free to do so! just tag this fic as a work inspiration 


14. Mob- Cat 


5 Spye ex, Wye Spy’ 


CATS are semi-common quadrapedal mobs found in forests, plains, 
or urban environments in most habitable Overworld biomes. 


SIZE 


Adult cats typically stand 0.7 blocks at shoulder and 1.75 blocks in 
length, though size may vary depending on locale or selected 
breeding. 


The jungle wildcat- also Known as the ocelot or scroll cat (on account 
of its calligraphic patterns)- is found in tropical jungle or bamboo 
forest biomes. The melanistic variant, called the shadowalker, is born 
during full moons. 


The robust wildcat- also known as the forest cat or the lynx- is found 
in taiga biomes. 


The plains wildcat- also known as the lion- is found in grasslands 
and savanna biomes or their bordering forests. 


The monastic cat is found in most urban and developed areas in the 
Overworld and Sky. 


BEHAVIOR 


Wildcats live solitary lives with the exception of mother-child groups 
but will peacefully share territory with others and engage social 
behavior when cohabitating with others. 


All cats are crepuscular ambush predators that patiently stalk 
prospective prey, using their jaws to sever the neck and spine of 
their kills. Unless specifically trained otherwise, cats will pursue any 
prey within their size range. This will include small game, fish, 
arthropods, and flying mobs (including phantoms). They have also 
been observed pursuing larger prey such as the babies of hooved 


animals or turtles, though in times of plenty they prefer to pursue 
smaller and easier kills. 


Most infamously, creepers are avoidant of cats. Though it is 
commonly held that cats prey on creepers, and cats are known to 
consume creeper carrion, another theory is that the hissing 
vocalizations of cats confuse/startle creepers into avoidance. 


Cats are graceful and flexible- they are able to climb, sprint, and do 
not take fall damage. 


The jungle variant is the only cat that does not avoid treading water 
and actively hunts in rivers or lakes. 


Cats generally flee from players unless they are used to the 
presence of people, but may attack if given no space to flee. 


DROPS 


A cat is generally more useful alive than dead, and in most circles 
the deliberate killing of a cat is seen as wasteful or cruel. 
Nonetheless, their high quality skins and furs are coveted, and their 
teeth and claws have been used in jewelry. 


MANAGEMENT 


Their natural pursuit of creepers, arthropods, and phantoms directly 
combats the dangers of the most common and pervasive mob 
hazards to any civilization. Additionally, they have enchanted 
eyesight- cats naturally perceive enchantments and potion effects, 
and can see entities affected by invisibility enchantments. 


In this sense cats are just as crucial, if not more crucial , than dogs 
for defensive contexts. Every city should have an active resident 
population of cats, and cats are often privately owned by guard posts 
and transportation stations. 


Their pursuit of arthropods extends to more obscure creatures such 
as endermites- any person or area that uses enderpearls should 
have a cat on premises. 


Cats bring any kills they do not consume back to their homes. For 
urban and domestic handlers this is an undesirable behavior that can 
be managed by limiting a cat’s outdoor roaming and switching to a 
more natural diet- but for homesteaders, butchers, or hunters, this 
behavior is encouraged as another source of materials. 


In areas where clocks are unavailable or unable to function properly, 
cat’s eyes serve as reliable daylight clocks. 


Cats are classified as utility mobs, and thus the harm/slaughter of 
cats is typically charged with similar severity as that of another 
player. 


Cats are not commonly farmed for posthumous fur/skin harvesting, 
though the practice is not unheard of and is completely legal. 


Cats have magical affinity and can be made into summonable 
familiars. 


15. ???- Enderman 


ENDERMEN are a neutral bipedal meb playerrace spirt entity(?) of 
unknown category that can be found in any dimension. 


SIZE 


An adult enderman averages between 2.5 and 3 blocks tall in neutral 
posture. However, when aggravated or especially alert, they may 
rear up to a full height up to 3.25 blocks tall. 


SPAWN 


The spawn origin of endermen is unknown. They can be found in 
any biome of any dimension, but are most commonly found in drier 
inland areas. 


Though endermen have been found in Sky, this is rare and fleeting, 
as the ambient moisture of the air is uncomfortable to them. 


BEHAVIOR 


Endermen are pack entities, living in nomadic groups (also known as 
glitches ) of 10-14. 


They are most commonly found active at night, though they can be 
found at any time of day, and it is unknown if they sleep. 


Endermen are nomadic foraging omnivores. Frugivorous forage 
makes up the greatest bulk of their diet, but they will also 
opportunistically consume carrion and treebound insects for 
nutrients. 


Endermen glitches do not stay in any one area permanently and are 
constantly seeking out food. A healthy glitch can cover upwards of 
40 kiloblocks a day, only stopping in sufficient forage areas. 


Endermen occasionally consume substrate such as sand or pebbles, 
which produces pearls in a specialized pouch inside their throat. 
These pearls store and condense magical energy which they use to 
teleport. An enderpearl continuously grows in size until used, and will 
be regurgitated if not used in time. Regurgitated enderpearls are 
discarded in clusters- finding clusters stuck in trees or shrubbery is a 
sure sign of current or at least recent enderman presence. 


Water is supremely hazardous to endermen. For unknown reasons, 
liquid water denatures their flesh, and as such, prolonged exposure 
to rain or other bodies of water is lethal to them. 


Endermen infamously are capable of tactile telekinesis- they can lift, 
detach, and hold in perfect stasis anything they touch with their 
hands, regardless of the weight or properties of the object in 
question. They have been observed capable of removing trunks from 
trees, detaching blocks from heavy rock, and even suspending 
blocks of otherwise impossible things like sand, spiderwebs, or 
flowers. 


It is unknown why endermen engage in this “blocking” behavior. 
Though there are many theories, the most popular being they do it 
out of sheer spite. 


MOB, SPIRIT, OR PLAYER? 


Not much is definitively Known about endermen. They have no well 
defined origin range, and it is unclear if they are mobs, spirits, or a 
poorly understood player race. 


Endermen are extremely group dependent to the point of non- 
awareness, their behavior often compared to those of sleepwalkers. 
Strangely, isolated endermen appear to become more cognizant of 
their surroundings over time, to the point of reaching a near-player or 
player-like intelligence. These “free” endermen, while still retaining 
many wild behaviors, are capable of meaningfully interacting with 
players around them. 


Enderpearls can be used by any player as a one-time teleportation 
method. They can also be made into eyes of ender , which are 
valuable but volatile magical objects. 


Eyes of ender are the key component of magical locked storage, end 
crystals, and bottles of enchanting, and have other more esoteric 
uses in magical accumulation or tracking. 


Some enderpearls may contain a parasite known as an endermite, 
which may hatch if an infected pearl is broken or used. Pearls should 
be pasteurized before use to ensure quality and sterilize potential 
infections. 


Enderman flesh is theoretically edible, but due to being extremely 
tough and dissolving in contact with water, there is no region that 
makes a common practice of this and it is generally only heard of as 
a food of desperation. 


Endermen are commonly tailed by endersprites, small particulate 
creatures that feed on ender magic. The bioluminescence of 
endersprites can be useful as a light source, if a player has both the 
means to encase them and sufficient enderpearls to feed them. 


MANAGEMENT 


Endermen avoid most urban areas unless stranded, and largely act 
ambivalent to players or mobs unless provoked. 


Endermen experience violent distress upon eye contact with those 
outside their species. It is unknown why this is- eye contact may be 
considered an aggression in their body language, while other 


theories hold that endermen may be offended by eye contact, or 
specifically players eye contact. Some more out there theories 
suggest that enderman can see a person's soul through their eyes 
and are jealous of the player's ability to revive, or that endermen are 
partially telepathic and that player thought patterns confuse them. 
Various evidence supports any above theories, but none 
conclusively so. 


Endermen do not move when eye contact is engaged. This is not to 
player benefit. The slightest stray or blink even for a microtick will 
break the stillness and the enderman will begin attacking. Despite 
their seemingly fragile frames, their hands and claws are formidable 
weapons, and their teleportation speed renders most ranged attacks 
functionally useless. The most dangerous weapon of the enderman, 
their bite, is considered a one hit kill by most, as most enderman 
choose the highest point of their prey to bite down on. 


The only way to avoid this aggressive behavior is by wearing eye- 
obscuring masks, glasses, or goggles. Strangely enough, blind 
players or those whose eyes have naturally obscured pupils do not 
invoke endermen aggression. 


While endermen pose no threat to players as long as the proper 
precautions are taken, it is still largely undesirable to let them roam 
in populated areas. Orchard farmers and beekeepers in particular 
regard endermen as a form of pest. Endermen glitches will 
disruptively forage through orchard trees, stealing valuable crops, 
and will break beehives to eat honeycomb and grubs. 


For the purposes of dissuading them from farmland, the same 
methods used to dissuade spirits will apply- scarecrows, used 
totems, or painted eyes. Additionally, it is common for farms to set 
aside their overripe, damaged, or otherwise unsellable crops for 
enderman and spirits as a less disruptive alternative. 


Another alternative specifically for “free” enderman is to ask them 
politely to get rid of rats in a certain area, or to comb trees for 
undesirable insects, thus creating a mutually beneficial pest control 
arrangement. 


While enderpearls are extremely valuable, it is not necessary to kill 
endermen to acquire them. Experienced “pearl hunters” can find 
pearl caches, or lure endermen with large amounts of fresh meat or 
honeycomb to peacefully coax them into coughing pearls. 


16. Affliction- Pearleye 


PEARLEYE is a degenerative illness commonly contracted by 
unpasteurized enderpearls or rapid overuse of enderpearls. 


It was long held that endermen themselves were the carriers of 
pearleye, whether through flesh, blood, or other bodily substances, 
and this misconception was a contributing factor to the distaste and 
perceived danger of the species. However, recent research, such as 
anecdotal evidence from pearl hunters and other such expert 
witnesses, strongly suggests otherwise- that pearleye is not directly 
caused by endermen, but rather endermites. 


Those little shits. 


EFFECTS 


The earliest trackable symptom is severe aquaphobia, but the most 
iconic symptom of pearleye is a discoloration in the iris and sclera of 
the infected, resembling an enderpearl (hence the name of the 
disease). During this stage the infected will start feeling nauseous 
and unbalanced, becoming nearly incapable of walking. 


Around one full clock after onset, the infected will lose verbal 
coherency and comprehension. Face blindness is common at this 
stage. 


By this point, if any glitches of endermen happen to be nearby, they 
will gravitate towards the infected, some stories even claiming 
attempted kidnappings. 


Pearleye progresses very quickly. Within six clicks past the second 
stage, the infected becomes aggressive towards player interaction 
and may wander off, trailing nearby endermen or other infected. 
Some stories have claimed an infected to teleport out of any 
confinement, but there has been no definitive proof of this occurring. 


This third stage is the last stage for any hope of treatment, as after 
12 more clicks the infected will become completely unresponsive to 
any player made medicine. At this stage any enderman will become 
immediately aggressive to any player who even attempts to touch 
the infected. 


It is, unfortunately, best to leave the infected to their fate at this point. 
Even skilled players have been reported dead attempting to defend a 
late stage infected. 


It is unknown exactly what happens after this stage, as almost all 
infected will start to fervently search and trail glitches, functionally 
leaving player society behind altogether. 


Curiously, even on late stage infected, their lifemarks do not change, 
causing many to hope that losing a lifemark will cure the late stage 
infected. 


It wont. 


THOSE AT RISK 


Endermen, it seems, are immune to pearleye- at the very least, the 
disease does not pose the dangers it does to other species. 


Spirit races, due to their bodies lacking the physicality of standard 
players, are functionally immune to contracting pearleye. 


In theory, any mob or player is capable of contracting the illness, but 
more often than not it occurs in players since they are the ones most 
likely to encounter infected material. 


Testificates show a general resistance and resilence to most 
disease, including pearleye, but they are not fully immune. It is 
unknown if piglins can contract pearleye, and what altered symptoms 
they may present, if any. 


Children, and those of smaller race, are considered of higher risk, 
and will succumb to the illness at a faster rate than others- it is 
considered an almost immediate death sentence to any child under 
the age of 3 no matter the race. 


TREATMENT 


For those already infected, they must be forced to drink large 
quantities of water, or consume liquid heavy foods, in order to 
denature the infection- like endermen, the disease cannot thrive or 
survive in prolonged water exposure. A simple solution in theory, if 
not for the severe and irrational aguaphobia that occurs even before 
full onset. 


For middle stage patients, more drastic exposure is required, 
necessitating nothing short of a full baptism to the point of near 
drowning. Water breathing potions should be used on the infected to 
prevent loss of life. 


In truth, the only foolproof treatment is prevention - endermen 
bodies, no matter how long dead, should be treated with care, and 
enderpearls must be thoroughly pasteurized before being used or 
traded. 


LONG TERM EFFECTS 


It is common for pearleye survivors to retain leukocoria of the eyes, 
regardless of stage treated, with the possibility of negatively altered 
vision. 


The severity of any psychological effects, if any, depends on 
lateness of treatment, and the age of the infected in question. 
Children may experience more severe after-effects in the short term 
but are more likely to make a full recovery, whereas adult survivors 
will likely experience long term or even lifelong problems. 


Retained effects may include aquaphobia, sleepwalking or other 
disruptive sleep disorders, and discomfort from eye contact. 


There is a very small chance that survivors may receive enchanted 
vision- aside from being able to perceive magic unaided, endermen 
will not engage in aggression upon eye contact. There are some 
schools of witchcraft that deliberately invoke pearleye infection to 
gain it. This is, naturally, extremely hazardous and_ not 
recommended, as the methods such groups use to ensure such a 
result are kept a coven secret. 


17. Magic- Totems 


TOTEMS are carved or forged structures made in the image of 
another being for protective, invocative, or other assorted magical 
purposes. 


PRAYER TOTEMS 


Prayer totems, also called altar totems or shrine totems, are made in 
the image of a god for the purposes of veneration and worship, 
usually held in shrines or altars. 


Patron gods tend towards high but abstract detail and precious 
metals. Domain totems tend toward wooden/earthen materials. 


Aspect totems tend to have the most varying and specific rules of 
creation, but also tend to be the least detailed unless the totem 
resides in a very dedicated church or shrine of a highly worshipped 
god. 


BINDING TOTEMS 


Binding totems, also commonly known as pet totems or trap totems, 
bind an animal or spirit to a player as a familiar. The player must 
personally carve an image of the subject and baptise it in their blood. 
Some practices destroy the totems as soon as they take effect, while 
others keep it on their person and property. 


Familiars can even be stored within these totems, and there are 
records of using binding totems for capture, trapping, and 
transportation. These totems can also be used to store magical 
energy or enchantments to transfer to other applications. 


INVOCATION TOTEMS 


Totems meant to invoke the magic of a particular spell or god. Their 
means of manufacture are often kept a secret by their cults. 


Invocation totems are single use- after being spent, they shatter or 
become otherwise invalid unless repaired by the methods of their 
makers. 


Invalid totems still contain magic, even if they can no longer be 
directed towards their intended use, and can thus be recycled for 
their ambient magic. 


Invocations, like potions, are a form of magic that can affect or be 
used by anyone- player, god, spirit, or even mob. 


A well known invocation totem type is totems of Undying, seen 
commonly in illager covens, which sacrifice themselves in exchange 
for preserving someone's canon life and can prevent respawning 
activation. 


18. Mob- Dragon 


DRAGONS are megafauna native to all known dimensions. Each 
dimension possesses a different native variant of dragon, though 
some dragons, through intentional transfer or accidental world edit, 
have appeared outside of their intended habitat. 


Dragons are a form of creature that displays both negligible 
senescence and opportunistic growth - which is to say that they are 


functionally ageless, and will continue to grow in size so long as 
available resources will support it. 


COMMON FEATURES 


All dragons have whiskers and horns on their face, as well as five 
pairs of gill slits on the sides of their throat, which they use to 
regulate the temperature and pressure of their magical breath. All 
recorded dragon types, flightless or otherwise, have four limbs. 


All dragon eggs look largely identical, with a glassy obsidian surface. 
Dragon eggs are nearly indestructible and will only hatch with 
specific triggers, otherwise remaining dormant in perpetuity. 


The dragon species as a whole is exclusively female, reproducing 
through parthenogenesis, where fertile eggs will be produced without 
input from sexual partners. 


OVERWORLD 


Overworld dragons have four winged limbs and the smallest average 
size of all the dragon types. Their breath sparks fire and its fluid fuel 
is caustic to the touch. They roost in mountain caves and natural 
ravines. They favor grazing herd animals as prey. 


Sky dragons are aquatic, wingless, and serpentine, achieving flight 
through manipulation of the ambient water plentiful to Sky’s 
atmosphere. Their icy breath is used to carve frozen nests on the 
undersides of Sky’s islands, but can just as easily flash freeze living 
creatures. 


NETHER 


Nether dragons are the largest recorded dragon type and live almost 
their entire flightless lives underground, burrowing for the minerals 
and rocks that they consume for survival. They spew out waste rock 
as molten slag to embrittle the ground around them. 


It is known and recorded that there is a population of dragons on the 
moon, but they are avoidant of player populations and are very 
poorly studied. 


CLASSIFICATIONS 


Individual dragons are classified by size in order from Young, Wise, 
Strong, Old, and Superior. They are additionally classified on a 


hazard scale of Holy, Protector, and Unstable. 


DROPS 


Dragon meat, though hard to acquire except through auction houses 
or dragon hunters themselves, is favorable and supple, as is their 
bones. 


Dragon scales are processed as dragon shards , which can be used 
to make protective equipment, blast resistant materials, or traded as 
a currency in the manner of metal and precious stone. 


The secretions that fuel Overworld dragon fire can be used as an 
alchemical modifier to create lingering potions. 


Dragon goods are rarely, if ever, sold in normal trade venues. 
Dragon hunters, as part of their payment in undertaking such a 
hazardous task, are paid in exclusive right to harvest the resulting 
bodies, and either keep the prized materials for their own use or sell 
them off at auction to the highest bidder. 


MANAGEMENT 


Dragons can and do inevitably reach sizes which are unsustainable 
for their environment, posing ecological hazard to the area which 


they claim as territory. As such, dragons are routinely tracked and 
studied across all servers throughout their lifetime to monitor when 
they breach sustainable mass, if ever. 


A dragon that breaches sustainable mass must be culled for the 
sake of a server’s environment and habitability. Some servers, such 
as Earth, even attempt to ban dragons outright with a kill on sight 
bounty. 


Due to the necessity and great rewards of the duty, dragon hunting is 
a lucrative occupation, with many hopefuls applying each year to 
hunting guilds. However, it is an unfortunate truth that over 90% of 
dragon hunters will lose at least one life to a dragon, and as such, 
guilds have very strict acceptance requirements, with many often 
only accepting new hunters through recommended apprenticeship 
only. 


Apart from hunting, there are also dragon rangers, who raise, keep 
and/or study dragons to better our understanding of them and allow 
for a more regular supply of dragon parts. Those who have studied 
their craft and master it gain the title of Dragon Master. 


19. Mob- Elytra 


ELYTRA are a symbiotic passive mob that is so far only Known to 
bond with the elytron player race. Up until recently, it was thought to 
be a part of the natural elytron body, discovered by accident during 
high speed camera studies on raptoris elytron wings. 


SIZE 


The size of an elytra depends on the relative size of its elytron host 
(refer to Player- Elytron for details on elytron wing proportion). When 
closed, it will be only be large enough to rest on its host’s back, but 
when unfurled could vary from anywhere between 1.5 to 5 blocks in 
wingspan. 


BEHAVIOR 


Elytra are passed down to elytron offspring through the mother’s 
bloodstream (this can also apply to hybrids with elytron mothers 
should their bodies prove compatible). 


When the unborn eyas reaches sufficient size, the elytra will latch 
onto its back and begin integrating itself with the host by forming a 
wing root, a dense network of vein and nervous tissue that welds into 
the host's back, extending through the spinal cord, brain stem, and 
reaching around the chest at the shoulder and pectoral muscles. 
This allows the host to control the elytra’s movement, as well as for 
the elytra to draw sustenance and sensory data from the host. 


The nexus of the wing root exists in the heartshell , a heart shaped 
chitinous mass resting between the host’s shoulder blades, by which 
the shell of the elytra later forms from and hinges upon. 


When at rest, the elytra lives within its shell as an amorphous 
substance with no recognizable body parts but a cluster of 
rudimentary light sensing eyes nested near the heartshell. Light 
entering the eyes through the opening of the shell triggers the elytra 
to transform into its winged state. (This does not apply to the elytra 
of avis elytron, which are permanently locked as wings before host 
hatching.) 


Sufficient damage to the softbody may prevent it from retracting 
properly (if discussing the shelled variant) and damage to the 
heartshell can result in muscle spasm from both the host and elytra. 
Elytra damage can also cause changes to its shape and coloration. 


Excessive damage to the heartshell can result in paralysis or death 
of the elytra, turning it into nothing more than a parasitic weight on 
the host’s body. 


Elytra do not possess much independent sentience, relying on the 
feedback and processing of the host, but they appear to be capable 
of a degree of independent movement. Elytron were long observed 
to be capable of self-moderating, distracted, and even outright 
unconscious flight. 


Unconscious and dead hosts will still display automatic elytra 
behavior. The elytra of those who have died suddenly or violently will 
often still struggle after death until the wing root is crushed, and 
hosts who have died in flight from arrows or environmental factors 
are observed to continue flying directionlessly until their bodies give 
out entirely. 


It is unknown why elytra take the form of wings (complete with a 
false tail), but the working theory is that this is due to elytron, their 
only observable natural host, being birds, and having once 
possessed winged forelimbs in the past. 


It is also unknown why elytra can be affected and paralyzed by lag 
machines. 


DROPS 


With great difficulty, elytra can be separated from their natural hosts, 
though this will result in permanent nerve/muscle damage to the host 


and the quick death of the elytra itself. 


MANAGEMENT 


Elytra are extremely sensitive, able to register touch and other 
sensory input from nearly every single feather when unfurled. They 
require regular preening of their wings to maintain good shape, 
discard shedding material, and keep the softbody free from grit, dirt, 
or infection. Shawls are often worn over elytra to further protect the 
heartshell from being agitated. 


Phantom membranes can be applied to damaged elytra to promote 
the healing of the softbody. 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading. Kudos, comments, critique, and 
unsolicited professional mourners equally welcome. 
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Official art and commentary for the Orphan's Path series, if it so 
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1. Art- Mr. Inventor Of Minecraft Sir 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Told you he could kick a man to death with his feet. :) 


2. Art- They're Friends 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Philza and Techno in the Nether! 


Height-wise, | put Philza at 5'11" and Techno at 6'9"- 1.9 blocks 
and 2.05 blocks respectively. (Blocks in Minecraft are 


canonically equivalent to meters). Piglins in the game average 
taller than humans by a bit, and on top of that | made Techno 
taller than the average piglin, so he's a big lad. He's wearing a 
more Greco-Roman style tunic than the usual piglin because, as 
said in-story, he's from a different tribe/ethnicity than normal 
piglins, and | wanted to nod at player!Techno's own fondness for 
Greek mythology. 


Seeing them side by side | wanted it to make visual sense why 
Techno was oddly attentive to Philza? With piglins averaging so 
much taller, even Philza- who is tall for his species and by 
human standards- is almost child/teen sized compared to 
Techno. 


3. Art- Progression 


Notes for the Chapter: 


What Techno looks like over the course of his travelling with 
Philza in That's A Weird Looking Orphan, But Okay. 


After getting his life marks from the chorus, he started getting 
gloves to cover his wrists and arms. In-universe, it is common 
practice to cover one's life marks. After all, it's a clear indicator 
of strength, health, or any magical tampering, so many prefer to 
keep such information private. 


4. Art- College Arc Pog? 


Notes for the Chapter: 


When Philza and Techno go to Sky, Techno basically turns into 
a college student from the access to libraries making it easy to 
go collect knowledge. The coat and glasses make him look alot 
rounder than he actually is, so people get prepared for quite a 
shock when he takes it off to fight. 


Philza goes through a lot less outfit changes, at least in the 
beginning, and that's because unlike Techno, he doesn't have to 
figure out the climate-appropriate clothes for an entirely new 
dimension. 


5. Art- South End 


Notes for the Chapter: 


So here's what I'm thinking of when | talk about the two during 
the Antarctic period. 


| didn't really design with a difference of ranking in mind for 
uniforms, this can be imagined to be the standard Sky military 
uniform of the time. At a glance, the only difference between 
rankings is some form of badge on the shoulders/sleeves. 


(Phil's beard is terrible. He still hasn't gotten around to getting a 
new razor blade and for Unknown Reasons he will not let 
Techno attempt to shave it with A Knife. A mystery for the ages.) 


6. Builds- Sky Portal 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Otaku made a concept build of a Sky portal! We might on our 
own time do more builds for the companion guide in the future. 


7. Art- And They Danced 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Philza doesnt see it, not quite, but he could have sworn he felt 
someone else’s shackles clicking against his wrist. What are we 
wishing for? 


Philza laughs lightly as he hears something mirror his first steps. 
“Luck, | guess.” 


(This image uses an outdated design for Philza, but | was 
actually commissioned to draw this scene, so I'll keep it here for 
posterity's sake. | do accept fic related commissions, and they're 
always a delight to draw.) 


8. Art- The Angel Of Death 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Here he is, the proper godly Philza! Obviously, these clothes 
aren't how he looks during South End, when he first ascends- 
this is more for when him and Techno inevitably retire from 
military matters. Nonetheless, the hair and antlers still apply. 


| don't imagine this particular Philza to go out of his way to wear 
very flattering clothes- he wears very loose, and they obscure 
and break up the shape of his body. As a chronic traveler, he's 
not here to look good, he's here to be comfortable. 


RIP to the fishing hat, he's got an Equally Awkward sunhat now 
that comes with a veil. After all, it's easier to excuse that odd 
shadow on his face when there's a hat and veil to match it. Also 
the flowers in his hat are bleeding hearts and asphodel because 
| think I'm funny 


His antlers, with that white to pink gradation and dark roots, | 
specifically wanted to invoke dying coral. Because they are 
literal coral, living structures on his skull. Don't worry about it. :) 


The crow cane he's holding is a swordcane- it's Hiasobi (yet not 
Benihime! That name's taken, you know.) beeause-GGlPRizes 
aweeb—tmae. This was made before the re-write, which is why 
the feet look Whack compared to earlier references you can find 
in the guide. 


9. Art- The Dancer 


Notes for the Chapter: 


The dancer from Philza's dream. He sure went through a lot of 
effort to make a nice first impression, didn't he? :) 


This design was made during the first run of Orphan's Path, 
which is why it doesn't have the current elytron legs. 


-base by Aenor, outfit by Falrisesi 


10. Art- It Really Was A Nice Dress 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Someone commissioned to see Philza's dress from the ballroom 
dream in Snow Angel. It was made during the first run of 
Orphan's Path, hence the legs. 


Obligatory symbolism rant incoming: 

-The dress uses the colors from his old traveling clothes. 
There's something to be said about escapism, of course, but 
also of nostalgia and looking back. At core he wishes for simpler 
times. It's his usual greens, but not as vibrant as it used to be- 
it's muted slightly, the way he himself feels more muted now. 
-The silver braces. Being trapped. Perhaps his imprisonment 
from the trial all those years ago weighs on him even now. 
-White stockings, grey pants, white shoulders, white birds. The 
lunar dust swallowed everything, but most of all the ground they 
walked upon. 

-And one large white bird drawn onto his skirt, falling. Surely 
there aren't any large, white flying creatures falling down to the 
ground that he's thinking of. Surely not. 


11. Art- Don't Look Up 


Notes for the Chapter: 


| do believe someone asked what Commander Technoblade 
looks like ever since Philza's ascension, so here! Have my 
favorite moment from Moonglass. The day a lost priest looked 
into the sky and saw a god. 


12. Art- Dragonmaster Jean 


Notes for the Chapter: 


It's "Jean". He's wearing a combination of a South End uniform 
and dragonmaster clothes. 


Lagos is actually qualified to be a dragonmaster, he wasn't lying 
when he presented himself as such. He was only lying in 
presenting himself as a human one. 


13. Art- The Mask 
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Notes for the Chapter: 


the pig!techno stans and the masked!techno stans engage in 
endless combat. 


meanwhile, |, The Centrist, 


14. Art- Chrysopoeia 


Notes for the Chapter: 


-Drawn and designed by Falrisesi. 


We named her after the song in the Minecraft Nether Update 
soundtrack. 

She is pretty young so we landed on a lanky teen kind of look. 
She's in piglin late-teens or early twenties by how we designed 
her. In our imagining of piglins, they're rather twiggy as kids and 
then "fill out" as they finish puberty. A thin, conventionally 
human build is seen as #inkish youthful or childlike. 


15. Art- Honored Daughter 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Here's a slightly more rendered Chrys by myself. Something 
about her vibe just strikes me as goth/trendy, or some piglin 
version of it. Either way she dresses noticeably more curated 
than other members of her tribe- that's the privilege of being the 
honored daughter, heir of the sounder mother. 


Piglin sounders, and piglin culture as a whole, it's all very 
matriarchal. Those who mother and provide for their sounder 
are of the highest order of social standing. 


16. Art- The Blood of the Covenant. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


And the Angel of Death sees... 
.he Sees. 
He sees gold. 


He sees golden blood spilling from golden eyes, snowstruck 
russet hair unfurling and curling like ocean waves, like a lion’s 
mane, caging the golden fire of a conquered sun. 


He sees a fail drift and curl, he sees gold dust shatter and 
scatter like freckles on a weathered face, like soil caught on 
weathered hands. The brand of a crown torn violently from its 
place hovers suspended, warped and branched like laurels. 


A red cloak that may as well be the ephemeral body itself, a 
shrouded mass of shadows and reaching hands and animalistic 
faces wide like bears and wide like boars and roaring like lions 
and screaming like hounds, a thousand thousand hands upon a 
thousand thousand faces with ancient blood and chant on their 
tongues... 


17. Art- Emerald Star 
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Notes for the Chapter: 


Just like how the Angel of Death has his casual divine form, so 
too does the Blood of the Covenant. 


please imagine that he has cool ghibli hair that floats and moves 
with Great Emotion. the laurel floats up and The Volume, 
Unleashed 


18. Art- "My emerald star." 


19. Art- Boatza 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Philza's End ship, introduced in The Fable Of Endlantis. 


| may be a trained artist but my specialty is in life drawing rather 
than mechanical/architectural art, so | had some help from a 
Discord member, _JJay, who helped me make the boat make a 
little more logical sense. They also created the color palette for 
the ship, which was a joy to color! 


The end crystal is what powers it, and there's a little podium 
behind the cabin that Philza uses to steer it. The ship is locked 
on to him and he's the only one who can drive it, unless he 
allows for more keys. 


The eye patterns on the ends of the boat, and the 
heart/diamond accents, are additions he adds after receiving the 
boat. He wants it to be easy o recognize and stick out when he 
sails the void- that way it's easier for Her to find him. 


20. Art- His hands curl around a smoking black rose and 
he doesn't let go. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


“Never again,” Philza promises. “I won’t ever make you break 
yourself for me, never again. No matter what happens-” His 
voice breaks. “No matter how much | wanna run. | swear it on 
my wings, | will never run from you again.” 


His hands curl around a smoking black rose and he doesn’t let 
go. 


“So just this once, let me catch up to you.” 


This was a commission! It's also one of BattleBlaze's favorite 
scenes out of the whole series. 


21. Art- Angel's Wing 


Notes for the Chapter: 


tumblr anon asked for philza's wingspan. if you've made it this 
far in the guide, you've seen the early image showing off his 
wingspan, but here's a more updated one. 


disclaimer- this is just one pair of wings in multiple positions for 
greater reference. the angel of death only has one pair of wings 


(normally) (when in mortally accessible form) 


22. Art- Technoperch 


Notes for the Chapter: 


at long last, the canonical technoperch. 


23. Art- Small 
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Notes for the Chapter: 


i drew a quick philza while preparing the technoperch image so 
that i could get the sizes right, and got hit over the head with 
how stupidly petite orp!philza is next to orp!techno. the man's 
5'11" but this means nothing to the 6'9" techno. 


A first run orp work! alas, not containing the currently canonical 
legs. 


24. Art- Sam-seong 


Notes for the Chapter: 
-by Falrisesi 
she's a witch a prosthetic arm! orp!wilbur takes after her alot, 


appearance-wise. this is what she would have looked like, at 
least in life. 


25. Art- Creative 


Notes for the Chapter: 


"That's very... creative, Wilbur, but you were supposed to draw 
your parents, sweetie." 


(POV: you are an elementary school teacher and the weird 
elytron kid that won't stop eating the playground sand just drew 
sleep paralysis demons on his coloring assignment) 


things to notice 

-wilbur gave him and phil the little birdy ears and the bird feet 
-techno's fucknormous head and massive eyes. wilbur really 
does think his head is big and stupid and massive and piggy 
-philza's face has been scribbled out and drawn over 

-chatters 

-yes wilbur noticed the emerald stars. he also noticed trixtin's 
necklace 


26. Art- Marks Of A Lady 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Though the explicit debut of this necklace was in The Fable of 
Eyas, it was actually first mentioned in Hunter (Hunted). Mine 
(Yours). The line about Her voice being like a thread of gold 
around his throat Was Not A Metaphor. 


Also it's a minor study of his "hunting scars" courtesy of his 
Lady. 


Aenor drew these images and ConcoctionsFromHell helped 
design the necklace! 


27. Art- An Interesting Child 


Notes for the Chapter: 


elytron kids are kind of hairy. they're basically grey puffballs as 
babies and gradually lose their down as they age, with adults 
having thin sparse down. 


rip orphan's pat v1 elytron legs. 


28. Art- Finger Painting (tw blood/injury) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Wilbur gasps. “Can he be my best friend, too?” 


Dad smiles. “ ‘f course, Wil. He'll...” His hand twitches and drags 
against the drawing, leaving a thick trail of stars flowing out 
behind it. “...k’ sure... you’re...” His eyes start to close. 


He doesn’t finish the drawing. 


(A very brave person dared to commission this.) 


29. Art- | MET GOD AND WIFED HER 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Philza blearily raises his head from off the counter, staring 
past a bottle of mead. The shirt he’s wearing is so absurdly 
large on his body that it probably (definitely) used to be 
Techno’s at one point- discounting the very large | MET 
GOD AND WIFED HER scrawled in unsteady Talon over 
the front of it. 


(Techno can see the offending marker in Philza’s other 
shaking hand.) 


“You’re drunk,” Philza parrots back. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


The Orphan's Path answer to the wolfythewitch of the tumblr 
twitter dot com "| MET GOD AND WIFED HER" shirt. Wolfy is 
an Orphan's Path reader so | asked her if | could reference the 
shirt in a scene, and this is what happened. 


Yes, the size of the shirt is not an exaggeration. Look back at 
the Techno and Philza references we have, Techno is just very, 
very large. 


There's no real deeper implication to Philza wearing one of 
Techno's shirts (y'all get those shipper brains outta here). Man 
was stressed and Quite Drunk, saw something familiar and 
comforting, and went "yeah i'll take it." 


And also vandalized the shirt in question. As one does. 


The scars and tattoos are completely orp canon, but alas, the 
Old Elytron Leg Design. 


(Yes, there are two flowers under his life mark. Yes, we did 
establish at one point that life mark areas are sensitive. Carry 
on.) 


30. Art- Angel, Philza, Benihime 


Notes for the Chapter: 


A quick comparison between Philza and Benihime. The red 
antlers/eyes toggle is a separate stress/adrenaline mechanic 
shared between them both and isn't specific to Benihime. 


31. Art- Daydream 


Notes for the Chapter: 


funky little gremlin 


32. Meta- They're Best Friends, Your Honor 


If the marriage jokes in orphan's path feel uncomfortable, good. 
That's The Point. 
You now feel the way ORP!Techno and ORP!Philza feel. 


It's just like... an unfortunately real assumption people are going to 
impose on their situation. So just know that every time it feels 
uncomfy, Yep! That's Exactly The Point! 


But, it's also an assumption fading with time as we head more 
towards the "present day" of the DSMP era, and people Learn more 
in common knowledge about different kinds of relationships- so Don't 
Worry, This Is Not An Eternal Fixture Of The Series. 


33. Art- Now Smile! 


Notes for the Chapter: 


tumblr anon asked for more visuals on elytron beaks. 


34. Art- Sounder Shawls 
Summary for the Chapter: 
Embroidered in golden thread is hearts, is diamonds, Is 


swooping starlight and reaching cloven hands, all of it 
centered around an eight rayed sun. 
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Notes for the Chapter: 


The sounder shawls of Techno, Philza, and Wilbur. 


Sounder shawls are awarded by the head of a sounder to new 
members, and color is usually chosen with the individual in 
mind, with only the embroidery being the same. This isn't the 
pattern of Techno's old sounder- it's one he drafted himself for 
this family. 


Sounder shawls are unique, made for individuals. They cannot 
be recycled or passed down and are typically disposed with the 
deceased in line with their funerary rites, though some may 
keep the shawl of a lost sounder member for a time after death 
as a memorial. 


35. Art- My Ruby Star 


Notes for the Chapter: 


orp!sally is a kitsune that takes a humanoid form. 
in orphan's path, a kitsune is a type of spirit. 
spirits are not players. 


36. Art- Boys 


Notes for the Chapter: 


i respect lanky demonic schlatt design but cc!schlatt's canonical 
ram fursona is right there 

his horns aren't quite curly in this picture because he's still pretty 
young. 


37. Art- The Most Beautiful Woman 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Her feet are soaked. 


Her hair is pushed back by a green ribbon in the most 
unflattering way possible, bunching her face up like a smug 
Cat. 


She is standing inside a public fountain, fishing for coins. 
She is stuffing gold, silver, and copper into her cheeks. 
Onlookers are disgusted and just a touch horrified. 


She turns toward Wilbur, face all fuzzy and puffed with 
coins. Her slit green eyes, pushed up into a squint, create 
the image of a possessed, possibly rabid squirrel. 


Wilbur decides, in that moment, that this is the most 
beautiful woman in the world. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


it felt right to me that orp!sally should be unhinged and have 
conventionally unflattering/off-putting traits, because wilbur is 
just A Weirdo as a character, he would not end up marrying a 
conventionally acceptable person. 


38. Art- She Screams 


Notes for the Chapter: 


-by ConcoctionsFromHell 


(concoctions concepted ghost's death scene and drew this as 
the chapter was being written.) 


39. Art- Honeylemon 


Notes for the Chapter: 
-Art by Aenor, character design by Concoctions 


hardcore lesbians(TM) 


40. Art- Something About Trains 
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Notes for the Chapter: 


he had to pitch the whole "mechanized underworld" thing to her 
somehow. 


41. Art- The Grandest Technoperch 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Falrisesi designed Lagos' outfit for this drawing. 


42. Art- My Wings, My Sun, My Son 


Notes for the Chapter: 


that scene from code red. 


43. Art- Friend 
Summary for the Chapter: 


"He was my friend," Philza keens. "I thought he was my friend." 


44. Art- Like Some Kind Of Tree 


Notes for the Chapter: 


(outfit by Falrisesi, base by Aenor) 

canonical thigh highs 

anyway here's what pre-l'manburg lagos looks like as "the 
prophet" 


45. Meta- On the subject of wings 


I've seen some posts complaining (both in the Good Omens fandom 
and the Philza fandom) about preening headcanons because of how 
it conflicts with actual bird behavior (there’s a simplified factoid 
circulating that petting bird wings makes them horny) so i should 
probably go on record and say: 


| was in fact aware of this before i started writing Orphan’s Path and 
did platonic preening anyways. Here’s my reasons why: 


-we're working with People, Not Animals, and context based touch 
exists. Touch can be platonic, agressive, or romantic depending on 
context. 


-it’s not the wings themselves that are the Yike area in birds, it’s the 
area under the wings and down the back. 


-orphan’s path specific, In the case of elytron, their wings are 
symbiotic elytra rather than proper bird wings, so the same touch 
logic doesn't apply 


Yeah so anyway if you’re reading this and you were panicking that 
your fluffy preening headcanons were Accidentally NSFW, don't 
worry about it. it’s not as one to one as it looks, and like. we're 
talking about fictional creatures here there’s no obligation to conform 
1-to-1 with reality. 


46. Art- Sonboy 


Notes for the Chapter: 


since elytron start out incredibly downy, fundy becomes less 
obviously fox like as he grows older, though his face stays 
downy. in many ways, he looks more like philza's grandson than 
he does wilbur's son. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


with his hairy face, wild eyes, and off skin tone, Fundy is rather 
recognizable as Philza's grandson, but less so as Wilbur's son. 
The resemblance is there but not the energy. 


48. Art- Genderza 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Her: my husband has digivolved. this is a very Dangerous 
development 


49. Art- The Priests Of Death and the Angel Of 
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Notes for the Chapter: 


the priests will never see Her until death, but there are plenty of 
depictions of the Angel, so their garb emulates that. 
the only thing the priests retain in their every day wear would be 


the veiled hat, only adopting the simple black robes when 
performing service. 


death priests mostly just tend to the shrines, but they're also 
trained to offer assisted suicides for those seeking death with 
dignity, like cases of terminal illness or extreme age. 


(yes the priest outfit is another bleach joke, it's the shinigami 
uniform) 


50. Art- And The Universe Said "I love you." 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Once upon a time, a player named Philza would have died, had 
a piglin not saved him. 


Maybe for a moment he might have even seen an Angel. 


Death is a timeless domain, after all. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


"So that ghast really did do a number on ya. Ain't too surprised 
you'd end up here." 


"Am- am | dead?" 


"Only if you want to be. But | think we both know the answer to 
that, mate." 


"Then why are you looking at me like that?" 


"Because you're going to live." 


51. Art- Tubbox 


Notes for the Chapter: 
orp tubbo is a testificate/sheep moblin mix. 


we made him blond rather than brown haired in respect to his 
minecraft game skin. 


52. Art- My Greatest Rival 


Notes for the Chapter: 
the blood god's greatest rival. 


sea people are poorly understood by land/sky people because 
of incompatible habitat exploration- most communication occurs 


from semi-aquatic peoples, like whale/sea moblins, or those 
who can afford cross terrain equipment, like squid. 


53. Art- The Royal Redstone Wizard 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Once again, a "wizard" in the orphan's path setting essentially 
means a magical engineer. 

sam is the designated royal wizard because of his unmatched 
redstone skill. it's a title, not necessarily a job, but it does mean 
that if the royal/noble houses want something done, they'll go to 
him first. 


54. Art- The Royal Architect 


Notes for the Chapter: 


wilbur keeps unusual company. 


note for the orp only blind readers: eret's character canonically 
uses all pronouns! 


55. Art- Confused 


Notes for the Chapter: 


When you live too long... 


...the details start to get confused. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


It remembers it might have been a father, once. 


But without the reminders, the details are starting to escape it. 


56. Art- The Young Lord Lore 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Base by Aenor, clothing by Falrisesi. 


57. Art- Five Going On Six 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Tommy hasn't even hit puberty and he already passes for a mid- 
teen. (a child in a toy soldier's body.) 


he doesn't have much scarring from his Minos laboratory past 
because they healed most of any injuries he sustained. it's more 
practical to keep him intact, after all. 


58. Art- Eyes 
Summary for the Chapter: 
-those haunting, haunted lapis eyes. 


For a moment, Tommy Innit was Theseus of Minos again. 


59. Art- Benson 


60. Art- Sheepy Boys 


Notes for the Chapter: 


schlatt is fond of tubbo, as another finicky sheep moblin hybrid. 
Schlatt's demonic hybridization is why his horns have such dark 
red tips and his teeth are kind of sharp. 


61. Art- Husbands(?) 


Notes for the Chapter: 


The husbands. What a wholesome marriage in which nothing 
could possibly go wrong. 


62. Art- What You Remember 


Notes for the Chapter: 


benihime looks like a murdered victorian child ghost in 90% of 
my drawings but that's just canon 


63. Art- The Butler 


Notes for the Chapter: 
techno even makes his piglin butler hubert look small. 
hubert is, by the way, a canon character on the dream smp. 


techno found him on halloween when hunting for pumpkin 
headed mobs. 


64. Art- I'm A Person. 
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Notes for the Chapter: 


“So-” Honey tilts her head as she tries to process the 
whole... everything. “-is this like some sort of character 
thing, or are you a whole different person from Phil?” 


“Im a person!” Benihime stutters over its words. “I think- we 
think my brain bits might be in the- in the- in the-” His wings 
puff up behind him as he gestures to his big black feathers. 
“-in the-” 


“The elytra?” Honey offers. 


“-yeah, ‘cus if our wings get fucked up, | always get fucked 
up? An’ when | get fucked up, our head get- gets all foggy 
after and it hurts. Me specifically. But it’s my bits.” He curls 
his wings tighter around himself. “I’m a person.” 


65. Art- And The Angel's Brittle Heart Never Broke Again. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


anyway, here's phil's spicy new face scars. 


66. Art- Lovefool 


“you bade me, you love me.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Sometimes he needed the reminder. 


67. Art- Tec’ 


Notes for the Chapter: 


his enderchest is on his back like a backpack and he mounts his 
sword and trident to it. such is the battle ready technoblade. 


68. Art- Baby Brother 


Notes for the Chapter: 


wren always loved his baby brother very much. fundy reminds 
philza of wren, sometimes. (the fact that philza's current haircut 
kind of looks like wren's Totally has no deeper meaning. no sir.) 


69. Art- Family Resemblance 


Notes for the Chapter: 


wilbur thought he looked like sally in winter, but philza saw 
someone else. 


70. Art- The Friendly Ghost 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Do not mistake friendly ghosts for kind ones. 


71. Art- "Go on, guess!" 


Notes for the Chapter: 


izziel_galaxy drew this up while we were writing Saint's Row. 


72. Art- Angels Walk Among You 


Notes for the Chapter: 


This is what Phil looks like when he's in Death's domain. 


His antlers have mottled because of bruising from the 
L'manburg detonation. This is the same reason his elytra has 
slightly changed color- bruising made it heal a little scuffed. 


Plain white kimonos are used to dress the dead, IRL. White is a 
color associated with death/mourning in a lot of east asia. 


73. Art- Death Walks Among You 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Anyway, here’s our beloved Mumza in her Orphan’s Path 
season 6 design. If you refer back to Philza’s underworld 
design, you'll notice that they have a contrasting color design. 


| would have drawn Her hair long, but for the purposes of 
showcasing Her clothes | put Her hair up. 


74. Art- Make Way 


Notes for the Chapter: 


phil looks so fucking lanky next to trixtin Imao 


75. Art- Am Wings 


Notes for the Chapter: 


this is what his wings look like (after the feathers have grown 
back) 


76. Art- Scammers 


77. Art- King George 


Notes for the Chapter: 


he's gotten a bit older since we drew him last, and a healthier 
complexion now that he's been a kingsguard for a while. 


78. Art- President Underscore 


Notes for the Chapter: 


i did tell you these guys could pretend to be adults 


79. Art- Someone Else's Clothes 


Notes for the Chapter: 


sure, i Could make the arctic skin look cool. or i could just turn it 
into a cottagecore depression outfit cus his son is dead and he's 
raiding wilbur's closet out of grief. 


80. A Good Person 


Notes for the Chapter: 
body base by aenor, clothes by fluxphage 


this is techno's arctic clothes 


81. Art- Grandson Moments 


Notes for the Chapter: 


such a normal government official! i trust him 


82. Art- Mr. Blade 


Notes for the Chapter: 


techno cut his hair after going on the run and passed down his 
blue clothes to tommy after the execution. he's not fond of 
wearing clothes he died in, after all. 


83. Art- Atkins 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Base by Aenor, clothes by Fluxphage. 


Techno basically just gave Tommy spare versions of his pacifist 
clothing to size down. 


we spent a short while debating how to translate the turtle 
helmet and settled on a hat. 


84. Art- The Blade Of Neve 


Notes for the Chapter: 


what a festive man. have you noticed that the white tufts on his 
ears are shaped like hardcore hearts? :) 


85. Art- Scorpion Grass 


Notes for the Chapter: 


He broke his chains with magma, that's gonna leave a mark. But 
just like the last time someone gave him pretty chains, he 
etched flowers over the reminders that remained. 


86. Art- | MET A TRAVELER FROM AN ANTIQUE LAND 
WHO SAID: 
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Notes for the Chapter: 
by izziel_ galaxy 


here's the Doomsday trio from Fundy's dream in The Orphan's 
Apprentice. 


87. Art- Micheal My Beloved 


Notes for the Chapter: 


your honor i love him 


88. Art- | Blame You Entirely 


Notes for the Chapter: 


he's decided not to wear his funeral clothes anymore. look at 
him, dressed in gold as if with pride, as if he was something 
valued, worthy of value. 


As if he expects to live. 


89. Art- Mr. Loved 


Notes for the Chapter: 


base by Aenor, clothes by Falrisesi 


90. Art- Hunters 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Punz and Lagos with their Evil:tm: scheming outfits doing 
forbidden science and kidnapping pensioners. 

lagos doesn't care about being found out but they both care if 
punz gets caught, so punz is wearing stuff outside his usual 
outfits. 


91. Art- Eyes 


Notes for the Chapter: 


now that we've mentioned phil's sight coming back i can show 
you this. these are the eyes that will be appearing in his 
references from now on. very wide eyes because y'know his 
eyes they have to work very hard in order to try seeing things 
after that much damage. 


92. Art- Dreaded Dreamweaver 


Notes for the Chapter: 


base by Aenor, armor designed by Falrisesi. 

this is Lagos' armor from when he defected to the starlight 
brigrade of end war rebels. it looks like a dragon out of 
reference to jean. 


93. Art- The Fool 
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Notes for the Chapter: 


we've had this design since Fable of the Fool, but only Tumblr 
and the Smallman discord saw it. With Foolish finally here for 
the orp present day, it's finally time to post it to the companion 
guide. for no particular reason, he has a stingray tail. 
his gloves are godforged! they're a part of his body. :) 


94. Art- People Get Older 


Notes for the Chapter: 


most of my prior wren watson drawings skew more towards 
teen/very young adult, so here's an older wren after he properly 
filled out. 


95. Art- We Them Boys 


Notes for the Chapter: 


bases and emduo outfits by aenor, lagos by falrisesi 


apparently i never got around to posting this??? it's been sitting 
in the discord art channel for ages. these are the doomsday 
outfits for them, as well as a height check reference. 


96. Art- SAM.NOOK 


Notes for the Chapter: 


[HELLO AGAIN TOMMYINNIT...] 


97. Meta- A Nuclear Passage 


and now, some brief nuke meta for orphan's path 


These kinds of things exist in Befores and Afters, don’t they? 
Before Niki turned around just in time for both of them to be 
knocked against the ground. Before she curled up, a blinding 
white searing the sight of her own bones into her burning 
retinas, even as her eyelids felt like they were welded shut. Two 
stunned bodies huddle pathetically against the soil until a sound 
like a gunshot cracks through the air, 27 ticks too late. Niki 
pushes her hands against the ground, bones aching inside her 
burning muscles, and looks back. Several kiloblocks away, a 
halo of snow and ice scatters into the air, an absurd mushroom- 
like shape slowly tearing at the sky. 


Yep, That's A Nuclear Explosion. Many US soldiers who witnessed 
nuclear testing reported seeing their own bones during the flash. 


The crater- good gods, it was a crater- was nine kiloblocks 
away, heralded by a sharp radius of felled trees and scattered 
snow. 


and this was as close as we could realistically put Niki/Tommy to a 
nuclear explosion as big as the Snowchester crater without breaking 
their bones from the shockwave alone, giving them third degree 
burns, or killing them within a matter of days. 


Nuclear explosions are no joke. 


(A shout out to Rocket999 for helping to crunch the nuke numbers.) 


98. Art- Mirrorless 


Notes for the Chapter: 


its hard to keep up a haircut when you can't see your own 
reflection anymore. 


we were workshopping styles for a future arc and this one came 
out so... oddly soft that it made the cut. 


99. Art- Kotaro-of-the-Pier 


Notes for the Chapter: 


his name is kotaro-of-the-pier and he is your friend 


100. Art- Tommy Atkins, Ils That You? 


Notes for the Chapter: 
-base by Aenor, clothes by Falrisesi 


This is what tommy would wear after doomsday. he can't keep 
wearing techno's clothes, after all. (now he really does look like 
a war vet.) 


Sorry that the updates have fallen off lately. Twitter and tumblr 
gang already knows that | (Aenor) am currently in the process of 
moving out of an abusive house so uh. Been trying to pack all 
my worldly possessions into two suitcases Imao 


